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S  C  E  N  E  ?-&*  Street  in  Verona. 

vf  SaiDpfon  Ani  Gregory^  with  Svierdt  Mud  Bmkjrri, 
SAMPSON. 
Regorj^  a  my  word  we'll  not  carry  Coals. 
Grtg.  No,  for  then  v&flioutd  be  Colliers.' 
Sx/n.  Imean,  ifwebeinCholer*  we'lldnvr 
Greg.  Ay,  whileyoulive,  draw  your  Keck 
out  o'th*  Collar. 

Sdnt.  I  Arike  quickly,  being  mov'd. 
t'  But  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  to  ftrike. 
»•  A  Dog  of  the  Houfe  of  Mounugue  moves  me. 
{•  To  move,  is  to  ftir ;  and  to  be  valianr,  is  to  ftsnd  : 
ore,  if  thou  art  mov'd,  thou  runo'ft  away. 
■  A  Oo^  of  that  Houfe  fhall  move  me  to  ftand  : 
■ake  the  Wall  of  any  Man  or  Maid  of  MaumAgM^s, 
That  /hews  thee  weak,  Slave,  for  the  weakeft  goes 
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Sdm.  Truc^  and  therefore  Women,  being  the  weakeft 
Veflels,  are  ever  thruft  to  the  Wdl  :  therefore  I  will  pu& 
M0HHtsgHt*%  Men  from  the  Wall,  and  thru  ft  his  Maids  to  the 
Wall. 

Grig.  The  Quarrel  is  between  our  Matters,  and  us  their 
Men. 

Sam.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  fhew  my  fclf  a  Tyrant:  when  I 
have  fought  with  the  Men,  I  will  be  civil  with  the  Maids, 
and  cut  off  their  Heads. 

Greg.  The  Heads  of  the  Maids  ? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  Heads  of  the  Maids>  or  their  Maiden-head  v 
Take  it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muft  take  it  in  fenfe  that  feel  ifr         \ 

Sam.  Me  they  (hall  feel  while  I  am  able  to  ftand: 
And  'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  Flefti. 

Greg.  * Tis  well  thou  art  not  Fiih  :  if  thou  hadft,  thou 
hadft  oeen  Toor  John.  Draw  thy  Tool,  here  comes  of  the 
Houfe  of  the  Mountagues. 

Enter  Abram  and  Balchafar. 

Sam.  My  naked  Weapon  is  out  j^  quarrel,  I  will  back  thee. 

Greg.  How  I  turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Sam.  Fear  nie  not. 

Greg.  No,  marry  :  I  fear  thee. 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  Law  of  our  (i  Jes :  let  them  begin. 

Greg.  I  will  frown  as  I  pafs  by,  and  let  them  take  it  as 
they  Im. 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  Thumb  at  them^ 
which  is  a  difgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

J^r.  Do  you  bite  your  Thumb  at  us.  Sir  \ 

Sam.  I  do  bite  my  Thumb,  Sir. 

,Ahr.  Do  you  bite  your  Thumb  at  us.  Sir  t 

Sam.  Is  the  Law  on  our  (ide,  if  I  fay  ay  \ 

Greg.  No. 

Sam.  No,  Sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  Thumb  at  you.  Sirs  bur 
I  bite  my  Thumb,  Sir. 
.  Greg.  Do  you  quarrel.  Sir  ? 

Abr.  Quarrel,  Sir?  no.  Sir. 

Sam.  If  you  do^  Sir,  I  am  for  you  \  I  ferve  as  good  a 
Mao  as  you. 
.Air.  No  better? 

Sam.  W€ll>  Sir. 
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I  Enter  Benvolk). 

I        Gre£.  Say  better:  htre  cotnes  one  of  my  Matter's  Kinfmco. 
I         Sam.  Yes,  better, 
f         Jir.  You  Lie* 

j         Sam.    Draw,   if  you  be  Men,    Grig§rj^  remember  thy 
waihing  blow.  U^jfyl^* 

Ben.  Part,  Fools,  put  up  your  Swords,  you  kndw  not 
what  you  do. 

Enter  Tybalt, 
Tjb.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  thefe  heardefs  Hinds  t 
Turn  thee,  Bettvolio^  look  upon  thy  Death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  Peace;  put  up  thy  Sword* 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  Men  with  me. 

Tjk  What  draw,  and  talk  of  Peace  ?  I  hite  the  word 
As  I  hate  Hell,  all  M^nntagnes  and  thee : 
Have  at  thee.  Coward.  [P^bt. 

Enter  three  or  fenr  Citizens  ivith  Clmhs, 
Offic.  Clubs  Bills,  and  Partifans !  ftrike!  beat  them  down^ 
Down  with  the  CapnktSj  down  with  the  AioufaagmeSm 
Enter  eld  CapuUt  in  his  Gewn^  and  Ladj  Capulet. 
Cap.  What  noife  i%  this?  Give  me  my  long  Sword,  ho? 
La.  Cap.  A  Crutch,  a  Crutch :  why  call  you  for  a  Sword  ? 
Cap.  A  Sword,  I  fay  :  Old  Menntagtu  is  come. 
And  flouriflies  his  Blade  in  fpight  of  me. 

Enter  old  Mountague  and  Laij  Mountague* 
MoHH.  ThouTillain,  Ci^#fc/— -Hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 
l^a.MQHn.  Thou  fhalt  not  ftir  a  foot  to  feek  a  Foe. 

Enter  Prince  with  Attendance* 
Trin.  Rebellious  Subjefts,  .Enemies  to  Pcace» 
Prophaners  of  this  Neighbour-ftained  Steel— —^ 
Will  they  not  hear?  What  ho,  you  Men,  you  Beads, 
That  quench  the  Fire  of  your  pernicious  Rige, 
With  purple  Fountains  iffuing  from  your  Veins: 
On  pain  of  Torture,  from  thefe  bloody  Hands 
Throw  your  miftemper'd  Weapons  to  the  ground. 
And  hear  the  Sentence  of  your  moved  Prince. 
Three  civil  Broils,  bred  of  an  airy  word» 
By  thee,  old  Capnletj  and  AtoMntague^ 
Have  thrice  difturb'd  the  quiet  of  out  Streets^   ' 
And  made  Ferona^s  antient  Citizens 
Caft  by  their  gr^ve  befeemtng  Ornaments, 
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To  wield  old  Partifans,  in  Hands  as  old,  , 

Cankred  with  Peace,  to  Part  your  Cankred-hate; 

If  ever  you  difturb  our  Streets  again. 

Your  Lives  (hall  pay  the  Forfeit  of  the  Peac^. 

For  this  time  all  the  reft  depart  away : 

You,  Cii^Hlett  ihall  go  along  with  me  ; 

And,  MounugHCy  come  you  this  Afternoonj, 

To  know  our  further  Ples^ure  in  this  cafe. 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  Judgment-place « 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  Death,  all  Men  depart. 

\Exwnt  Prince  and  Capulet,  &f , 

La.  Monn.  Who  fet  this  ancient  Quarrel  new  abroach  $ 
Speak,  Nephewa  were  you  by  when  it  began? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  Servants  of  your  Advcrfary, 
And  yours,  clofe  fighting,  e'er  I  did  approach; 
I  drew  to  part  them :  In  the  inftant  came 
The  fiery  Tibalt^  with  his  Sword  prepar'd. 
Which  as  he  breath'd  Defiance  to  my  Ears, 
He  fwong  about  his  Head,  and  cue  the  Winds, 
Who  nothing  hurt  withal,  hifs'd  him  in  Scorn ; 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrufts  and  blows. 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  parr, 
^Till  the  Prince  came,  who  parted  either  parr. 

La.  Meun.  O  where  is  Romeo^  faw  you  him  to  Day  \ 
KJght  glad  am  I,  he  was  not  at  this  Fray. 

■  Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worihipp'd  Sun 
Peered  forth  the  golden  Window  of  the  Eaft, 
A  troubled  Mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad. 
Where  underneath  the  Grove  ofSycamour, 
That  Weftward  rooteth  from  this  City  ^\d,v^ 
So  early  walking  did  I  fee  you  Son ; 
Towards  him  I  made,  but  he  was  ware  of  pie. 
And  ftole  into  the  Covert  of  the  Wood  ; 
I  meafuring  bis  Affeftions  by  my  own. 
Which  then  moft  fought,  where  moft  might  not  be  found. 
Being  one  top  many  by  my  weary  ftlf, 
Purfued  my  Humour,  not  purfuing  his. 
And  gladly  ihun'd»  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Moun.  Many  a  Morning  hath  he  there  been  fcen 
With  Tears  augmenting  the  frefli  Morning  Dew, 
Adding  to  Clouds^  more  Clouds*  with  his  deep  fighs  s 
But  all  fo  foon  as  the  all-cheering  Sun,  Should, 
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#    Should,  in  the  fartheft  Eaft,  begin  to  draw 
The  fliady  Curtains  from  jittrors'%  Bed, 
Away  from  light  fteajs  hopne  my  heavy  Son, 
And  private  in  his  Chamber  pens  himfelf. 
Shuts  up  his  Windows,  locks  fair  Day-light  out^ 
And  makes  himfelf  an  artificial  Night. 
Plack  and  portj^ntous  mu/l  this  Humour  prove, 
Unlefs  good  Counfel  may  the  Caufe  remove. 

Ben^  My  Noble  Uncle,  do  you  know  the  Caufe? 

MqUh.  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  it  of  him, 

Ben.  Have  you  importun'd  him  by  any  means  ? 

Ai9Hn.  Both  by  my  felf,  and  many  other  Friends; 
But  he,  his  own  Affedlions  Cpunfellor, 
Is  to  himfelf  (I  will  not  f^y  how  true) 
But  to  himfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clofe. 
So  far  from  founding  and  difcovery. 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  Worm, 
E*er  he  can  fpread  his  fweet  Leaves  to  the  Air, 
Or  dedicate  his  Beauty  to  the  fame. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  Sorrows  grow. 
We  would  as  willingly  give  Cure,  as  know. 

£;f/fr  Romeo, 

Ben.  See  where  he  comes:  fo  pleafe  you  ftep  afide^ 
ril  know  his  Grievance,  or  be  much  deny*d. 

Meun.  I  would  thou  wert  fo  happy  by  thy  ftayt 
To  hear  true  Shrift.    Come,  Madam,  let's  away.    [Exemtt^ 

Ben,  Good  Morrow,  Coufin, 

Jlom.  Is  the  day  fo  young  ? 

Ben.  But  new  flruck  nine* 

Rom,  Ah  me,  fad  hours  feem  long. 
VVas  that  my  Father  that  went  hence  fo  faft? 

Beff.  It  was:  What  fadnefs  lengthens  Remeo^s  hours  ? 

Rom.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes  them  (hort« 

Ben.  In  Love? 

Rom.  Quf- 

Ben,  Of  Love  ? 

Rom,  Out  of  her  Favour,  where  I  am  in  Love^ 

Ben.  Alas,  that  Love  fo  gentle  in  his  view» 
Should  be  fo  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof* 

Rom.  Alas,  that  Love,  whofe  view  is  muffled  ftill^ 
$f hotdd  without  Eyes,  fee  path- ways  to  his  will : 

B  ^  m«.. 
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Where  (hall  we  dine?— — O  me  I—-- what  fray  Was  here  ? 

Yet  tell  me  not,  tot  I  have  heard  it  all : 

Here's  much  to  do  with  Hate>  but  more  with  Love: 

Why  then,  O  brawling  Love  I  O  loving  Hate  I 

O  any  thing  of  nothing  firft  create : 

O  heavy  Lightnefs,  ferious  Vanity^ 

Mifhapen  Chaos  of  well-feeming  Forms, 

Feather  of  Leadf  bright  Smoke,  cold  Fire,  (ick  Health, 

Still-waking  Sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is : 

This  Love  feel  I»  that  feel  no  Love  in  this. 

Doft  thou  not  laugh  i 

Ben,  No  Coz>  I  rather  weep. 

Rom.  Good  Heart,  at  what  ? 

Bcff.  At  thy  good  Heart's  Oppreflion* 

Rom.  Why  fuch  is  Love's  Traofgreffion. 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lye  heavy  in  my  Breaft ; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate  to  have  it  preft 
With  more  of  thine,  this  Love  that  thou  haft  fhevi^n. 
Doth  add  more  Grief  to  too  much  of  mine  owi). 
Love  is  a  fmokq  made  of  the  fume  of  Sighs, 
Being  purged,  aFirefpirkling  in  Lovers  Eyes^ 
Being  vext,  a  Sea  nourifli'd  with  loving  Tears  ; 
What  is  it  elfe  f  a  madnefs  moft  difcreet, 
A  choaking  Gall,  and  a  preferving  Sweet : 
Farewel,  my  Cot.  [Going. 

.  S^m  Soft,  I  will  go  along. 
And  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 

jRom.  But  I  have  loft  my  felf,  I  am  not  here. 
This  is  not  Romeo^  he*s  fome  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  fadnefs,  who  is  that  you  love  ? 

Rom.  What,  (hall  I  groan  and  tell  thee? 

Bern  Gro^n  ?  why  no ;  but  fadly  tejl  me,  vt^  ho. 

iR#Mi.  A  fid:  Man  in  good  fadnefs  makes  his  will-— > 
O,  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  fo  ill-— . 
In  fadnefs,  Coufin,  I  do  love  a  Woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  fo  near,  when  I  fuppos'd  you  lov'd. 

Rom.  A  right  good  MarksHnan,  and  file's  fair  I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  Coz,  is  fooneft  hit. 

Rom.  Well  in  that  hit  you  mif$»  fiie'll  not  be  hit 
With  CHpi£s  Arrow  j  (he  hath  Disn'%  Wit : 

And 
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And  in  ftroDg  proof  of  Chaftity  well  afm'd; 

From  Love  s  wtak  cbildilh  Bow,  (he  lives  uncbarm'd. 

Sjie  will  Dot  flay  the  Siege  of  loving  TermSf 

Nor  bide  th'  Ehcountcr  of  afTaiJing  Eyes, 

Nor  ope  her  Lap  to  Saifft-feducing  Gold : 

O  flie  is  rich  in  Beauty,  only  poor. 

That  when  fhe  dies,  with  Beauty  dies  her  ftore. 

Beff.  Then  flie  hath  fworn,  that  (he  will  ft  ill  live  chaftci 

Rom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  fparing  makes  huge  wafie. 
For  Beauty  ftarv'd  with  her  feverity, 
Cuts  Beauty  off  from  all  Pofterity. 
She  is  top  fair,  too  wife ;  wifely  too  fair. 
To  merit  Blifs  by  making  roe  defpair: 
She  hath  forfworn  to  love,  and  in  that  V^W 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Bcft.  Be  rurd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her^ 

Rom.  O  teach  me  how  I  (hould  forget  to  chinl(^ 

BcK.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  Eyes ; 
Examine  other  Beauties. 

Rom.  Tis  the  way  to  call  hers  (cxquifitc)  in  queftion  piore. 
Tbofe  happy  Masks  that  kifs  fair  Ladies  Bjfow^ 
Being  black,  put  u$  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair. 
He  that  is  ftrucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  Treafure  of  his  Eye-fight  loft. 
Shew  me  a  Miftrefs  that  is  pafling  fair; 
What  doth  her  Beauty  fcrve,  bi^t  as  a  Note, 
Where  I  may  read  vfho  paft  that  paffing  fair. 
Farewel,  thou  canft  not  leach  me  to  forget. 

Bm.  nipay  that  dof^rine,  or  elfc  die  in  debt.     [Excuitfy» 
Ef^€r  Capulet,  Paris  aful  Serv^t. 

(Up.  MoHntMjue  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think. 
For  Men  fo  old  as  we  to  keep  the  Peace. 

?4T.  Qf  honourable  r^k'ning  are  you  both. 
And  pity  'tis  you  liv'd  at  odds  fo  long: 
But  now,  my  Lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  Suit{ 

CiLp.  Eiut  faying  o'er  what  I  have  faid  before: 
My  Child  is  yet  a  Stranger  in  the  World, 
She  hath  not  feen  th^  change  of  fourteen  Years 
Let  two  more  Summers  wither  in  their  Pride, 
E'er  w^  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  Bride. 
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Rom.  When  the  devout  Religion  of  mine  Eye 
Maintains  fuch  Falfehood,  then  turn  Tears  to  Firei 
jl^nd  thefe  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die^ 
Tranfparent  Hereticks  be  burnt  for  Liars. 
One  fairer  than  my  Love  t  the  aINfeeing  Sun . 
Ne*er  faw  her  Match,  fince  firft  the  World  begun,. 

Ben.  Tutj  tut,  you  faw  her  fair,  none  elfe  being  by. 
Her  felf  pois'd  with  her  felf  in  either  Eye  : 
But  in  thofe  Cbryftal  Scales,  let  there  be  weighed, 
•Your  Ladies  love  agiinft  fome  other  Maid> 
That  I  will  (hew  you,  (hining  at  thi$  Feafl^ 
And  ihe*ll  ihew  fcant  well,  that  now  ihews  befl. 

Rom.  V\\  go  along,  no  fuch  (ight  to  be  Ihewn, 
But  to  rejoice  in  fplendor  of  mine  own. 

SCENE  II,  Capulet'j  Boufe. 

Enter  I^adj  Capulet,  and  Nmfe. 

/>•  Caf.  Nurfe,  wl)ere'$  my  Daughter  \  call  her  forth 
p^  me. 

Nurfe.  Now  by  my  Maiden-head,  at  twelve  Years  old^  I 
bad  her  come;  what  Lamb,  what  Lady-bird,  God  forbid;—— 
^here's  this  Qirl  ?  what,  Juliet  ? 

Enter  Juliet. 

yuL  How  now^  who  calls  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  Mother. 

JuU  Madam,  I  am  here,  what  is  your  Will  ? 

£r4.  Oif.  This  is  the  matter -r—  Nurfe,  give  leave  awhile^ 
,we  muft  talk  in  Secret.  Nurfe  come  back  again,  I  have  re- 
inembred  me,  thouf  hear  my  Counfels  Thouknoweft  my 
Paughter'i  of  a  pretty  Age. 

Nmfe.  Faith,  I  can  tell  her  Age  unto  an  Hopr. 

X4.  Cikf.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nurfe.  rillay  fourteen  of  my  Teeth, 
^hd  yet  to  my  Teeth  be  it  fpoken, 
I  have  but  four,  fhe's  not  fourteen  j 
tiow  long  is  it  now  to  Lammas-iiAt  ? 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  bdd  Days. 

Nnrfe.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  Days  in  the  Year*  Come  Lamr 
mas'Evc  at  Night  fliall  ftie  be  fourteen.  Sufan  and  flie,  God 
reft  all  Chriftian  Souls,  were  of  an  Age-  Well,  Snfan  iswitl) 

God, 
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God,  (he  was  coo  good  for  me.  But  as  I  fald,  on  Lammas^ 
£ve  at  Night  ihall  fhe  be  fourteen,  that  (hall  (he,  marryy 
I  remember  it  well.  *Tis  (ince  the  Earthquake  now  eleven 
Years  and  (he  was  wean'd>  I   never  (hall  forget  it,  of  all 
the  Days  in  the  Year,  upon  that  Day  ;  for  I  had  then  laid 
Worm -wood  to  my  Dug,  fitting  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove- 
Houle  Wall,  my  Lord  and  you  were  then  at  yl/#c»/j»^  — —  nay, 
do  bear  a  Brain.  But  as  I  faid,  when  it  did  tafte  the  Worm-» 
wood  on  the  Nipple  of  my  Dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty 
Fooh  to  fee  it  teachy,  and  fall  out  with  the  Dug.  Shake, 
Qjoth  the  Dove-houfe  — —  'twas  no  need  I  trow  to  bid  me 
trudge ;  and  fince  that  time  it  is  eleven  Years,  for  then  (he 
could  (land  alone,  nay,  byth'  Rood  (he  could  have  run,  and 
wadled  all  about  ;   for  even  the  Day  before  (he  broke  her 
Brov,  and  then   my  Husband,   God  be  his  Soul,  a  was 
a  merry  Man,  took  up  the  Child,  yea,  quoth  he,  doft  thou 
fall  upon  thy  Face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  hail 
more  Wit,  wilt  thou  not,  Jtdiet  ?  And  by  my   Holy-dam^ 
the  pretty  Wretch  left  Crying,  and  faid,  Ay ;  to  fee  now  how 
a  Jed  (hall  come  about.    I  warrant,  and  I  (hould  live  % 
thoufand  Years,  I  never  (hould  forget  it  :    Wilt  thou  not^ 
Jmlieti  f\\xot}x\!it\  and  pretty  Fool,  it  (tinted,  and  faid,  Ay. 
La.  Cap*  Enough  of  this,  I  pray  thee  hold  thy  Peace. 
Nhrfe.  Yes,  Madam,  yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugl^  to' 
thick  it  (hould  leave  crying,  and  fay.  Ay;  and  yet  I  warrant 
it  had  upon  its  Brow  a  bump  as  big  as  a  young  Cockrels 
Stone  :  A  perilous  knock,  and  it  cried  bitterly.  Yea,  quoth 
my  Husband,  fall*ft  upon  thy  Face  %  thou  wilt  fall  back- 
ward when  thou  comeft  to  Age  ;   wilt  thou  nor,  Juliet  l 
It  Ainred,  and  faid.  Ay. 
yuL  And  ftint  thee  too,  I  pray  thee,  Nurfe,  fay  I. 
Nwrfi.  Peace,  I  have  done  :  God  mark  thee  to  his  Grace^ 
thou  waft  the  prettied  Babe  that  e'er  I  nur(l,  and  I  might 
live  to  fee  thee  married  once,  I  have  my  wi(h. 

La»  dpm  Marry,  that  marry  is  the  very  Theam 
I  came  to  talk  of;  teil  me.  Daughter  JtiliH, 
How  (lands  your  dii^(itiQn  to  be  married  ? 
JmL  Tis  an  hour  that  I  dream  not  of. 
Nmrfe.  An  hour,  were  not  I  thine  only  Nur(e,  t  WDiild 
ky  that  thou  hadft  fuck'd  Wifdom  from  thy  Teat. 

La,  Cap 
t 
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La.  Cap.  Wellj  think  of  Marriage  now ;  younger  thanyoti 
Here  in  j/hropMy  Ladies  of  Efteem, 
Are  made  already  Mothers.     By  my  counr, 
I  was  your  Mother  mudi  upon  thefe  Years, 
That  you  are  now  a  Maid ;  thus  then  in  brief. 
The  valiant  Paris  fceks  you  for  his  Love. 

Nurfe.  A  Man,  young  Lady,  Lady,  firch  a  Man,  as  all 
the  World Why  he's  a  Man  of  Wax. 

La.  Cap.'  f^croniCs  Summer  hath  not  fuch  a  Flower. 

Nnrfe.  Nay  he's  a  Flower,  in  faith  a  very  Flower. 

La.  Ga.  What  fay  you,  can  you  love  the  Gentleman  ? 
This  Night  you  (hall  behold  him  at  our  Feaft, 
Read  o'er  thi  Volume  of  young  Paris*s  Face, 
AiVd  find  Delight  writ  there  with  Beauty's  Pen; 
Examine  every  feveral  Lineament, 
And  fee  how  ones  another  lends  Content ; 
And  whit  obfcur'd  in  this  fair  Volume  lyes. 
Find  written  in  the  Margent  of  his  Eyes. 
This  precious  Book  of  Love,  this  unbound  Lov^r, 
To  beautifie  him,  only  lacks  a  Cover. 
The  Fi(h  lives  in  the  Sea,  and  'tis  much  Pride 
For  fair  without,  the  fair  within  to  hide : 
That  Book  in  manies  Eyes  doth  fliare  the  Glory, 
That  in  Gold  Clafps  locks  in  the  golden  Story; 
So  (hall  you  fliare  ail  that  he  doth  poflefs, 
By  having  him,  making  your  felf  no  le(s» 

Nurfe*  Nolefsl  nay  bigger;  Women  grow  by  Men. 

La.  Cap.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris  love  ? 

JhL  I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move. 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  Eye, 
Than  your  Confent  gives  Strength  to  make  it  fly. 

EntiT  a  Strvanu 

^SiT.  Madam,  the  Guefts  are  come.  Supper  ferv'd  up,  you 
call'd>  my  young  Lady  ask'd  for,  the  Nurfe  curft  in  the 
Pantry,  and  every  thing  in  'extremity ;  I  nuft  hence  to 
iRrait,  I  befeech  you  follow  ftraight.  \Exit. 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.  Jnliet^  the  Couoty  ftays. 

Nnrfi.  Go,  Girl,  feek  happy  Nights  td  happy  Days. 

\Ex€Hnt. 

Enter 
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knter  Romep,  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  with  five  wfiK,  •ther 

Masl^rs^  Tarcihbiarers. 
Rom.  What,  (hall  this  Speech  be  fpoke  to  our  excufe  { 
Or  fhall  we  on  without  Apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity. 
We'll  have  no  Cufid  bood-wink'd  with  a  Scarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  Bow  of  Lath, 
Scaring  the  Ladies  like  a  Crow-keepsr. 
But  let  them  meafure  us  by  what  they  will. 
We'll  meafure  them  a  Meafure  and  be  gone* 

Rom.  Give  me  a  Torch,  I  am  not  for  this  ambling* 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  Light. 

Mcr.  Nay,  gentle  Romec^  we  muft  have  you  dance* 
Rom.  Not  T,  believe  me,  you  have  dancing  Shoes 
With  nimble  Soles,  I  have  a  Sole  of  Lead,* 
So  flakes  me  to  the  Ground  I  cannot  move* 

Afer.  You  are  a  Lover,  borrow  Cupid's  WingSj 
And  foar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  fore  impierced  with  his  Shafr, 
To  ibar  with  his  light  Feathers,  and  to  bound : 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  Woe  ; 
Under  Love's  heavy  burden  do  I  fink. 

Mer.  And  to  fink  in  it,  Aiould  you  burden  Love^^ 
Too  great  oppreflion  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom^  Is  Love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  roughs 
Too  rude,  too  boifterous,  it  pricks  like  Thorn. 

Mer.  If  Love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  Loveji 
Prick  Love  for  pricking,  and  you  Love  beat  down  i 
Give  me  a  Cafe  to  put  my  Vifage  in, 
A  Viforfor  a  Vifor;  what  care  I 
What  curious  Eye  doth  quote  Deformities* 
Here  are  the  Beetle-brows  fhall  blufti  for  me^ 

Ben.  Come  knock  and  enter,  and  no  fooner  in# 
But  every  Man  betake  him  to  his  Legs. 

Rom.  A  Torch  for  me,  let  Wantons,  light  of  Heart, 
Tickle  the  fenfelcfs  Rulhcs  with  their  Heels; 
For  t  am  proverb'd  with  a  Grand-fire  Phrafe ; 
I'll  be  a  Candle-lighter,  and  look  on^ 
The  Game  was  ne  er  fo  fair,  and  I  am  Done* 

Mir.  Tut,  Dun's  the  Moufe,  the  Conftables  own  wordj 
If  thou  art  Dun^  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  Mirei 
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Or,  five  your  R^vcrcnce^  Love,  wherein  thou  flickeft 
Up  to  the  Ears :  Come,  we  biim  day-lighr,  ho. 

Rom.  Nay,  that's  not  fo. 

Aier.  I  mean.  Sir,  we  iielay. 
We  waftc  our  Lights  in  vain,  lights,  lights,  by  day  5 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  Judgment  fits 
Five  things  in  that,  e'er  once  in  our  fare  Wits. 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  Mask  ; 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

A^er.  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Rom.  I  dreamt  a  Dream  to  Night. 

Mer.  And  fo  did  L 

Rom.  Well ;  what  was  ypurs  ? 

Mer.  That  Dreamers  often  Lie. 

Rom.  In  Bed  »fleep;  while  they  do  dream  things  tme. 

Afer^  O  then  I  fee  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you: 
She  is  the  Fairies  Mid-wife,  and  ihe  connes  in  (hipe  no  big- 
^er  than  an  Agat-ftone  on  the  '  Fore-finger  of  an  Alderman, 
drawn  with  a  teem  of  little  Atomies,  over  Mens  Nofcs  as 
they  lye  aflecp:  Her  Waggon  Spokes  made  of  long  Spinners 
Legs  ;  the  Cover,  of  the  Wings  of  Graflioppers ;  her 
Trace  of  the  fmalleft  Spider's  Web  ;  her  Collars  of  the 
Moonlhine's  watry  beams;  her  Whip  of  Cricket's  bone; 
the  Lafli  of  film ;  her  Waggoner  a  fmall  gray-coated  Gnat, 
not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  Worm*  prickt  from  the  lazy 
Finger  of  a  Woman.  Her  Chariot  is  an  empty  Hazel- 
Nut)  made  by  the  Joyner  Squirrel  or  old  Grub,  time  out 
of  mind>  the  Fairies  Coach^makers  :  And  io  this  ffate  ihe 
gallops  Night  by  Night*  through  Lovers  Brains ;  and  then 
they  dream  of  Love.  On  Countries  Knees,  that  dream  on 
Curfies  flrait :  0*er  Lawyers  Fingers,  who  flrait  dream  on 
Fees :  0*er  Ladies  Lips,  who  flrait  on  Kifles  dream,  which 
eft  the  angry  Mab  with  Btiflers  plagues^becaufe  their  breaths 
with  Sweet-pieats  tainted  are.  Sometimes  fhe  gallops 
o'er  a  Courtier's  Nofe,  and  then  dreams  he  of  fmetliog 
out  a  Suit:  And  fometimes  comes  (he  with  a  Tith-pigsTai^ 
tickling  a  Parfon's  Nofe  as  he  lies  afleep  ;  then  he  dreams 
of  another  Benefice.  Sometimes  Ihe  driveth  o*er  a  Soldier's 
Neck,  and  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  Foreign  Throats,  of 
Breaches,  Ambuficadoes,  ^anijh  Blades;  of  [Healths  fivt 
Fathom  deep  j  and  then  anon  drums  in  his  Ears,  at  which 
"  he 
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he  flirts  and  wakes,  and  being  thus  frighted,  fwctrs  a  Prayer 

or  two,  and  fleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab  that  plats 

the  Manes  of  Horfes,  in  the  Night,  and  bakes  the  Elf-locks 

in  foul  fluttilh  Hairs,  which  once  intangled,  much  Misfor^ 

tunes  bodes. 

This  is  the  Hag,  when  Maids  lye  on  their  Backs, 

That  preifes  them,  and  learns  them  firft  to  bear. 

Making  them  Women  of  good  Carriage  : 

This  is  ftie 

Rom.  Peace,  peace*  Mcrcutioy  peace  ; 
Thou  talk'ft  of  nothing. 

Mcr.  True,  I  talk  of  Dreams; 
Which  are  the  Children  of  an  idle  Brain^ 
Begot  of  nothing,  but  vain  Phantafie> 
Which  is  as  thin  of  fubftance  as  the  Air, 
And  more  unconftant  than  the  Wind;  who  wooes 
Even  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  North, 
And  being  anger'd,  pufFs  away  from  thence. 
Turning  his  €\dt  to  the  Dew-dropping  South. 

Ben.  This  Wind  you  talk  of,  blows  us  from  our  fclvcs ; 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  fhall  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear  too  early ;  for  my  mind  mifgives. 
Some  confequence  ftill  hanging  in  the  Stars, 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  Night's  Revels,  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  defpifed  Life  clos'd  in  my  Bread, 
Byfome  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death; 
But  he  that  hath  the  fteerage  of  my  courfe, 
Dired  my  Suit :  On,  lufty  Gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  Drum. 

thej  march  about  the  Stage,  and  Serbants  come  forth  7i/ith 

their  Naplnp* 

1  &r.  Whcre*s  Potpan^  that  he  helps  not  to  take  away? 
He  (hift  a  Trencher  1  He  fcrape  a  Trencher  f 

2  Ser.  When  good  Manners  (hall  ye  in  one  or  two  Mens 
Hands,  and  they  unwa(h'd  too,  'tis  a  ioul  thing. 

I  Scr^  Away  with  the  Joint-ftools,remove  the  Court-cup* 
i'oard,  look  to  the  Plate :  @ood  thou>  fave  me  a  piece  of 
March-pane;  and  a  thouloveft  me»  lee  the  Portec  letivv 

Vol.  V.  C  ShJiih 
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Suf^H  Grindftone^  and  Nelly  jinthonj^  and  Potpanl 

2  5iffr.  Ay,  Boy,  ready. 

I  Ser.  You  are  look'd  for,  call'd  for,  ask'd  for,  and  fought 
for>  in  the  great  Chamber. 

z  Ser.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too ;  chearly  Boys ; 

Be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer  hver  take  all.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  dll  the  Guefis  and  Ladies  t$  the  Maskfrs. 

I  Cap.  Welcome,  Gentlemen; 
Ladies  that  have  their  Toes 
Unplagu'd  with  Corns,  will  walk  about  with  you. 
Ah  me,  my  Miftreffes,  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  Dance  ?  She  that  makes  dainty. 
She,  I'll  fwear,  hath  Corns  ;  Am  I  come  near  ye  now  ? 
Welcome  Gentlemen,  Ihave  feen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  Vifor,  and  could  tell 
A  whifpering  Tale  in  a  fair  Lady*s  Ear, 
Such  as  would  pleafe:  'Tis  gone;  'tis  gone;  *tis  gone: 
You  are  all  welcome.  Gentlemen;  come,  Muiicians,  play. 

{jMHjick^plajs,  and  thej  Dance^ 
A  Hall,  Hall;  give  room,  and  foot  it,  Girls: 
More  Light  ye  Knaves,  and  turn  the  Tables  up ; 
And  quench  the  Fire,  the  Room  is  grown  too  hot« 
Ah,  Sirrah,  this  unlocked  for  fport  comes  well :  -^ 

Nay,  fit,  nay,  fir,  good  Cpufin  Capulety 
For  you  and  I,  are  pail  our  dancing  daies: 
How  long  is't  now  fince  laft  your  felf  and  I 
Were  in  a  Mask  ? 

%  Cap.  By'r  Lady,  thirty  Years. 

1  Cap.  What,  Man!  'tis  notfo  much, 'tis  not  fo  much} 
'Tis  firxe  the  Nuptial  of  Lucentio, 

Come  Pentecoft,  as  quickly  as  it  will. 

Some  five  and  twenty  Years,  and  then  we  Mask'd, 

2  Cap.  *Tis  more,  'tis«iiore,  his  Son  is  Elder,  Sir: 
His  Son  is  Thirty. 

I  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 
His  Son  was  but  a  Ward  two  Years  ago. 

Rom.  What  Lady  is  that'  which  doth  enrich  the  Hand 
Of  yonder  Knight? 

Ser.  I  know  nor.  Sir.  ' 

Rom.  O  (he  doth  teach  the  Torches  to  burn^  bri^h^^ 
Her  Beauty  hangs  Upon  the  cheek  of  Nighty .    *]' 

'     ,  Juike 
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Like  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  9^thhp*s  Ear ; 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe^  for  Earth  too  dear  ! 
So  (hews  a  Snowy  Dove  trooping  with  Crow% 
As  yonder  Ltdy  o'er  her  Fellows  fhows : 
The  Meafure  done*  I'll  watch  her  place  of  ftand^ 
And  touching  her$,  make  blefled  my  rude  Hand. 
Did  my  Heart  love  till  now;  forfwear  it  Sight? 
For  I  ne'er  faw  true  Beauty  'till  this  Nightw 

Tit.  This  by  his  Voice  (hould  be  a  Mountague^ 
Fetch  me  my  Rapier,  Boy :  what  dares  the  Slave 
Come  hither  cover'd  with  an  Antick  Face, 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  otir  Solemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  (lock  and  honour  of  my  Kinj 
Te  firike  him  dead,  I  hold  it  not  a  fin. 

Cup.  Why>  how  now,  Kinfman, 
Wherefore  ftorm  you  fo  ? 

Tih.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Mountagucy  our  Foe : 
A  Villain  that  is  hither  come  in  fpight, 
Jo  fcora  at  our  Solemnity  this  Nignt.  \ 

Cap.  Young  Romeo^  is  it  ? 

Tib.  'Tis  he,  that  Villain  R^me9. 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  Coz,  let  him  alone^ 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  Gentleman : 
And  to  fay  truth,  Feronabngs  of  him> 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govern'd  Youth. 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  Town, 
Here  in  my  Houfe  do  him  difparagement : 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  Note  of  him. 
It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  refped. 
Shew  a  fair  Prefence*  and  put  off  thefe  FroWn$, 
Ao  ill  befeeming  femblance  of  a  Feaft. 

T$t.  It  fits,  when  fuch  a  Villain  is  a  Gueft. 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  (hall  be  indur'd. 
What,  Goodman-boy— -  I  fay  he  (hall.  Goto— ^ 
Am  I  the  Mafter  here,  or  you  f    Go  to-- — ' 
You'll  not  endure  him !  God  ihall  mend  my  Soul^ 
You'll  make  a  Mutinv  among  the  Guefts : 
You  will  fet  Cock-a-hoop  ?  You'll  be  the  Man  J 

Tii.  Why,  Uncle,  'tis  a  (hame, 

Cy •  Go  to,  go  to« 
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You  are  a  faucy  Boy 'tis  fo  indeed— 

This  trick  may  chance  to  fcathe  you ;  t  know  what. 

You  muft  contrary  me  ? marry  'tis  time. 

Well  faid,  my  Hearts,  you  are  a  Princox,  go. 

Be  quiet,  or  more  lights  for  fhame; 

I'll  make  you  quiet.     What,  cheerly*  my  Hearts. 

Tib.  Patience  perforce  with  wilful  Choler  meeting. 
Makes  my  Flefh  tremble  in  their  di£Perent  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw ;  but  this  Intrufion  (hall. 
Now  feeming  fweet>  convert  to  bitter  Gall. 

Rom.  If  I  prophane  with  my  unworthieft  Hand,  [To  Juliet. 
This  holy  Shrine,  the  gentle  Hn  is  this. 
My  Lips  two  bluihing  Pilgrims  ready  ftand. 
To  fmooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  Kifs. 

Jul.  Good  Pilgrim, 
You  do  wrong  your  Hand  too  much. 
Which  mannerly  Devotion  (hews  in  this> 

For  Saints  have  Hands theiPilgrim's  Hand  do  touch. 

And  Palm  to  Palm,  is  holy  Palmer's  Kifs. 

Rom.  Have  not  Saints  Lips,  and  holy  Palmers  too  i 

JhL  Ay,Pilgrim,  Lips  that  they  muft  ufe  in  Prayer. 

Rom.  O  then,dear  Saint,  let  Lips  do  what  Hands  do. 
They  pray  ('grant  thou)  left  Faith  turn  to  Defpair. 

JuL  Saints  do  not  move. 
Though  grant  for  Prayers  fake. 

Rom.  Then  move  not  while  my  Prayers  efEfeft  do  take  : 
T'hus  from  my  Lips,  by  thine  my  fin  is  purg'd.  [JG^Sag  her. 

JuL  Then  have  my  Lips  the  fin  that  they  have  took. 

Rom.  Sin  from  my  Lips !  O  trefpafs  fweetly  urg*d  : 
Give  me  my  fin  again. 

Jul.  You  kifs  by  th'  Book. 

Nur.  Madam,  your  Mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 

Rom.  What  is  her  Mother  ? 

Nur.  Marry,  Batchelor, 
Her  Mother  is  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe, 
And  a  good  Lady,  and  a  wife  and  virtuous, 
I  nurs*d  her  Daughter  that  you  talk  withal : 
I  cell  you,  be  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  the  Chinks. 

Rom.  Is  ihe  a  Capulet  ? 
O  dear  Account  1  My  Life  is  my  Foe's  debt. 
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Ben.  Away^  begone,  the  fport  is  at  thebeft. 

Sam.  Ay,  fo  I  fear,  the  more  is  fpy  unrcft. 

Cap*  Nay»  G^ncl^fpen*  prepare  not  to  be  gone, 
Wc  have  a  trifling  foplifh  Banquet  towards* 
Is  it  e'en  fo  ?  why  then,  I  thank  you  all. 
I  jthank  y qu,  hqneft  Gentlen^cn,  good  N ight : 

More  Torches  here-- come  on,  then  let's  to  Bed. 

Ah^  Sirnih*  by  wy  Fay  it  waxes  l^tc. 

ni  to  my  reft.  {Excuni. 

JuL  Come  hither,  Nurfe. 
What  is  ymd'  Gentleman  ? 

NuK  The  Son  and  Heir  of  old  Tjberio. 

JhL  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  Door  ? 

Nur.  Marry,  that  I  think  to  be  young  Petruchio. 

Jul.  What's  he  that  follows  here,  that  would  not  dance? 

Nur.  I  know  not. 

JhL  Go  ask  his  Name.   If  he  be  Married, 
My  Grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  Bed. 

Nur.  His  Nanoe  is  Romeoj  and  a  MoHntague^ 
The  only  Son  of  our  great  Enemy. 

J»L  My  only  Love  fprung  from  my  only  Hate  1 
Too  early  feen,  unknown,  and  known  too  late : 
Prodigious  birth  of  Love  it  is  to  me. 
That  I  muft  love^  loathed  Eneipy. 

Nur.  Whafj^^s  ?  i:.hat's  this  ? 

Jul.  A  Rhime  I  learflM  even  now 
Of  one  I  danc'd  withal. 

[One  calls  within^  Juliet. 
Nur,  Anon,  anon : 
Come,  let's  away,  the  Strangers  all  are  gone,  [Exeuntl 


ACT    II.     S  C  E  N  E   L 

Chorus. 

NO  W  old  Dcfire  doth  in  his  Death-bed  lye. 
And  young  Affeftion  gapes  to  be  his  Heir : 
That  fair,  for  which  Love  groan'd  fore>  and  would  di^ 
WTith  tender  JuUet  matched  i$  now  not  fair* 
Now  R9m€9  is  belov'd,  and  loves  again, 
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Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  Looks : 

But  to  his  Foe  fuppos'd  he  muft  complain,' 

And  (he  fteal  Love's  fweet  bait  from  tearful  Hooks. 

Being  held  a  Foe,  he  may  not  have  accefs 

To  breath  fuch  Vows  as  Lovers  ufe  to  fwear; 

And  (he  as  much  in  Love,  her  means  much  leis» 

To  meet  her  new  Beloved  any  where : 

But  Paffion  lends  themPower,  Time  Means  tomeet. 

Tempting  Extremities  with  extream  fweet. 

SCENE    IL     The  Street. 

Enter  Romeo  ahne. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward  when  my  Heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  Earth,  and  find  ray  Center  out«        [Exiu 

Enter  VitnvoXxo  with  Mercutio* 

Ben.  Romeo^  my  Coufin  Romeo,  Romeo^ 

Mer.  He  is  wife, 
And  on  my  Life  hath  ftoln  him  home  to  Bed* 

Ben,,  £j[e  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  Orchard  Wall* 
Call,  ^poA  Met^utio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. 
Romeo  Humours^  Madman,  PafSon,  Lover, 
Appear  thou  in  the  likenefs  of  a  figh. 
Speak  but  one  time>  and  I  am  fatisfied : 
Cry  me  but  Ay  me !  couple  but  Love  and  Day} 
5peak  to  my  Goffip  Venm  one  fair  Word, 
One  Nick-name  for  her  pur-blind  Son  and  her, 
young  Abraham  Cupids  he  th^t  fliot  fo  true,  ' 
When  King  Cofhetua  !ov'd  the  Beggar-maid. 
He  hearcth  nor,  he  ftirreth  not,  he  moveth  not. 
The  Ape  is  dead,  and  I  muft  conjure  him. 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rofaline's  bright  Eyesj 
By  her  high  Fore-head,  and  her  Scarlet  Lip, 
By  her  fine  Foot,  ftreight  Leg,  and  quivering  Thigh, 
And  theDefmeans  that  there  adjacent  lye. 
That  in  thy  likenefs  thoa  appear  to  us. 

B^en.  And  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him«i 

Tiier.  This  cannot  anger  him>  'twould  2)nger  hiof 
To  raife  aSpirit'in  his  A(|iftrefs*s  CJircIe^      = 
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of  fome  ftrange  Nature,  letting  it  there  ftand 

Till  (he  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down  ; 

That  were  fome  fpight. 

My  Invocation  is  fair  andhoneft,  andinhisMiftrefs'sNaoie^ 

I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  th^fe  Trees, 
To  be  conforted  with  the  humorous  Nigtit : 
Blind  is  his  Love,  and  beft  befits  the  dark, 

Mer.  If  jLove  be  blind.  Love  cannot  hit  the  Mark. 
Now  will  he  fit  under  a  Medlar-tree, 
And  wi(h  his  Miftrefs  were  that  kind  of  Fruit, 
Which  Maids  call  Medlars  when  they  laugh  alone  : 
O,  Ron$€o^  that  flie  were,  O  that  (he  were 
An  Open— *-or  thou  a  Poprin  Pear ; 
Romeo^  good  Night,  III  to  my  Truckle-bed, 
This  Fidd^bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  fleep : 
Come,  Ihall  we  go  ? 

Ben.  @othen,  for 'tis  in  vain  to  feek  him  here. 
That  means  not  to  be  found.  [jExtunt. 

SCENE  IIL     A  Garden. 

Ento'  Romeo. 

Rom.  He  jefts  at  Scars  that  never  felt  a  Wound-^r 
But  foft,  what  Light  thro*  yonder  Window  breaks? 
It  is  the  Eaft,  and  Juliet  is  the  Sun  : 

[Juliet  appears  ^bove  at  a  Window} 
Arife,  fair  Sun,  and  kill  the  envious  Moon, 
Who  is  already  fick  and  pale  with  Grief, 
That  thou*  her  Maid>  art  far  more  fair  than  (he* 
Be  not  her  Maid  fince  {he  is  envious. 
Her  veftal  Livery  is  but  fick  and  green. 
And  none  but  Fools  do  wear  it,  caft  it  off: 
It  is  my  Lady,  O  it  is  my  Love— O  that  (He  knew  flie  were/ 
She  fpeaks,  yet  flic  fays  nothing;  what  of  that? 
Her  Eye  difcourfes,  I  will  anfwer  it-— ^ 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  ftie  fpeaks : 
Two  of  the  faireft  Stars  of  all  the  Heaven, 
Having  fome  Bufinefs,  do  intreat  her  Eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  Spheres  •till  they  return. 
JVhat  if  her  Eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  Head, 
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The  brightne(so(  her  Cheek  would  (hame  thofe  Stars^ 
As  Day-light  doth  a  Lamp;  her  Eye  in  Heaven, 
\Vould  through  the  airy  Region  ftream  (o  bright. 
That  Birds  would  (ing,  and  think  it  were  not  Night ; 
See  how  (he  leans  her  Cheek  upon  her  Hand  / 

0  that  I  were  a  Glove  upon  that  Hand, 
T'hat  I  might  touch  that  Cheek* 

yt4.  Ah  me  I 

Rom.  Shefpeab. 
Oh  fpeak  again»  bright  Angel,  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  Night,  being  o*er  my  Head^ 
As  is  a  winged  MeiTenger  from  Heaven* 
Unto  the  white  upturned  wondring  Eyes, 
Of  Mortals,  that  fall  back  to  ga^e  on  hint), 
.When  he  beftrides  the  lazy  puffing  Clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  Bofom  of  the  Air. 

yuL  O  Romeoj Romeo  —wherefore  art  thou  Romeo\ 
Deny  thy  Father,  and  refufe  thy  Name : 
Or  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  fworn  my  Love, 
And  I'J]  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  [more,  or  ihall  I  fpeak  at  this  {    [jApd^^ 

Jul.  *Tis  but  thy  Name  that  is  my  Enemy  : 
Thou  art  thy  felf,  though  not  a  Mountague. 
What's  Mountague  f  it  is  not  Hand,  nor  Foot* 
Nor  Arm,  nor  Face-       t  O  be  fome  other  Name^ 
Belonging  to  a  Man. 

What's  in  a  Name  ?  that  which  We  call  a  Rofe, 
By  any  other  word  would  fmell  as  fweet. 
So  Romeo  would*  were  he  not  Romeo  caird. 
Retain  that  dear  perfeAion  which  he  owes, 
^Without  that  Title ;  Romeo^  doff  thy  Name, 
And  for  that  Name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
|Take  all  my  felf. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  Word: 
Call  me  but  Love,  and  Til  be  new  baptized, 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  Man  art.  thou,  that  thus  befcreen'd  in  Night, 
So  flumbleft  on  my  Counfel  ? 

Rom*  By  a  Name, 

1  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  t 

My  Name,  dear  Saint*  is  hateful  to  my  felf, 

Becaufc 
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Becaufe  it  is  an  Enemy  to  thee. 

Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  Word. 

Jul.  My  Ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  Words 
Of  thy  Tongue's  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  found. 
Art  thou  not  Romeo^  and  a  Mountdgue  ? 

Rom.  Neither,  /air  Maid,  if  eitner  thee  diflike* 

Jul.  How  cam'ft  thou  hither, 
Tell  me,  and  wherefore  ? 

The  Orchard  Walls  are  hish,  and  bard  to  climb^ 
And  the  place  Death,  conudering  who  thou  art. 
If  any  of  my  Kinfmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  Love's  light  Wings, 
Did  I  o'er-perch  thefe  Walls, 
For  ftony  Limits  cannot  hold  Love  out. 
And  what  Love  can  do,  that  dares  Love  attempt : 
Therefore  thy  Kinfmen  arc  no  ftop  to  me. 

JhI.  If  they  do  fee  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 

Rom.  Alack,  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  Eye, 
Than  twenty  of  their  Swords;  look  thou  but  fweer. 
And  I  am  proof  againft  their  Enmity. 

JhI.  I  would  not  for  the  World  they  faw  thee  here. 

Rom.  I  have  Night's  Cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  Eycsi 
And  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here ; 
My  Life  were  better  ended  by  their  Hate, 
Than  Death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  Love, 

Jul.  By  whofe  direftion  found'ft  thou  out  this  place  \ 

Rom.  By  Love,  that  firft  did  prompt  me  to  enquire, 
He  lent  me  Counfel,  and  I  lent  him  Eyes  : 
I  am  no  Pilot,  yet  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vaft  Shore,  waih'd  with  the  fartheft  Sea, 
I  ihould  adventure  for  fuch  Merchandife* 

Jul.  Thou  knoweft  the  mask  of  Night  is  on  my  Face,' 
£ire  would  a  Maiden  blufli  bepaint  my  Cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heard  me  fpeak  to  Nighty 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain,  deny 
What  I  have  fpoke*  but  farewel  Complements : 

Doft  thou  Love?  O,  I  know  thou  wilt  fay.  Ay, 

And  I  will  take  thy  Word yet  if  thou  fwear*ft# 

Thoumay'ft  prove  falfe;  at  Lovers  Perjuries  , 
They  fay  Jove  laughs ;  oh  gentle  Romeoj 
If  thou  doft  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully: 
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Or  if  thou  think'ft  I  am  too  quickly  won,1  ^^ 

I'll  frown  and  be  perverfe,  and  hy  thee  nay. 

So  thou  wilt  wooe :  But  elfe  not  for  the  World: 

In  truthi  fair  MoantdgHep    I  am  too  fond ; 

And  therefore  thoumay'ft  think  my  'Haviour  hght ; 

But  truft  me.  Gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true. 

Than  thofe  that  have  more  Coining  to  be  ftrange* 

I  (bould  have  been  more  ftrange,  I  muft  confefs. 

But  that  thou  over-heard'fl,]  e*«r  I  was  ware. 

My  true  Love's  Paffipn  j  therefore  pardon  me,  ^ 

And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  Love,  '^' 

Which  the  dark  Nignt  hath  fo  difcovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  Moon  I  vow. 
That  tips  with  Silver  all  thefe  Fruit-tree  tops         i- 

yuL  O  fwear  not  by  the  Moon,  th'  unconftant  Moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  Orb, 
Left  that  thy  Love  prove  likewife  variable* 
JRom.  What  (hall  I  fwear  by? 

Jul.  Do  not  fwear  at  all ; 
Or  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf^ 
Which  is  the  God  of  my  Idolatry, 
And  ru  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  Heart's  dear  love  ■    ■  ■ 

Jul.  Well,  do  not  fwear— although  I  joy  in  theej 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  Contrad  to  Night ; 
It  is  too  fafli>  too  unadvised,  too  fudden. 
Too  like  the  Lightning  which  doth  ceafe  to  be, 
E*er  one  can  fay,  it  lightens.    Sweet,  good  Night, 
This  bud  of  Love  by  Summers  ripening  breath. 
May  prove  a  beauteous  Flower  when  next  we  meet : 
Good  Night ;  good  Night  ■        as  fwect  Repofe and Reft|     '^ 
Come  to  thy  Heart,  as  that  wirhin  my  Breaft. 

Rom.  O  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied  ? 

Jul.  What  fatisfadion  canft  thou  have  to  Night? 

Rom.  Th*  exchange  of  thy  Love's  faithful  Vbw  of  minej 

JhI.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  requeft  it : 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again.  ' 

Rom.  Would'ft  thou  witharaw  it  ? 
Fjr  what  purpofe.  Love  ? 

JhL  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again i 
And  yet  I  wifh  but  for  the  thing  I  have  : 

My 
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My  Bounty  is  as  boundkfs  as  the  Sea, 
My  Love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee^ 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 
I  hear  fome  Noife  within ;  dear  Love  adieu. 

[Nurfc  calls  within^ 

Anon>  good  Nurfe—— -Sweet  Momtague  be  true : 

iStay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  L^<^^ 

Rom.  O  blefled,  blefled  Night,  I  am  afraid^ 
Being  in  Night,  all  this  is  but  a  Dream, 
Too  flattering  fweet  to  be  fubftantial. 

jR^^^^/rr  Juliet  abovcm 

JhL  Three  Words,  dear  Romeo^ 
And  good  Night  indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent  of  Love  be  Honourable^ 
Thy  purpofe  Marriage,  fend  me  word  to  Morrow^ 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  tp  come  to  thee,  • 

Where  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  Rite^' 
And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  Foot  Til  lay. 
And  follow  thee,  my  Lord,  throughout  the  World. 

\mthin:  Madam^ 

I  come,  anoni but  if  thou  meaneft  not  well, 

I  do  befeech  thee [Within :  Madam.' 

By  and  by,  I  come  i  ■ 

To  ceafe  thy  Strife,  and  leave  me  to  my  Grief. 
To  Morrow  wiil  I  fend. 
Rcm^  So  thrive  my  SouK 

JhL  a  thoufand  times  good  Night.  [Exit. 

Ro9ff.  A  thoufand  times  the  worfe  to  want  thy  light, 
Love  goes  toward  Love,  as  School-boys  from  their  Booksy 
But  Love  from  Love,  towards  School  with  heavy  Looks. 

Enter  Juliet  again. 
JhL  Hift  I  Romio,  hift !  O  for  a  Falkner's  Voice, 
To  lure  this  Taflel  gently  back  again—— 
Bondage  i;  hoarfe  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud, 
Elfe  would  I  tear  the  Cave  where  Eccho  lyes, 
And  make  her  airy  Tongue  more  hoarfe  Then  with 

The  repetition  of  my  Romeo 

Rom.  It  is  my  Soul  that  calls  upon  my  Name. 
How  filver-fweet  found  Lovers  Tongues  by  Night| 
Like  fofteft  Mufick  to  attending  £a/s.  ' 
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yul.  Romeo. 

Rom.  My  Sweet. 

JhL  What  a  Clock  to  Morrow 
Shall  I  fen4  to  thee  \ 

Rom.  By  the  hour  of  Nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail»  'tis  twenty  Years  'till  then, 
I  have  forgot  why  I  4id  call  thee  back* 

Rom.  Let  me  fland  here  *till  thou  remember  it. 

JhL  I  (hall  forget,  to  have  thee  ftill  ftand  there, 
Kemembring  how  I  love  thy  Company. 

Rom.  And  PU  rcill  ftay  to  have  thee  ftill  forget. 
Forgetting  any  other  Name  but  this. 

JhU  'Tis  almoft  Morning,  I  would  have  thee  gone# 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  Bird, 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  his  Hand, 
Like  a  poor  Prifoner  in  his  twifted  Gyves^ 
And  wjth  t  filken  thread  plucks  it  again. 
So  loving  jealous  of  his  Liberty. 

Rom.  I  would  I  were  thy  Bird. 

JhL  Sweet,  fo  would  I, 
Yet  I  (hould  kill  thee  with  much  cheriAiing: 
Good  Night,  good  Night. 

Rom.  Parting  is  fuch  fweet  Sorrow, 
That  I  (hall  fay  Good  Night  'till  it  be  Morrow. 

JhL  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  Eyes,  peace  in  thy  Breaft, 
Would  I  were  Sleep  and  Peace,  fo  fweet  to  Reft.        [Exit. 

Rom.  The  gray-ey'd  Morn  fmiles  on  the  frowning  Night, 
Checkering  the  Eaftern  Clouds  with  ftreaks  of  Light, 
And  Darknefs  fleckeU'd  like  a  Drunkard  reels. 
From  forth  Days  path-way,  made  by  Tttans  Wheels. 
Hence  will  I  to  my  Ghoftly  Friar's  dofe  Cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IV.     AMmafiery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence,  with  a  Baskjtti 

Fri.  Now  e*cr  the  Sun  advance  his  burning  Eye, 
The  Day  to  chcar,  and  Night's  dank  Dew  to  dry, 
I  muft  up-fiU  this  Oder  Cage  of  ours. 

With 
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With  baleful  Weeds*  and  precious  juiced  Flowers. 
The  Earth  that's  Nature's  Mother,  is  her  Tomb, 
What  is  her  burying  Grave,  that  is  her  Womb  i 
And  from  her  Womb  Children  of  divers  kind 
We  fucking  on  her  natural  Bofom  find  : 
Many  for  many  Virtues  Excellent, 
None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different. 
O  mickle  is  the  powerful  Grace,  that  lies 
In  Plants,  Herbs,  Stones*  and  their  true  Qualities : 
For  nought  (b  vile,  that  on  the  Earth  doth  live. 
But  to  the  Earth  fome  fpecial  good  doth  give. 
Nor  ought  fo  good,  but  ftrain'd  from  that  fair  ufe. 
Revolts  from  true  Birth,  ftumbling  on  abufe; 
Virtue  it  felf  turns  Vice,  being  mifapplied. 
And  Vice  fometime  by  A&ion  dignified. 

Enter  Romeo. 
Within  the  infant  Rind  of  this  weak  Flower, 
Poifon  htth  refidence,  and  Medicine  Power : 
For  this  being  fmelt,  with  that  part  cheats  each  part; 
Being  tafted,  flays  all  Senfes,  with  the  Heart. 
Two  fuch  oppofed  Kings  encamp  them  ftill. 
In  Man,  as  well  as  Herbs,  Grace  and  rude  Will: 
And  where  the  worfer  is  predominant. 
Full  foon  the  Canker  Death  eats  up  that  Plant. 

Rom.  Good  morrow.  Father. 

Fru  Benedicitc. 
What  early  Tongue  fo  fweet  falutes  mine  Ear  ? 
Young  Son,  it  argues  a  diftemper'd  Head, 
So  foon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  Bed  ; 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  Man's  Eye, 
And  where  Care  lodgeth,  Sleep  will  never  lye  ; 
But  where  unbruifed  Youth,  with  unftuft  Brain, 
Doth  couchhis  Limbs,  there  golden  Sleep  doth  raign; 
Therefore,  thy  earlinefs  doth  me  affure. 
Thou  art  up-rou2'd  with  fome  diftemperature ; 
Or  if  not  fo,  then  here  I  hit  it  right. 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  Bed  to  Night. 

Rom.  That  laft  is  true,  the  fweeter  Reft  was  mine. 

Fri.  God  pardon  Sin ;  waft  thou  with  RofaUne  f        f 

Rom.  With  RofaUne^  my  Ghoftly  Father  ?  No» 
I  have  Ibrgor  thu  Nsme,  and  that  Namt^sVfo^* 

J^  Tiut'swygooiSom  but  where  haftxYiauV^ttcv^^^'' 
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Rom.  ril  tell  thee  e*er  thou  ask  it  me  again; 
I  have  been  feafting  with  mine  £nemy> 
Where  on  a  fudden  one  hath  wounded  me» 
That's  by  me  wounded ;  both  our  Remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  Phyfick  lies ; 
I  bear  no  hatred,  BlefTed  Man,  for  lo 
My  interceflion  like  wife  fteads  my  Foe* 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  Son,  reft  homely  in  thy  drift, 
Ridling  confellion  finds  but  ridling  ihrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know  my  Heart's  dear  Love  is  fet 
On  the  fair  Daughter  of  rich  Capnlef ; 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  hers  is  fet  on  mine; 
And  all  combin*d,  fave  what  thou  muft  combine 
By  holy  Marriage ;  when,  and  where,  and  how. 
We  met,  we  woo'd,  and  made  exchange  of  Vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pafs,  but  this  I  pray. 
That  thou  confent  to  marry  us  to  Day. 

Fri.  Holy  Saint  Francis,  what  a  Change  is  here  ? 
Is  Rofaline^  that  thou  didft  love  fo  dear. 
So  foon  forfaken  ?  young  Mens  Love  then  lyes 
Not  truly  in  their  Hearts,  but  in  their  Eyes. 
Jefu  MariUj  what  a  deal  of  Brine 
Hath  wa(ht  thy  fallow  Cheeks  for  Rofaline  f 
How  much  fait  Water  thrown  away  in  wafte. 
To  feafon  Love,  that  of  it  doth  not  tafte  ? 
The  Sun  not  yet  thy  Sighs  from  Heaven  clears. 
Thy  old  Groans  yet  ring  in  my  ancient  Ears  j 
Lo  here  upon  thy  Cheek  the  Stain  doth  fit. 
Of  an  old  Tear  that  is  not  waftit  off  yet. 
If  e'er  thou  waft  thy  fclf,  and  thefc  Woes  thine,' 
Thou  and  thefe  Woes  were  all  for  Rofaliue. 
And  art  thou  chang*d  ?  Pronounce  this  Sentence  then^ 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  Strength  in  Men, 

Rom.  Thou  chidd'ft  me  oft  for  loving  Rofalinc. 

Fri.  For  doting,  not  for  loving.  Pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  Love. 

Fri.  Not  in  a  Grave, 
To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Rom.  I  pray  thee  chide  me  not,  her  I  love  now 
Doth  Grace  for  Grace,  and  Love  for  Love  allo^  i 

the 
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The  other  did  not  fo. 

Fri.  Oh  ihe  knew  welL 
Thy  Love  did  read  by  Rote,  that  could  not  fpell ; 
Bat  come  young  Waverer,  come  go  with  me^ 
In  one  refped  I'll  thy  Affiftant  be : 
For  this  Alliance  may  fo  happy  prove, 
To  turn  your  Houlhold-rancour  to  pure  Love. 

Rom.  O  let  us  hence,  I  ftand  on  fudden  hafte. 

Fru  Wifely  and  flow,  they  flumble  that  run  faft. 

\Exeuntl 

S  C  E  N  E     V.     The  Street. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Mercutio, 

Mer.  Where  the  Devil  Ihould  this  Romeo  be  ?  came  he 
not  home  to  Night  ! 

Ben.  Not  to  his  Father's,  I  fpoke  with  his  Man. 

Mer.   Why  that  fame  pale  hard-hearted  Wench,  that 
Rofaline,  torments  him  fo,  that  he  will  fure  run  mad. 

Ben.  Tjbaltj  the  Kinfman  to  old  Capulet^  hath  fent  a  Let- 
ter to  his  Father's  Houfe. 

Mer.  A  Challenge  on  my  Life; 

Ben.  Romeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  Man  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  Letter. 

Ben.  Nay  he  will  anfwer  the  Letter's  Mafter  how  he  dares, 
being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas  poor  Romeo^  he  is  already  dead,  ftabb'd  with 
a  white  Wench's  black  Eye,  run  through  the  Ear  with  a 
Love-fong,  the  very  Pin  of  his  Heart  cleft  with  the  blind 
Bow-boy's  but-(haft ;  and  .is  he  a  Man  to  Encounter  7jr- 
hdt} 

Ben.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  than  Prince  of  Cats.  Oh  he's  the  Couragi* 
ous  Captain  of  Compliments ;  he  fights  as  you  fing  prick- 
fongs,  keeps  time,  diftancej  and  proportion ;  he  refts  his 
minum*  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  Bofom ;  the  very 
Butcher  of  a  (ilk  Button,  a  Duellift»  a  Duellift ;  a  Gentle- 
man of  the  very  firfl  Houfe  of  the  firft  and  fecond  Caufe ; 
Ah  the  immortal  PafTado,  the  Punto  reverfo»  the  Hay»— — 

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  Pox  of  fuch  antique  lifping  affe6L\n^  YVaTiX^^\^- 
tbefe  new  tUixre/ic/Accent --*----  Jefu>  a  very  g(K>d\A^^t. 
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averytallMan—- a  very  good  Whore.  -— W'hy  is  not  this  a 
lamentable  thing,  Grandfire,  that  weifhouldbc  thus  afflifted 
with  thefe  ftrange  Flies,  thefe  Fafhion-mongers,  thefe  par->> 
don-me*s,  who  ftand  lb  much  on  the  new  Form,  that  they 
cannot  fit  at  eafe  on  the  old  Bench.  O  their  Bones,  their 
Bones. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo^  here  comes  Rome^. 

Mer.  Without  his  Roe,  like  a  dried  Herring.  O  Fleflii 
Flefh,  how  art  thou  fi(hified  ?  Now  is  he  for  the  Numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in :  Lanra  to  his  Lady  was  a  Kitchen* 
wench ;  marry  (he  had  a  better  love  to  berime  her :  Dido 
a  Dowdy,  Cttopatra  a  6ipfie,  Helen  and  Here  Hildings  and 
Harlots :  Thisby  a  gray  Eye  or  io,  but  not  to  the  purpofe. 
Signior  Romeo^  Bonjour^  there's  a  French  Salutation  to  your 
French  (lop ;  you  gave  us  the  Counterfeit  fairly  laft  Night* 

Rem.  Good  morrow  to  you  both,  what  Counterfeit  did 
I  give  you  ? 

Mer.  The  flip  Sir,  the  (lip :  can  you  not  conceive  ? 

Rem.  Pardon  Mercutio^  my  Bufinefs  was  great,  and  in 
fuch  a  Cafe  as  mine,  a  Man  may  ftrain  Curtfie. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  fuch  a  cafe  as  yours  con- 
{trains  a  Man  to  bow  in  the  Hams« 

Rom.  Meaning  to  Curtfie. 

Mer.  Thou  haft  moft  kindly  hit  it. 

Rom.  A  mofl  courteous  Expofition. 

Mer.  Nay>  I  am  the  very  Pink  of  Courtefie* 

Rom.  Pink  for  Flower. 

Mer.  Right. 

Rom.  Why  then  is  my  Pump  well  flower'd. 

Mer.  Sure  Wit follow  me  this  Jefl,  now,  till  thou 

haft  worn  out  thy  Pump,  that  when  the  fingle  fole  of  it  is 
worn,  the  Jeft  may  remain  after  the  wearing,  fole*fingu* 
lar. 

Rom.  O  fingle^ford  Jeft. 
Solely  fingular,  for  the  finglenefs. 

Mer.  Come  between  us  good  Benvolio^  my  Wit  faints* 

Rom.  Swits  and  Spurs,    . 
Swits  and  Spurs,  or  111  cry  a  Match. 

Mer.  Nay»  if  our  Wits  run  the  Wild-goofe  Chafe,  I  am 
done  :  For  thou  haft  more  of  the  Wild-goofe  in  one  of 

thy 
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thy  Wits,  than  I  am  fure  I  have  in  my  whole  five.    Was  I 
with  you  there  for  tl^  Goofe  ? 

JCtiw.  Thou  waft  never  with  me  for  any  thing*  when 
ihoa  waft  not  there  for  the  Goofe  ? 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  Ear  for  that  Jeft. 

R9m.  Nay»  good  Goofe  bite  not, 

Afer.  Thy  Wit  is  a  very  bitter  Sweeting, 
It  is  a  moft  fharp  Sawce. 

Rom.  And  is  it  not  well-ferv'd  in  to  a  fweet  Goofe  { 

Mer.  O  here's  a  Wit  of  Cheverel#  that  ftretches  from  an 
Inch  narrow,  to  an  £11  broad. 

R§m.  I  ftretch  it  out  for  that  word  broad,  which  added 
to  the  Goofe,  proves  thee  far  and  wide,  a  broad  Goofe. 

Mer.  Why  is  not  this  better  now,  than  groaning  for  Love  { 
Now  arc  thou  fociable ;  now  art  thou  Romeo  ;  now  arc 
thou  what  thou  art,  by  Art,  as  well  as  by  Nature  ;  for  this 
driveling  Love  is  lUce  a  great  Natural*  that  runs  lolling  up  and 
down  to  hide  his  Bauble  in  a  Hole. 

Bern.  Stop  there*  ftop  there. 

Mor.  Thou  deHreft  me  to  ftop  in  my  Tale  againfttheHair» 

Bin.  Thou  wouldft  elfc  have  made  thy  Tale  large. 

Mer.  O  thou  art  deceived,  I  would  have  nude  it  fhort^ 
for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  Tale,  and  meant 
indeed  to  occupy  the  Argument  no  longer. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  her  Mm.  ■, 

Rom.  Here's  goodly  gear  : 
Afayle*  afayfe. 

Mer.  Two*  two,  a  Shirt  and  a  Smock. 

Nkr.  Peter. 

Fot^  Anon. 

N$tr.  My  Fan,  Pe$er. 

Met.  Good  teter^  to  hide  her  Face ; 
jforhcr  Fan's  the  fairer  Face. 

Nwt.  God  ye  good  morrow,  Gentlemen.' 

Met.  God  ye  good-den  fair  Gentlewoman.' 

Mr.  If  is  good-den  2 

Mir.  *Tif  no  Icfs,  I  tell  you ;  for  the  bawdy  Hand  of  the. 
Dyal  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  Noon. 

Nm.  Out  upon  you ;  what  a  Man  are  you  ? 

Rmm.  One,  Gentlewoman,  ■/-     * 

SMt  God  hath  made,  himfelf  to  mar. 
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Nar.  By  my  t^oth  it  is  fad:  for  himfelf  to  mar,  quotha  ? 
Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where  I  may  find  the 
young  R$me9 1 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you:  But  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
when  you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  fought 
him :  I  am  the  youngeft  of  that  Name, for  fault  of  a  worfe. 

Nur.  You  fay  well. 

Men  Yea,  is  the  worft  well  ? 
Very  well  took,  I' faith,  wifely,  wifely. 

Nur.  li  you  be  he.  Sir, 
I  defire  fome  Confidence  with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  invite  him  to  fome  Supper. 

Aier.  A  Baud,  a  Ba\id>  a  Baud.     So  ho. 

Rom.  What  haft  thou  found  S 

Mcr.  No  Hare,  Sir,  unlefs  a  Hare  Sir,  in  a  Lenten  Pye;  that 
is  fomething  Stale  and  Hoar  e'er  it  be  fpent. 
An  old  Hare  hoar,  and  an  old  Hare  hoar,  is  very  good  Meat 

in  Lent. 
But  a  Hare  that  is  hoar,  is  too  much  for  a  Score,  when  it 

hoars  e*er  it  be  fpent. 
Romeo^  will  you  come  to  your   Father's  ?  We'll  to  Dinner 
thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.  Farewel,  ancient  Lady : 
Farewel  Lady,  Lady,  Lady.  \^Ex.  Mercutio,  Benvolio. 

Nur.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  what  faucy  Merchant  was  this  that 
was  fo  full  of  his  Roguery  ? 

Rom.  A  Gentleman,  Nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf 
talk,  and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  Minute,  than  he  will  ftand  to 
in  a  Month. 

Nur.  And  a  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me«  I'll  take  him  dowo, 
and  a  were  lufticr  than  he  is^  and  twenty  fuch  Jacks :  And 
if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  thofe  that  ihalL  Scurvy  Knave,  I  am 
none  of  his  Flirt-gils  ;  I  am  none  of  his  Skains*mates.  And 
thou  muft  ftand  by  too,  and  fufFer  every  Knave  to  ufe  me 
at  his  pleafure.  [To  her  Man. 

Peu  I  faw  no  Man  ufe  you  at  his  Pleafure :  If  I  hadj  my 
Weapon  ftiould  quickly  have  been  our,  I  warant  you.  I 
dare  draw  as  foon  as  another  Man>  if  I  fee  occafion  in  a  good 
Qiiarrel)  and  the  Law  on  my  fide^ 

Nnrl 
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Nfin  Now  afore  ,God,  I  am  fo  vext,  that  every  part  a- 
bout  me  quivers—Scurvy  Knave  I  Pray  you.  Sir,  a  Word  i 
And  as  I  told  you,  my  young  Lady  bid  me  enquire  you 
out  3  what  (he  bid  me  fay,  I  will  keep  to  my  felf :  But  nrft 
let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye  (hould  lead  her  in  a  Fool's  Paradife,  as 
they  fay,  it  were  a  very  grofs  kind  of  Behaviour,  as  they  fay< 
for  the  Gentlewoman  is  young;  and  therefore  if  you  fhould 
deal  double  with  her,  truly  it  were  an  ill  thing  tobeoifcrcd  to 
any  Gentlewoman,  and  very  weak  dealing. 
Horn.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady  and  Miftreft,  I  proteft 

unto  thee- — . 

JVar.  Good  Heart,  and  Tfaith  I  will  tell  her  as  much: 
Lord,  Lord,  (he  will  be  a  joyful  Woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  Nurfe  ?  Thou  doft  not 
mark  me  ? 

J^MK.  1  will  tell  her.  Sir*  that  you  do  proteft;  which,  as  I 
take  it,  is  a  Gentleman-like  oflFer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devife  fome  means  to  come  to  Shrift,  thisaf- 
And  there  fhe  ihall  at  Friar  Lawrences  Cell,  (ternooni 

Be  (hriv'd  and  married:  Here  is  for  thy  pains. 
Nar.  No,  truly  Sir,  not  a  Penny. 
Rom.  Go  to,  I  fay  you  fhall. 
N'ur.  This  Afternoon,  Sir  ?  Well,  (he  (hall  be  there. 
Rom.  And  ftay  thou,  good  Nurfe,  behind  the  Abby-walli  ' 
Within  this  Hour  my  Man  (hall  be  with  thee. 
And  bring  thc^  Cords  made  like  a  tackled  Stair, 
W'hich  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  Joy, 
Muft  be  my  Convoy  in  the  fecret  Night* 
Farewel,  be  trufty,  and  I'll  quite  thy  Pains : 
hrewelj  commend  me  to  thy  Miftrefs. 
Nfir.  Now  God  in  Heaven  blefs  thee :  Hark  you,  SirJ 
Rom.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  my  dear  Nurfe? 
I^ur.  Is  your  Man  fecret?  Did  you  ne'er  hear  fay. 
Two  may  keep  Counfel,  putting  one  away  ? 
Rom.  I  warrant  thee  my  Man's  as  true  as  St^cl. 
Nur.  Well,  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  is  the  fweeteft  Lady;  Lotd^ 

I'Ord,  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing O,  there  is  a  No- 

We  Man  in  Town,  one  PariSy  that  would  fain  lay  Knife  a[- 
•^rd;  but  (he^  good  Soul,  had  as  live  fee  a  Toad,  a  very 
Toad,  as  fee  him  :  I  anger  her  fometimes,  and  iA\  her  that 
t^ii  is  the  properer  Man;  but  Til  warrant  you,  when  I  fay 
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fof  (he  looks  as  pale  as  any  Clout  in  the  verfal  World^  DQth 
not  Rofemary  and  Rome§  begin  both  with  a  Letterf 

Rom.  Ay  Nurie^  what  of  that  /  Both  with  an  R. 

Nur.  Ah  mocker!  that's  the  Dog's  name.  R.  is  for  the  no, 
X  know  it  begins  with  no  other  Letter,  and  fbe  hath  the 
prettieft  fententious  of  it,  of  you  and  Rofemary,  that  it  would 
do  yoii  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady**-     ■  ,         [Exit  Romeo. 

Nur.  A  thoufand  times.    Pettr  f 

Fet.  Anon. 

Nttr.  Before,  and  apace.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Capulet^  Houfe. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  The  Clock  firoke  Nine,  when  I  did  lend  the  Nurfe : 
In  half  an  Hour  (he  promifed  to  return. 
Perchance  ihe.  cannot  meet  him  That"^  not  fo 

Oh  (he  is  Lame  1  Love's  Heralds  (hould  be  Thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  fader  glides  than  the  Sun-beams, 
Driving  back  Shadows  over  lowring  Hills. 
Therefoire  do  nimble  Pii>ion'd  Doves  draw  Love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  Wind-fwift  Cmpid  Wings« 
Now  is  the  Sun  upon  the  highmoft  Hill 
Of  this  day's  journey,  and  from  nine  *till  twelve—— 

Ay  three  long  Hours and  yet  ihe  is  not  come  % 

Had  file  AiFedions  and  warm  Youthful  Blood, 

She'd  be  as  fwift  in  motion  as  a  Ball, 

My  Words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fwect  Love, 

And  his  to  me ; 

But  old  Folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  Dead, 

Unwieldy,  flow,  heavy  and  pate  as  Lead. 

Enter  Nurfe. 
O  God,  ihe  cooies.    O  honey  Nurfe,  what  News  i 
Haft  thou  met  with  him{  Send  thy  Man  away» 

Nur.  Peter  J  ftay  at  the  ®ate. 

JhU  Now  good  fweet  Nurfe  ■■  , 

O  Lord,  why  Iook*ft  thou  fad  ? 
Tho*  News  be  fad,  yet  tell  them  merrily  ^ 
If  good,  thou  (ham'ft  the  Mufick  of  fweet  News*. 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  fo  fower  a  Face^ 
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Nmr.  I  am  a  weary,  give  me  leave  a  while; 
Fy,  how  my  Bones  ake,  what  a  Jaunt  have  1  had? 

JmL  I  would  thouhadft  my  Bones^  and  I  thy  News: 
Nay  come,  I  pray  thee  fpcak— — Good  Nurfe  fpeak. 

Nmt.  Jefui  what  hafte  ?  can  you  not  (lay  t  while? 
Do  you  not  fee  how  I  am  out  of  Breath! 

jmL  How  art  thou  out  of  Breath,  when  thou  haft  Breath 
To  fay  to  me,  that  thou  art  out  of  Breath  { 
The  Excufe  that  thou  doft  make  in  this  delay. 
Is  longer  than  the  Tale  thou  doft  excufe. 
Is  thy  News  good  or  bad  ?  Anfwer  to  that, 
Say  either,  and  1*11  ftay  the  Circumftance  : 
Let  me  be  iatisfied,  is*t  good  or  bad  ? 

Nmr.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  Choice;  you  know 
not  how  to  chufe  a  Man :  Romto  ?  no  not  he^  though  his  Face 
be  better  than  any  Man's,  yet  his  Legs  ezcell  all  Mens,  and 
for  a  Hand  and  a  Foot,  and  a  Baw-dy,  tho'  they  be  not  to 
be  talk'd  on,  yet  they  are  paft  compare.  He  is  not  the  Flow* 
cr  of  Courteue,  but  I  warrant  bim^as  gentle  aLamb— *Go 
thy  ways  Wench,  lerve  God  :  What,  have  you  dined  at 
h»me? 

Jul.  No^  no— ~* But  all  this  did  I  know  before: 
What  fays  he  of  our  Marriage?  What  of  that? 

Nkr.  Lord  how  my  I^ead  akes  /  what  a  Head  have  I  ? 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 

My  Back  a  t'other  fiide O  my  Back,  my  Back: 

Beflirew  your  Heart,  for  fending  me  about. 

To  catch  my  Death  with  jaunting  up  and  down. 

JmL  I'faith  I  am  forry  that  thou  ait  fo  ill, 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  Nurfe,  tell  me  what  fays  my  Love  ? 

Niir.  Tottr  Love  (ays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfom. 
And  I  warrant  a  virtuous— -where  is  vour  Mother? 

JhL  Wheit  is  my  Mother?  Why  me  is  within. 
Here  (hould  ftie  be  ?  ^How  odly  thou  reply*ft  I 
Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentlenun : 
Vhere  is  my  Mother  ?  ■      ■ 

N$tr.  O  God's  Lady  dear. 
Are  you  fo  hot  ?  marry  come  up  I  trow* 
Is  tlus  the Poultis  for  my  ajcing  Bones? 
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Hence-forward,  do  your  Meflages  your  felf. 

yul.  Here's  fuch  a  coil;  come,  what  fays  ^i?wf©? 

Nur^  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  fhrift  to  Day  ? 

JuL  I  have. 

Nnr.  Then  hie  you  heoce  to  Friar  Lawrence\  Cell, 
There  ftays  a  Husband  to  make  you  a  Wife. 
Now  comes  the  wanton  Blood  up  in  your  Cheeks, 
They'll  be  in  Scarlet  ftraight  at  any  News : 
Hie  you  to  Church,  I  muft  another  way. 
To  fetch  a  Ladder,  by  the  which  your  Love 
Mud  climb  a  Bird's  Neft  foon»  when  it  is  darfc. 
I  am  the  drudge  and  toil  in  your  Delight, 
But  you  (hall  bear  the  Burthen  foon  at  Night. 
Qo^  FlI  to  Dinner,  hie  you  to  the  Ceil. 

JhI.  Hie  to  high  Fortune;  honeft  Nurfe  farewel.  [^Arr^»f  j 

SCENE   VII.     7he  Monajlery. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Romeo. 

Frl.  So  fmile  the  Heavens  upon  this  holy  Aft, 
That  after  Hours  with  Sorrow  chide  us  nor. 

Rom.  Amen,  Amen;  but  come  what  Sorow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  Joy, 
That  one  ihort  Minute  gives  me  in  her  fight : 
Do  thou  but  clofe  our  Hands  with  holy  Word?, 
Then  Love-devouring  Death  do  what  he  dare. 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  Thefe  violent  Delights  have  violent  Ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die  like  Fire  and  Powder, 
Which  as  they  kifs  confume.     The  fweeteft  Honey 
Is  loathfome  in  his  own  delicioufnefs, 
And  in  the  tgfte  confounds  the  Appetite : 
Therefore  love  moderately,  long  Love  doth  fc. 
Too  fwift  arrives,  as  tardy  as  too  flow. 

£«/tfr  Juliet. 
Here  comes  the  Lady.     Oh  fo  ligjht  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlafting  Flint ; 
A  Lover  may  beftride  the  Goffamour, 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  Summer  Air, 
And  yet  not  fall,  fo  light  is  Vanity. 
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Jul.  Good-even  to  my  ghoftly,  ConfeiTor, 

Fri.  Rome$  (hall  thank  thee  Daughter  for  us  both; 

JhL  As  much  to  him,  elfe  are  his  Thanks  too  much. 

Rom.  Ah  Juliet^  if  the  meafure  of  thy  Joy 
Be  heapt  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blafon  ix^  then  fweeten  with  thy  Breath 
This  neighbour  Air,  and  let  rich  Mufick's  Tongue 
Unfold  the  imagined  happinefs,  that  both 
Receive  in  either,  by  this  dear  Encounter* 

JhL  Conceit  more  rich  in  Matter  than  in  Words, 
Brags  of  his  Subftance,  not  of  Ornament : 
They  are  but  Beggars  that  can  count  their  Worth, 
But  my  true  Love  is  grown  to  fuch  excefs^ 
I  cannot  fum  up  fome  half  of  my  Wealth. 

Fri.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  (hortWork, 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  (hall  not  ft  ay  alone, 
'Till  holy  Church  incorporate  two  in  one.  [^ExcHnt. 


ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  The  Street. 

Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  and  Servdms. 

hn.  T  Pray  thee,  good  Mercnuo^  let's  retire, 
X  The  Day  is  hot,  the  CapaUts  abroad. 
And  if  we  meet,  we  (hall  not  fcape  a  Brawl; 
For  now  thefe  hot  Days  is  the  mad  Blood  ftirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  thofe  Fellows,  that  when  he 
enters  the  confines  of  a  Tavern,  claps  me  his  Sword  upon 
the  Table,  and  fays,  God  fend  me  no  need  of  thee:  And  by 
the  Operation  of  a  fecond  Cup,  draws  him  on  the  Drawer, 
when  indeed  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  fuch  a  Fellow? 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack^  in  thy  mood 
as  any  in  Italy ;  and  as  foon  moved  to  be  moody,  and  ^s  fooq 
moody  to  be  mov'd. 

Ben.  And  what  too  ? 

Mer.  Nay^  and  there  were  two  fuch,  we  fliould  have 
none  (hortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.   Thou !  why  thou 
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wile  quarrel  with  z  Man  that  hath  a  Hair  niorcj  or  a  Hair 
lefs  in  his  Beard  than  thou  haft :  Thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a 
Man  for  cracking  Nuts,  having  no  other  rea(bn,  but  be- 
caufe  thou  haft  hafel  Eyes ;  what  Eycj  but  fuch  an  Eye, 
would  (py  out  fuch  a  quarrel?  Thy  Head  is  as  full  of  quar- 
rels, as  an  Egg  is  full  of  Meat»  and  yet  thy  Head  hath  been 
beaten  as  addle  as  ato  Egg  for  quarrelling :  Thou  taft  quar* 
reird  with  a  Man  for  Coughing  in  the  Street^  becaufe  he  hath 
wakened  thy  Dc^  that  hath  lain  afleep  in  the  Sun.  Didft 
thou  not  fall  out  with  a  Tailor  for  wearing  his  new  Poub* 
let  before  Eafierl  with  another,  for  tying  his  new*  Shooes 
with  old  Ribband  2  And  yet  thou  wilt  Tutor  me  from 
quarrelling  I 

Ben.  And  I  were  Co  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  Man 
ihould  buy  the  Fee»fimple  of  my  Life  for  an  hour  and  a 
quarter. 

Mer.  The  Fee-fimple  \  O  (imple ! 

£«/#r  Tybalt,  Petruchio,  and  0thers. 

Ben.  By  my  Head  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mtr.  By  my  Heel  I  care  not. 

Tjb.  PoUow  me  clofe*  for  I  will  fpeak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  (Sood-den,  a  Word  with  one  of  you. 

Mir.  And  but  one  Word  with  one  of  us?  couple  it  with 
fomething»  make  it  a  Word  and  a  Blow. 

T]b.  You  ihall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  Sir*  and  you 
Vrill  give  me  occafion. 

Mir.  Could  you  not  take  fome  Occafion  without  gi- 
ving? 

Tjb.  MircHt%9y  thou  confort'ft  with  Romeo . 

Mir.  ConfortI  What,  doft  thou  make  us  Minftrels  ?  And 
thou  make  Minftrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  Dif- 
cords:  Here's  my  Fiddleftick;  here's  thar  (hall  make  you 
dance.    Come,  Confort.       {Laying  his  Hind  on  his  Svford. 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  pubuck  Haunt  of  Men : 
Either  withdraw  unto  fome  private  place. 
Of  reafori  coldly  of  your  Grievances, 
Or  elfc  depart;  here  all  Eyes  gaxe  on  u?. 

Mer.  Mens  Eyes  were  made  to  lool^  and  let  them  gaze* 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  Man's  pleafure  I.        .  , 
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Enter  Romeo. 
Tjt.  Weill  peace  be  with  you.  Sir,  here  comes  my  Man. 
Mir*  But  I'll  be  hang*d.  Sir,  \i  he  wear  your  Livery: 
Marry  go  before  to  Field>  he'll  be  your  Follower, 
YourVlu)rihip  in  that  ftnfe  may  call  him  Man* 
Tji.  RMuOf  the  love  I  bear  thee  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this;  Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Rumm  Tjkalt^  the  reafon  that  I  have  to  love  thee» 
Doth  much  excufe  the  appertaining  rage 
To  fuch  a  greeting  «• 

Therefore  farewel,  I  fee  thou  know.' ft  me  not. 
Tjb.  Boy,  this  (hall  not  excufe  the  Injuries* 
That  thou  haft  done  me,  therefore  turn  and  draw. 

R$m.  I  do  proteft  I  never  injur 'd  thee. 
But  lov'd  thee  better  than  thou  ranft  dcvife; 
'Till  thou  ftialt  know  the  reafon  of  my  Love. 
And  (b  good  Oiffdet^  which  Name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  owoj  be  fatisficd. 

Mir.  O  calm,  diQionourablef  vile  Submiflion ! 
AUdfiitcatho  carries  it  away. 
Tjhuk^  You,  ^at«catcher»  will  you  walk? 
Tjb.  What  wouldft  thou  have  with  me  ? 
Mer.  Good  King  of  Cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
Lives,  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal ;  and  as  you  fliall  ufe 
mu  hereafter  dry  beat  the  reft  of  the  eight.     Will  you  pluck 
our  Sword  out  of  his  Pilcher  by  the  Ears  \  Make  hafte, 
eft  mine  be  about  your  Ears  e'er  it  be  out. 
Tjb.  I  am  for  you.  [Drawifig. 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercmio^  put  thy  Rapier  up. 
Mir.  Come,  Sir,  your  PalTado.         [Mer.  andTyh.fighu 

Rom.  Draw*  fent/tf/f^—— beat  down  their  Weapooi 

Gentlemen for  Ihame  forbear  this  Ovitrage 

Tjb^  MercHtio  the  Prince  exprefly  hath 

forbidden  bandying  in.^^^M  Streets. 

Hold  TjhaU good  Mircmio.  \txit  Tybalt. 

Mir.  I  am  hurt-  ■    ■  ■ 
A  Plague  of  both  the  Houfes,  I  am  fped  x 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  r*othing  \ 
'Bin.  What,  art  thou  hurt  \ 

Mir.  Ay^  ay,  a  Scratch,  a  Scratch ;  marry 'tis  ex\o>3L^. 
Vbcrc  hmy  Pigef  Qo^  Vilhio,  fetch  a  Surgeon* 

How* 
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Rom.  Courage,  Man^  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  fo  defep  as  a  Well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a 
Church-door,  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  ferve  :  Ask  for  me  to 
Morrow,  and  you^fhall  find  me  a  Grave-Man.  I  am  peppered, 
I  warrant,  for  this  World  :  A  Plague  of  both  your  Houfes. 
What  ?  a  Dog,  a  Rat,  a  Moufe,  a  Cat  to  fcratch  a  Man  to 
Death;  a  Braggart,  a  Rogue,  a  Villain,  that  fights  by  the 
Book  of  Arithmetick  ?  Why  the  Devil  came  you  between 
us  ?  I  was  hurt  under  your  Arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  beft. 

Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  Houfe,  BenvoliOy 
Or  I  fhall  faint ;  a  Plague  o'  both  your  Houfes, 
They  have  made  Worms-meat  of  me, 
I  have  it,  and  foundly  too      ■■  .your  Houfes.  [£;(^.Mer.Ben, 

Rom.  This  Gentleman,  the  Prince's  near  Allie, 
My  very  Friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  Hurt 
In  my  behalfj  my  Reputation  ftain'd 
With  Tjbalfs  Slander;  Tjbalt^x\iit  an  Hour 
Hath  been  my  Coufin  t  O  fweet  Julitty 
Thy  Beauty  hath  made  me  Effeminate, 
And  in  my  Temper  foftned  Valour's  Steel. 

Enter  Benvolio, 

Ben.  O  Romeo y  Romeo y  brave  Mercutio*s  dead. 
That  gallant  Spirit  hath  afpir*d  the  Clouds, 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  fcorn  the  Earth. 

Rom.  This  Day^s  black  Fate,  on  more  Days  does  depend, 
This  but  begins  the  Woe,  others  muft  end. 

Enter  Tybalr. 

Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tjbalt  back  again. 

Rom.  He  gone  in  Triumph,  and  Mercutio  flain  i 
Away  to  Heaven  refpeftive  JLenity, 
And  Fire  and  Fury  be  my  Condud  now: 
Now,  Tybalt^  take  the  Villain  back  again, 
That  late  thou  gav'ftme ;  for  Afercutio\  Soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  Heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  Company : 
Either  thou  or  I,  or  both  muft  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou  wretched  Boy,  that  didft  confort  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  (hall  determine  that,    \Thejfighty  Tybalt/i///. 
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Ben.  Rofneoy  away,  be  gone  : 
The  Citizens  are  up,  and  Tylfah  flain 
Stand  not  amaz'd,  the  Prince  will  doom  t^eeDeatby 
If  thou  art  taken :  Hence,  be  gone,  away. 

£om.  O !  1  am  Fortune's  Fool. 

Bc».  Why  doft  thou  ftay  ?  [£a:i>  Romeo« 

Enter  Citizens, 

Cu  Which  way  ran  he  that  kilM  Mercutip  ? 
Tjbah  that  Murtherer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Ben.  There  lyes  that  Tybalt* 

fjit.  Up  Sir,  go  with  me  : 
I  charge  thee  in  the  Prince's  Name  obey. 

Enter  Prince^  Mountague,  Capulet,  their  JVivis,  &c, 

Prin,  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  Fray? 

Ben.  O  Noble  Prince  I  can  difcover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  Braul : 
There  lies  the  Man  (lain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  flew  thy  Kinfraan  brave  Mercutio. 

La.  Cap.  Tybalt  my  Coufin !  O  my  Brother's  Child, 
0  Prince,  O  Coufin,  Husband,  O  the  Blood  is  fpill'd. 

Of  my  dear  Kinfman Prince,  as  thou  art  true. 

For  Blood  of  ours,  flied  Blood  of  Mountague. 
0  Coufin,  Coufin. 

Prin.  Benvolioy  whD  began  this  Fray  ? 

Ben.  Tybalt  here  Slain,  whom  Romeo\  hand  did  Slay ! 
hmeo  that  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  Quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  high  Difplcafure  :  All  this  uttered, 
With  gentle  Breath,  calm  Look,  Knees  humbly  bow'dj 
Could  not  take  Truce  with  the  unruly  Spleen 
Of  Tybalt,  deaf  to  Peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  Steel  at  bold  Mercutio's  BreaP., 
Who  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  Point  to  Point, 
And  with  a  martial  Scorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  Death  afide,  and  with  the  other  fends 
It  back  to  Tybalt^  whofe  Dexterity 
Retorts  it ;  Romeo  he  cries  aloud. 
Hold  Friends,  Friends  part,  and  fwifter  than  his  Tongue, 
His  able  Arm  beats  down  their  fatal  Points, 

And  twixt  them  ru{hes»  underneath  whofe  Attn, 

Aq  envious  thruft  from  Tybalt^  hit  the  Life 
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of  fiout  Mercntio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled. 
But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo^ 
who  had  but  newly  entertained  Revenge, 
Ami  to't  they  go  like  Lightning,  for  e'er  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  itout  Tybalt  flatn  i 
And  as  he  fell,  did  Romc$  turn  to  Fly : 
This  is  the  Truth,  or  let  BcuvoUo  die. 

La.  Cap.  He  is  a  Kinfman  to  the  Monntagn$s 
AffeAion  makes  him  falfe,  he  /peaks  not  true. 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  ftrife. 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  kill  one  Life. 
I  beg  for  Juftice,  which  thou  Prince  muft  gire: 
jRfimjia  flew  Tybalt^  Ro$9$€0  muft  not  Live. 

Trim.  R^meo  flew  him,  he  flew  Mercmh, 
yfho  DOW  the  Price  of  his  dear  Blood  cloth  owe; 

La.  Cap.  Not  Romeoy  Prince,  he  was  MercHtio*s  Frier 
His  Fault  concludes  but  what  the  Law  (hould  end, 
Jhe  Life  of  Tjbah. 

Prim.  And  for  that  Offence, 
Immeditfely  we  do  Exile  him  hence  : 
I  have  an  Intereft  in  ybur  Hearts  Proceeding, 
My  Blood  for  your  rude  Brawls  doth  lye  a  Bleeding. 
But  ril  amerce  you  with  fo  ftrong  a  Fine, 
That  you  (hall  ail  Repent  the  lofs  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  Pleading  and  Excufes, 
Kor  Tears,  nor  Prayers  (hall  purchafe  our  abufts. 
Therefore  ufe  none  ;  let  Romeo  hence  in  haile, 
Elfe  when  he  is  found,  that  Hour  is  his  laft. 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  •  and  attend  our  Will : 
Mercy  but  Murthers,  pardoning  chofe  that  Kill.     [£;rn 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

An  Afartment  in  CapuletV  Houfe. 

Enter  Juliet  alono. 

JhL  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  Steeds, 
Toward  Phctbm  lodging,  fuch  a  Waggoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  Weft, 
And  bring  in  cloudy  Night  immediately. 

Sp 
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Spred  thy  clofe  Curtaio,  Love-performing  nighf. 

That  run-aways  Eyes  may  wink,  and  Rotmo 

Leap  to  thefe  Arms>  untalkt  of  and  unieeo. 

Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  Amorous  Rites, 

By  their  own  Beauties :  Or  if  Love  be  blind, 

Ic  befl  agrees  with  Night ;  Come  civil  Njghr, 

Thou  fober-futed  Matron,  all  in  black. 

And  learn  me  how  to  lofe  a  winning  Match, 

Plaid  for  a  pair  of  fiainlefs  Maidenheads, 

Hood  my  unmanned  Blood  baiting  in  my  Cheeks, 

With  thy  black  Mantlcj  'till  ftrange  Love  grown  bold. 

Thinks  true  Love  atfted  iimple  Modefty : 

Come  Night,  come  Rpmeo^  come  thou  Day  in  Night, 

For  thou  wilt  lye  upon  the  Wings  of  Night, 

Whiter  than  new  Snow  on  a  Raven's  back: 

Come  gentle  Nighty  come  loving  b]ack-brow*d  Night, 

Give  me  my  R9me$^  and  when  I  (hall  die. 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  Stars, 

And  he  will  make  the  Face  of  Heaven  fo  fine. 

That  all  the  World  will  be  in  love  with  Night, 

And  piy  no  WorHiip  to  the  Gariih  Sun. 

0  I  have  bought  the  Manfion  of  a  Love, 

But  not  pofTers'd  it,  and  though  I  am  fold. 

Not  yet  enjoyed  {  fo  tedious  is  this  Day, 

As  is  the  Night  before  fomc  Feftival, 

To  an  impatient  Child  that  hath  new  Robes* 

And  may  not  wear  them.  O  here  comes  my  Nurfe  f 

Enter  Nurfe  with  C$rds* 
And  (he  brings  News,  and  every  Tongue  thatfpeaks 
But  Rome0*s  Name,  fpeaks  Heavenly  Eloquence ; 
Now  Nurfe,  what  News  ?  What  haft  thou  there  I 
The  Cords  that  Remee  bid  thee  fetch  i 
Nttr.  Ay,  ay,  the  Cords. 
JmI.  Ay  me,  what  News  f 
Why  doft  thou  wring  thy  Hands  ? 

Nter.  A  weladay  he's  dead>  he's  dead, 
We  are  undone.  Lady,  we  are  undone— 
Alack  the  Day  he*s  gone,  he^s  kill'd,  he's  dead« 
Jt$L  Can  Heav'n  be  fo  envious  } 
Nnr*  Remeo  can. 
Though  Heaven  cannpt.  O  RemiQ  \  R$m§9  \ 
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Who  ever  would  have  thought  ir^  Romeo  ? 

JhL  What  Devil  art  thou,  that  doll  torment  me  thii 
This  Torture  ihould  be  roar'd  in  difmal  Hell. 
Hath  Romeo  (lain  himfelf  ?    Say  thou  but  Ay; 
And  that  bare  Vowel  Ay,  fhal!  poifon  more 
Than  the  Death-darting  Eye  of  Cockatrice : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  fuch  an  Ay, 
Or  thofe  Eyes  (hot  that  makes  the  anfwer  Ayt 
If  he  be  flain  fay  Ay,  or  if  not.  No. 
Brief  Sounds  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 

Nur.  I  faw  the  Wound,  I  fawit  with^mine  Eye.v 
God  fave  the  Mark,  here  on  his  rrnanly  Breaft. 
A  piteous  Coarfe,  a  blody  piteous  Coarfe; 
Pale,  paleas  Afhes,  all  bcdawb'd  ifi  felood^ 
All  in  gore  Blood,  I  fwooned  at  the  light. 

Jul.  O  break  rny  Heart 

Poor  Bankrupt  break  at  once; 
To  prifon  Eyes,  ne'er  look  on  Liberty, 
Vile  Earth  to  Earth  refign,  end  motion  here. 
And  thou  and  R9meo  prefs  one  heavy  Bier. 

Nur.  O  Tybalty  Tjbalh  the  bed  Friend  I  had  : 
O  courteous  Tybalt,  honed  Gentleman^ 
That  ever  I  fhould  live  to  fee  thee  Dead. 

JhL  What  Storm  is  this  that  blows  fo  contrary  ? 
ts  Romeo  (laughter'd  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead  I 
My  deareft  Coufin,  and  my  dearer  Lord? 
The  dreadful  Trumpet  found  the  general  Doom^ 
For  who  is  livings  if  thofe  two  are  gone  ? 

Nur.  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  bani(hed| 
Romeo  that  kill'd  hira»  he  is  Banifhed. 

Jul.  O  God  ! 
Did  Romeo's  Hand  flicd  Tybalt^  Blood  ? 

Nhu  It  did,  it  did,  alas  the  day!  it  did^ 

JhL  O  Serpent  Heart,  hid  with  a  flowring  Facey 
Did  ever  Dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  Cave  i 
Beautiful  Tyrants  Fiend  Angelical, 
Kivenous  Dove,  feather'd  Raven^ 
Wolvifli-nvening  Lamb, 
Defpifed  Subflance  of  Divinefl  Show  : 
Juft  oppofite  to  what  thou  juftly  feem'fty 
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A  damned  Saint,  an  honourable  Villain : 
O  Nature  f  what  hadft  thou  to  do  in  Hell, 
When  thou  didft  bower  the  Spirit  of  a  Fiend 
In  mortal  Paradife  of  fuch  fweet  iFlefli  ? 
Was  ever  Book  containing  fuch  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound?  O  that  deceit  (hould  dwell 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  Palace. 

Nur.  There's  no  Truft,  no  Faith,  no  honefty  in  Men, 
All  Perjur'd;  all  Forfworn;  all  Naught;  all  Diffemblers^ 

Ah,  where*s  my  Man  ?  Give  me  fome  yJqua^v$t€ 

Thefe  Griefs,  thefe  Woes,  thefe  Sorrows  make  me  old ! 
Shame  come  to  Romto. 

JhL  Blifter'd  be  thy  Tongue 
For  fuch  a  Wilh,  he  was  not  bom  to  fliame. 
Upon  his  Brow   Shame  is  afliam'd  to  fit : 
For  *tis  a  Throne  where  Honour  may  be  Crown'd, 
Sole  Monarch  of  the  univerAl  Earth. 
0  what  a  Beaft  was  I  to  chide  him  fo  ? 

Nur.  Will  you  fpeak  well  of  him 
That  kiird  your  Coufin  ? 

JhU  Shall  I  fpeak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  Husband? 
Ah  poor  my  Lord,  what  Tongue  ftiall  fmooth  thy  Name# 
When  I  thy  three  Hours  Wife  have  mangled  it  1 
But  wherefore  Villain  did'ft  thou  kill  my  Coufin  ? 
That  Villain  Coufin  would  have  kill'd  my  Husband: 
Back  foolifti  Tears,  back  to  your  native  Spring, 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  Woe, 
Which  you  miftaking  offer  up  to  Joy  : 
My  Husband  lives  that  Tjbiilt  would  haveflain. 
And  Tjbalt  dead  thit  would  have  kill'd  my  Husband; 
All  this  is  Comfort;  wherefore  weep  I  then? 
Some  word  there  was  worfer  than  Tybalt*s  Death 
That  murdered  me;  I  would  forget  it  fain. 
But  oh  it  prcffes  to  my  Memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  Sinners  minds; 
Tjbab  is  dead,  and  Romeo  Baniihed : 
That  Baniihed,  that  one  word  Baniihed, 
Hath  flain  ten  thoufand  Tybalts:   Tybalt's  death 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there : 
Or  if  fower  woe  delights  in  Fellowfliip, 
Aod  needly  will  be  ran]k*d  with  other  Grief $, 
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Why  followed  nor,  when  (he  faid  TybAlt\  dead« 
Thy  Father  or  thy  Mother,  nay,  or  both. 
Which  modern  Lamentation  might  have  mov*d. 
But  with  a  Rear-ward  following  Tjbah's  death, 

Romeo  is  bani(hed to  fpeak  that  word, . 

Is  Father,  Mother,  Tjbaltj  Remeoj  Jntiet^ 

All  (lain,  all  dead:  Romeo  is  banifhed: 

There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  meafure,  bound. 

In  that  word's  death,  no  words  can  that  woe  found. 

Where  is  my  Father,  and  my  Mother,  Nurfe? 

Nur.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tjbalt\  Coarfe. 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

JuL  Wafhthey  his  wounds  with  Tears;  mine  (hall be  fpeftt 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo  %  BaniHiment.  ^ 

Take  up  tbofe  Coras,  poor  Ropes  you  arc  beguil'd, 
Both  you  and  I,  for  Romeo  is  Exil'd : 
He  made  you  for  an  Highway  to  my  Bed, 
But  I  a  Maid,  die  Maiden»widowed. 
Come  Cord,  come  Nurfe,  111  to  my  Wedding-bed, 
And  Death,  not  Romeot  take  my  Maiden-head. 

Nur.  Hie  to  your  Chamber,  V\\  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you,  I  wot  well  where  he  is : 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  Night ; 
I'll  to  him,  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence  Cell. 

Jul.  O  find  him,  give  this  Ring  to  my  true  Knights 
Afid  bid  him  come,  to  take  his  laft  Farewel,   «        \Exoeim. 

SCENE    III.    Ihe  Monkery. 

Enter  Frier  Lawrence  and  Romeo. 

Frh  Romeoj  come  forth,  come  forth,  thou  fearful  Man^ 
AffliAioD  is  enamour'd  of  thy  Parts  $ 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  Calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what  News  ? 
What  is  the  Prince's  Doom  ? 
What  Sorrow  craves  admittance  at  my  Hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 
Is  my  dear  Son  in  fuch  (bwer  Company  : 
I  bring  thee  Tydin^  of  the  Prince's  Doom« 
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Rem.  What,  lefs  than  Dooms-day,  is  the  Prince's  Doom  ^ 

Fri.  A  gentle  Judgment  vanifh'd  from  his  Lips, 
Not  Body's  Death,  but  Bedy's  Bani(hmenr. 

Rom.  Ha,  Banifhrnent  1  Be  merciful,  fay  Death ; 
For  Exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look. 
Much  more  than  Death :  Do  not  fay  Banifliment. 

Fri.  Here  from  Pirond  art  thou  baniihed: 
Be  patient,  for  the  World  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  World  without  Verona  Walls, 
But  Purgatory,  Torture,  Hell  it  fclf : 
Hence  b^nifli'd,  is  baniihed  from  the  World, 
And  World's  Exile  is  Death.     Then  banifhed 
Is  Death  mifs-term'd,  calling  Death  Baniflied. 
Thou  cut'ft  my  Head  off  with  a  Golden  Ax, 
And  fmil'ft  upon  the  ftroak  that  murders  me. 

Fri.  O  deadly  Sin  I  O  rude  Unthankfulnefs! 
Thy  Fault  our  Law  calls  Death,  but  the  kind  Prince 
Taking  thy  part  hath  ruflit  afide  the  Law, 
And  turned  that  black  word  Death  to  Banifliment. 
That  is  dear  Mercy,  and  thou  feeft  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  Torture,  and  not  Mercy :  Heaven  is  here 
Where  JuUtt  lives,  and  every  Cat  and  Dog, 
And  little  Moufe,  every  unworthy  thing 
Lives  here  in  Heaven,  and  may  look  on  her. 
But  Romto  may  not.    More  Validity, 
More  honourable  State,  more  Courtfliip  lives 
In  Carrion  Flies,  than  Romto :  They  may  feize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  yuUoth  Hand, 
And  (leal  immortal  Bleffings  from  her  Lips, 
Who  even  in  pure  and  veftal  Modefty 
Still  blufli,  as  thinking  their  own  Kiffes  fin. 
This  may  Flies  do,  when  I  from  this  muft  fly. 
And  fay 'ft  thou  yet,  that  Exile  is  not  Death? 
But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  baniflied. 
Hadft  thou  no  Poifon  mixt,  no  fliarp-ground  Knife,' 
No  fudden  mean  of  Death,  tbo*  ne'er  fo  mean. 
But  baniflied  to  kill  mef  Baniflied? 
O  Friar,  the  Damned  ufe  that  word  in  Hell; 
Howlings  attend  ic^  how  haft  thou  the  Hearty 
Being  a  Divina,  a  Ghoftly  Confeflbr, 

Vol.  Y.  E  A 
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A  Sin-Abfolver)  and  my  Friend  profeft. 
To  mangle  me  with  that  word  Banifhedi 

Fri.  Fond  Mad-man,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Rom.  O  thou  wilt  fpeak  again  of  Baniftiment. 

Fri.  rU  give  thee  Armour  to  keepo£F  that  Word, 
Adverfity's  fwect  Milk,  Philofophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  tho*  thou  art  banidied. 

Rom.  Yet,  baniflied?  Hang  up  Philofophy, 
Unlefs  Philofophy  can  make  a  JuUet^ 
Difplant  a  Town,  reverfe  a  Prince's  Doom, 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more- 

Fri.  O  then  I  fee  that  mad  Men  have  no  Ears. 

Rom.  How  (hou'd  they. 
When  wife  Men  have  no  Eyes  ? 

Fri.  Let  me  defpair  with  thee  of  thy  Eftate. 

Rom.  Thou  canft  not  fpeak  of  that  thou  doft  not  feel : 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  Juliet  my  Love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered. 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  baniflied. 
Then  might'ft  thou  fpeak,  then  might'ft  thon  tear'thy  Hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  Ground  as 'I  do  now« 
Taking  the  meafure  of  an  unmade  Grave* 

[Throwing  him/elf  on  the  Ground. 

Jri.  Arife,  one  knocks ;  [Knocks  within., 

Good  Romeo  hide  thy  felf. 

Rom.  Not  I, 
Unlefs  the  breath  of  Heart*fick  Groans, 
Mift-like,  infold  me  from  the  fearch  of  Eyes.  [Knocks 

Fri,  Hark,  how  they  knock. 

Who's  there? Romeoy  arife. 

Thou  wilt  be  taken-^^-r-ftay  a  while— —ftand  up ;  [Knocks 

Run  to  my  Stiidy— — By  and  by God's  Will  i 

What  Simplenefs  is  this^-     .  ■!  come»  I  come.  [Knocks. 

Who  knocks  fo  hard  ? 

Whence  come  you?  what's  your  Will? 

Nur.  [Within J\  Let  roe  come  in. 
And  you  ftiall  know  my  Errand: 
I  come  from  Lady  JuUet. 

Fri.  Welcome  thea; 

.  Eittjor  Narfe. 
1  JVifr.  O  holy  Friar,  O  tcll  me  holy  Friar, 

Where 
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Where  is  my  Lady's  Lord  ?]wherc'siRtfw^^/ 

/Vi.  There,  on  the  Ground, 
With  his  own  Tears  made  drunk. 

Nur.  O  he  is  even  in  my  Miftrefl*;  Cafe, 
Juft  in  her  Ca^e«  O  woful  Sympatic  lA 
Piteous  Predicament,  even  fo  lyes  Hie, 
Blubbring  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbring. 
Stand  up,  ftand  up,  fiand  and  you  be  a  Man, 
For  yuliet's  fake,  for  her  fake  rife  and  ftand : 
Why  (hould  you  fall  into  fo  deep  dn  Oh  I  ^-« 

Rom.  Nurle.   . 

Nur.  Ah  Sir !  Ah  Sir ! Death's  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.  Speak'fl  thou  of  Jnliet  ?  How  is't  with  \\i«  i 
Doth  not  fhe  chink  me  an  old  Murtherer, 
Now  I  have  ftain'd  the  Child-hood  of  our  Joy 
With  Blood,  removed  but  little  from  her  own  \ 
Where  is  fhe  ?  and  how  do^s  (he  /  and  what  fays 
My  concealed  Lady  to  our  conceal'd  Love  \ 

Nmr.  Oh  (he  fays  nothing.  Sir,  but  weeps  and  weeps^ 
And  now  falls  on  her  Bed,  and  then  flarts  up^ 
And  TjbaU  calls,  and  then  on  Romeo  criesy 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom.  As  if  that  Name 
%oC  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  Gun 
Did  murder  her,  as  that  Names  curfed  Hand 
Murdered  her  Kinfman.     Oh  tell  me,  Friar^  tellffle» 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  Anatomy 
Doth  my  Name  lodge  ?  Tell  me»  that  I  may  fade 
The  hateful  Manfion. 

Fri.  Hold  thy  defperate  Hand : 
Art  thou  a  Man  \  Thy  form  cries  our,  thou  art  t 
Thy  Tears  are  Womanilh,  thy  wild  Ads  do  note 
The  unreafonable  fury  of  a  Beaft. 
Unfeemly  Woman^  in  a  feeming  Man, 
And  ill  befeeming  Beaft  in  feeming  both. 
Thou  hafl  ama/'d  me.     By  my  holy  Order, 
I  thought  thy  difpoHtion  better  temper'd. 
Haft  thou  ftain  Tybalt  \  Wilt  thou  day  thy  felf  2 
And  flay  thy  Lady,  that  in  thy  Life  lives. 
By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thy  felf ! 
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Why  raiPft  thou  on  thy  Birth  ?  the  Heaven  and  Earth  ? 

Since  Birth,  and  Heaven,  and  Earth,  all  three  do  meet 

In  thee  at  once,  which  thou  at  once  wouId*ft  lofe. 

Fy,  fy,  thou  (ham'ft  thj^Shape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit; 

Which  like  an  UAirer  iftund'ft  in  all, 

And  ufeft  none  in  that  true  ufe  indeed> 

Which  (hould  bedeck  thy  Shape,  thy  Love,  thy  Wit: 

Thy  noble  Shape  is  but  a  Form  of  Wax, 

Digreffing  from  the  Valour  of  a  Man ; 

Thy  dear  Love  fwom,  but  hollow  Perjury, 

Killing  that  Love  which  thou  haft  vow'd  to  cheriih  ; 

Thy  Wit,  that  Ornament  to  Shape  and  Love, 

Mif-fhapen  in  the  ConduA  of  them  both. 

Like  Powder  in  a  skillefs  Soldier's  Flask, 

Is  fet  a  fire  by  thine  own  Ignorance, 

And  thou  difmembred  with  thine  own  Defence* 

What,  roufe  thee,  Man,  thy  Jnliet  is  alive. 

For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  waft  but  lately  dead. 

There  art  thou  happy.    Tybalt  would  kill  thee. 

But  thou  flew'ft  Tj^Alt ;  there  art  thou  happy  too* 

The  Law  that  threatned  Death  became  thy  Friend, 

And  turn'd  it  to  Exile;  there  art  thou  happy. 

A  pack  of  Bleflings  light  upon  thy  Back, 

Mappinefs  courts  thee  in  her  beft  Array^ 

fiut  like  a  mif-hav'd  and  a  fullen  Wench, 

Thou  putteft  up  thy  Fortune  and  thy  Love : 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  fo^  fuch  die  miferable. 

Go  get  thee  to  thy  Love,  as  was  decreed, 

A(cend  her  Chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her.* 

But  look  thou  ftay  not  'till  the  Watch  be'  fet^ 

For  then  thoii  cai^ft  not  pafs  to  Mantua^ 

Where  thou  fhalt  live,  'trll  we  can  find  a  time 

To  blaze  your  Marriage,  reconcrle  your  Friends, 

Beg  pardon  of'  thy  Prince,  and  call  thee  back. 

With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  Joy, 

Than  thou  went'ft  fortii  \tx  Lamentation* 

Go  before,  Nurfe,  commend  me  ito  thy  Lady^ 

And  bid  her  htfltiY  all  tiM  Houfe  to  Bed> 

Which  heavy  Sorrow  makes  tbaiQ  apt  wito. 

Komtn  is  coming. 
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Ntir.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  ftaid  here  all  Night, 
To  hear  jgood  Counfel :  Ob,  what  Learniog  is  I 
My  LorcC  I'll  tell  my  Lady  you  will  come* 

Rom.  Do  fo,  and  bid  my  Sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nw.  Here,  Sir,  a  King  £he  bid  me  give  you,  Sir : 
Hie  you,  make  hafle,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

R§m.  How  well  my  Qnnfort  is  reviv'd  by  this* 

Fri.  Go  hence. 
6ood  Night,  and  here  ftands  all  your  State : 
Efther  be  gone  before  the  Watch  be  fet. 
Or  by  the  break  of  Day  difguis'dy  from  hence. 
Sojourn  in  A^AHtuai  Til  find  out  your  Man, 
And  he  (hall  fignifie  from  time  to  time. 
Every  good  hap  to  you  that  chances  here  t 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  'tis  late,  farewel.  Good  Night* 

Rom.  But  that  a  Toy,  paft  Joy,  calls  out  on  fse» 
It  were  a  Grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee : 
FareweL  [Exe$m. 

SCENE    IV.     CapuletV  Uoufe. 

Enter  Capulet,  Ladj  Capuleti  and  Paris. 

(Up.  Things  have  fain  out.  Sir,  fo  unluckily* 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  Daughter: 
tfxk  you,  (he  lov'd  her  Kinfman  TjhaU  dearly. 
And  to  did  I  — —  Well,  we  were  born  to  die. 
Tis  very  late,  (he'll  not  come  down  to  Night: 
I  promife  you,  but  for  your  Company, 
I  would  have  been  a  bedf  an  hour  ago. 

Par.  Thefe  times  of  Woe  afford  np  time  to  Woo: 
Madam,  good  Night,  conunend  me  to  your  Daughter. 

La.  Cap.  I  wiUf  and  know  her  Mind  early  to  Morrow; 
To  Night  (he  is  mewM  up  to  her  heavinefs. 

Cap.  Sir  Parity  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 
Of  my  Child's  Love:  I  think  (he  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  refpeds  by  me,  nay  more,  I  doubc  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  e'er  you  go  to  Bed, 
AcGuaint  her  here  of  my  Son  Paris  Love» 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me^  on  Wodnefdaj  neact  ■  m  ■ 
But  foftj  what  day  is  this  ? 

fur*  Afynd^,  vy  tord. 
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Cap»  Ad$fuUy  ?  ha !  ha !  welU  Wednefdaj  is  too  foon, 
A  Thurfdaj  let  it  be :  A  Thurfday  tell  her 
She  (hill  be  married  to  this  Noble  Earl: 
Will  you  he  ready?  Do  you  like  this  hafte? 
We'll  keep  no  great  a-do— a  Friend  or  two- 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  (lain  fo  late, 
It  may  be  thought  we  heldhim  carelefly. 
Being  our  Kinfman,  if  we  revel  much  : 
Therefore  we'll  have  Tome  half  a  dozen  Friends, 
And  there's  an  end.   But  what  fay  you  to  Thurfdayl 

Par.  My  Lord, 
I  would  that  Thurfdaj  were  to  Morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone-— a  Thurfday  be  it  then : 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ttv  you  go  to  Bed,     \To  Lady  Capu 
Prepare  her.  Wife,  againft  this  Wedding-day. 

Farewtl,  my  Lord light  to  my  Chamber,  heal 

*  Afore  me,  it  is  fo  late,  that  we  may  call  it  early  by  and  I 
Good  Night.  [Ex€ 

SCENE    V.     The  Garden 

Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet  above  at  a  Window ;  a  Laddt 

Ropes  fit. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ? 
It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  Ear, 
Nightly  fhc  fings  on  yond  Pomgranate  Tree, 
Believe  me  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale. 

Rom*  It  was  the  Lark,  the  Herald  of  the  Morn, 
No  Nightingale.    Look,  Love,  what  envious  Streaks 
Do  lace  the  fevering  Clouds  in  yonder  Eaft : 
Night's  Candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  Day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  mifty  Mountain  tops, 
I  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  fiay  and  dye. 

Jul.  Yon  Light  is  not  Day-light,  1  know  it^  I: 
It  is  fome  Meteor  that  the  Sun  exhales. 
To  be  to  thee  this  Night  a  Torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua. 
Thercrpre  ftay,  yet  thou  need'ft  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom^  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  Deathj 
I  am  content,  fo  thou  wilt  have  it  fo. 
Ill/iyyon  gray  is  not  the  Morning's  Eye, 
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Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cjnthias  Brovr, 
Nor  that  is  not  the  Lark  whofe  Notes  do  beat 
The  vaulty  Heavens  (o  high  above  our  Heads* 
I  have  more  care  to  (lay,  than  will  to  go  : 
Come  Death  and  welcome,  Juliet  wills  it  (o. 
How  is't,  my  Soul  \  let's  talk,  it  is  not  Day. 
yuL  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence*  be  gone*  away  : 
It  is  the  Lark  that  fings  fo  out  of  Tune, 
Straining  harfli  Difcords,  and  unpleafing  Sharps. 
Some  fay  the  Lark  makes  fweec  Divifion  ; 
This  doth  not  fo :  For  (he  divideth  us. 
Some  fay*  the  Lark,  and  loathed  Toad  change  Eyes, 
O  now  I  would  they  had  chang*d  Voices  coo  : 
Sinccy  arm  from  arm*  that  Voice  doth  us  affray. 
Hunting  thee  hence,  with  Huntf-up  to  the  Day* 

0  now  be  gone,  more  light,  and  light  it  grows. 

R^.  More  light  and  light,  more  dark  and  dark  our  Woesr 

Enter  Nurji. 
JVur.  Madam. 
Jfil.  Nurfe. 

Niftr.  Your  Lady  Mother  is  coming  to  your  Chamber  .* 
The  Day  is  broke,  be  wary,  look  about. 
JhU  Then  Window  let  Day  in,  and  let  Life  out. 
Rom.  Farewel,  farewe!,  one  Kifs*  and  Til  Defcend. 
JuL  Art  thou  gone  fo?  Love  I  Lord  I  ah  Husband/  Friend  I 

1  muft  hear  from  ^thee  every  Day  in  the  Hour, 

[Romeo  comes  down  by  the  Ladder  into  the  Garden. 
For  in  a  Minute  there  are  many  Days, 

0  by  this  count  I  (hall  be  much  in  Years, 
£*re  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  Farewel  : 

1  will  omit  no  opportunity. 

That  may  convey  my  Greetings,  Love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O  thinkeft  thou  we  (hall  ever  meet  again  ? 

Rom.  I  doubt  it  nor,  and  all  ihefe  Woes  (hall  ferve 
For  fweet  Difcourfes,  in  our  time  to  come. 

JhL  O  God !  I  have  an  ill  Divining  Soul, 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  now*  thou  art  fo  low. 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  Tomb  •- 
Either  my  £ye«(ight  fails ;  or  thou  look'ft  pale. 

Rom^  And  truft  me.  Love,  in  my  Eye  (o  do  ^om  \ 
Par  Sorrow  drioks  our  Blood.  Adieu,  adieu.        \Exeiwit . 
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SCENE    VI.     Juliet'/  Chamher. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jfil.  O  Fortune,  Fortune*  all  Men  call  thee  fickle^ 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  doft  thou  with  him 
That  is  renowned  for  Faith  ?  be  fickle  Fortune  : 
For  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long. 
But  fend  him  back. 

Enter  Ladj  Capulet. 

La.  Cap,  Ho  Daughter,  are  you  up  i 
»  JuL  Who  is't  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  Lady  Mother? 
Is  flie  not  down  fo  late,  or  up  fo  early  ? 
What  unaccuftom'd  Caufe  procures  her  hither  ? 

La»  Cap.  Why  how  now,  ynlict  ? 

Jut.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La. Cap,  Evermore  weeping  for  your  Coufin's  Death? 
Whit  wilt  thou  wafti  him  from  his  Grave  with  Tears  ? 
And  if  thou  couldft,  thou  rouldft  not  make  him  live  : 
Therefore  have  done,  fome  Grief  ihews  much  of  Love, 
But  much  of  Grief  (hews  ftillfome  want  of  Wit. 

y»L  Yet  let  me  weep,  for  fuch  a  feeling  lofs. 

La»  Cap,  So  (hall  you  feel  the  lofs,  but  hbt  the  Friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 
.   JfO.  Feeling  fo  the  lofs, 
I  capnot  chufe  but  ever  weep  the  Friend. 

La.  Cap,  Well  Girl,  thou  weep'ft  not  fo  much  for  his  dealli, 
A$  thut  me  Villain  lives  which  flaughter*d  htm. 

JuL  What  Villain,  Madam  ? 

La,  Cap.  That  fame  Villain,  Remeo. 

yuL  Villain  and  he  be  many  Miles  afunder : 
®od  pardon  him,  I  do  with  all  my  Heart, 
And  yet  no  Man  like  he  doth  grieve  my  Heart. 

La,  Cap.  That  is  becaufe  the  Traitor  lives.  » 

JhL  Ay,  Madam,  from  the  reach  of  thefe  my  Hinds : 
Would  none  but  I  might  venge  my  Coufin's  Death. 

La,  Cap,  We  will  have  Vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not 
"^    Then  weep  no  more.  Til  fend  to  one  in  Mantua^ 
Where  that  fame  baniih'd  Runnagate  doth  live. 
Shall  give  him  fuch  an  unaccuftom*d  Dram, 
That  he  (hall  foon  keep  Tybalt  Company  : 
Affd  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  be  fattsfied 
^^  //7c/eai  f  wwr  (haU  be  Unsfitd 
W/rA  Jlimeo,  'till  I  behold  him Bnii 
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Is  my  poor  Heart,  fo  for  a  Kinfman  Text : 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  Man 
To  bear  a  Poifon,  I  would  temper  it ; 
That  Romeo  (hould,  upon  receipt  thereof. 
Soon  fleep  in  quiet.    O  bow  my  Heart  abhors 
To  hear  him  nam'd,  and  camot  come  to  him. 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  CouHn  TybdU^ 
Upon  his  Body  that  hath  flaughter'd  him. 

La.  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I'll  find  fuch  a  Man, 
But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  tidings.  Girl. 

Jul.  And  Joy  comes  well  in  fuch  a  needy  time* 
What  are  they,  I  befeech  your  Lady  (hip  ? 

La.  Cap.  Well,  welU  thou  haft  a  careful  Father,  Child; 
One,  who  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavinefs. 
Hath  forted  out  a  fudden  day  of  Joy, 
That  thou  expefts  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 
JuL  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  this  ? 
iLa.  Cap.  Marry,  my  Child,  early  next  Thnrfday  mom. 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  Gentleman, 
The  County  Paris^  at  St.  Ptttrh  Church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  a  joyful  Bride. 

JuL  N5W  by  St.  Pettrs  Church,  and  Peter  too. 
He  (hall  not  msJce  me  there  a  joyful  Bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  hafte,  that  I  muft  wed 
£*er  he  that  fiiotdd  be  Husband  comes  to  wooe. 
I  pray  you  tell  my  Lord  and  Father,  Madam, 
I  wiU  noc  marry  yet,  and  when  I  do,  I  fwear 
It  fhall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Kather  than  Paris.    Thefe  are  News  indeed. 

La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  Father,  tell  him  fo  your  felf^ 
And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your*hands. 

£n$er  Capulet  anj  Nurfi. 
Cap.  When  the  Sun  fets,  the  Earth  doth  drizzle  Dew  i| 
But  for  the  Sunfet  of  my  Brother's  Son, 
It  rains  down-right. 

How  now  ?  a  Conduit,  Girl  ?  what,  ftill  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  fhow'ring  in  one  little  Body  ? 
Thy  Counterfeit's  a  Bark,  a  Sea,  a  Wind ; 
¥or  ftill  thy  Eyes^  which  I  may  call  the  Sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears,  the  Bark  thy  Body 
Sailing  in  this  fair  Tiood,  the  Winds  thy  SigVis^ 
Who  ngipg  with  the  Tears,  and  they  with  tVvtmi 
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Without  a  fudden  Calm  will  over-fet 

Thy  tempcft-toffed  Body.    How  now,  Wife  ? 

Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  Decree  ? 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  Sir; 
But  fhe  will  none,  (he  gives  you  thanks  ? 
I  would  the  Fool  were  married  to  her  Grave. 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  youj  take  me  with  you^  Wii 
How,  will  (he  none  J  doth  (he  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  (he  not  proud?  doth  (he  not  count  her  blefl. 
Unworthy  as  (he  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  Gentleman  to  be  her  Bridegroom  ? 

Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have  ;  But  thankful,  that  you  h 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  v(rhat  I  hate. 
But  thankful  even  for  Hate,  that  is  meant  Love. 

Cap.  How  now? 
How  now?  chQpt  Lbgick?  what  is  this  ? 
Proud  I  and  I  thank  you  !  and  I  thank  you  not ! 
Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds. 
But  fettle  your  fine  Joints  'gainft  Thnrfdaj  next. 
To  go  with  Paris  to  Siint  Peters  Church  : 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  Hurdle  thither. 
Out  you  Green-fickncfs  Carrion,  out  you  Baggage, 
Out  you  Tallow-face. 

La.  Cap.  Fie,  fie,  what  are  you  mad  ? 

JhI.  Good  Father,  I  befeech  you  on  my  Knees, 
Hear  me  with  patience,  but  to  fpeak  a  word. 

Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  Baggage,  difobedient  Wretch, 
I  tell  thee  what,  get  thee  to  Church  a  Thnrfdaj^ 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  Face. 
Speak  not,  reply  nor,  do  not  anfwjer  ,me» 
My  Fingers  itch,  Wife*:  we  fcarce  thought  us  blcft. 
That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  Child, 
But  now  I  fee  this  one  is  one  too  much. 
And  that  we  have  a  Curfe  in  having  her  : 
Out  on  her,  Hilding. 

Nnr.  God  in  Heav'n  blefs  hec^ 
You  arc  to  blame,  my  Lord,  to  rate  her  fo; 

Cap.  And  why,  my  Lady  Wifdom  ?  bold  your  tongt 
Good  Prudence,  fmatcer  with  your  Goffipj  go» 
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Nur.  I  fpeak  no  Treafon, 
O  God-yc-good-den— 
May  not  one  fpeak  ?  ' 

Cap.  Peace  you  mumbling  Fool, 
Utter  your  Gravity  o'er  a  Goflip's  Bowlf 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  Bread,  it  makes  me  mad : 
Day,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  play. 
Alone,  in  company,  ftill  my  care  bath  been 
To  have  her  match'd,  and  having  now  provided 
A  Gentleman  of  Noble  Parentage, 
Of  fair  ];)emean$.  Youthful,  and  nobly  Allied, 
SiufF'd,  as  they  fay,  with  honourable  Parts, 
Proporcion'd  as  ones  thought  would  wi(h  a  Man  : 

And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  Fool, 

A  whining  Mammet,  in  her  Fortunes  tender. 

To  anfwer  Til  not  wed,  I  cannot  Love, 

I  am  tdo  young,  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

But,  and  you  will  not  wed,  FlI  pardon  you— 

Graze  where  you  will,  you  (hall  oot  Houfe  with  me : 

Look  to't,  think  on*t,  I  do  not  ufe  to  jeft. 

Thnrfdaj  is  near,  lay  Hand  on  Heart,  advife ; 

And  you  be  mine.  111  give  you  to  my  Friend : 

And  you  be  not,  hang,  beg>  ftarve,  die  in  the  Streets, 

For,  by  my  Soul,  FU  ne'er  acknowledge  thee. 

Nor  what  is  mine,  (hall  never  do  thee  good  : 

Traft  to"t,  bethink  you,  1*11  not  be  forfwom.  [Exit. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds, 

That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  Grief? 

O  fweet  my  Mother,  caft  me  not  away. 

Delay  this  Marriage  for  a  Month,  a  Week, 

Or  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  Bed 

In  that  dim  Monument  where  TytaU  lyes. 
La.  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  Pll  not  fpeak  a  word : 

Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  [Exiu 

JuL  O  God  ! 

O  Nurfe,  how  fhall  this  be  prevented  ? 

My  Husband  is  on  Earth,  my  Faith  in  Heaven, 

How  (hall  that  Faith  return  again  to  Earthy 

Unlefi  ^2tHusbaad  fend  it  me  from  Heav'n, 
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By  leaving  Earth  ?  Comfort  aie,  counfel  mej^ 
Alack,  alack»  that  Heav'n  (hould  prac^ife  Stratageim 
Upon  fo  foft  a  Subjed:  as  my  felf. 
What  fay'ft  thou?  haft  thou  not  a  word  of  joy? 
Some  comfort,  Nurfe. 

Nnr.  Faith  here  it  is : 
Romeo  is  baniih'dy  and  all  the  World  to  nothing 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you  : 
Or  if  he  do,  it  needs  muft  be  by  ftealth. 
Then  (ince  the  cafe  fo  ftands  as  now  it  doth^ 
I  think  it  befl  you  married  with  the  Count. 
Oh  he's  a  lovely  Gentleman; 
Romio*s  a  Difh-clout  to  him ;  an  Eagle^  Madam, 
Hath  not  fo  green,  fo  quicks  fo  fair  an  Eye 
As  Paris  hath:  beftircw  my  very  Heart» 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  tlus  fecond  Match, 
For  it  excels  your  firft :  Or  if  it  did  not. 
Your  firft  is  dead,  or  'twere  as^good  he  were* 
As  living  here*  and  you  no  ufe  of  him. 

JhL  Speakeft  thou  from  thy  Heart  $ 

Nur.  And  from  my  Soul  too. 
Or  elfe  beftirew  them  both. 

JuL  Amen. 

Nur.  What? 

yuL  Well,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marvellous  much 
Go  in,  and  tell  my  Lady  I  am  gone. 
Having  difpleas'd  my  Father,  to  Lawrence  Cell, 
.To  make  Confeffion,  and  to  be  Abfolved* 

Ntir.  Marry  I  will,  and  this  is  wifely  done.  [£; 

JuL  Ancient  Damnation  \  O  moft  wicked  Fiend  I 
Is  it  more  Sin  to  wifti  me  thus  forfworn. 
Or  to  difpraife  my  Lord  with  that  fame  Tongue 
Which  (he  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare. 
So  many  thoufand  times  ?  Go,  Counfellor» 
Thou  and  my  bofbm  henceforth  ihall  be  twain : 
111  to  the  Friar  to  know  his  remedy, 
{fall  elfe  fail,  my  felf  have  power  to  die.  \Exm 


AC 


Romeo  and  Juliet.  x  i ;  3 

ACT  IV.     SCENE    L 

SCENE  the  Manafiery. 

Enwr  Ftidr  Lawrence  and  Paris. 


Fri* 


/./^N  Thufdajy  Sir!  the  time  is  very  fliorr. 
\J    Par.  My  Father  Capulet  will  have  it  fo, 
And  I  am  nothing  flow  to  flack  his  hafte. 
.  Fri.  You  fay  you  do  not  know  the  Lady's  mind : 
Uneven  is  the  courfe,  I  hke  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  ftie  weeps  for  TjbaU*s  Deatbf 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk  of  Love, 
For  Finns  fmiles  not  in  a  Houfe  of  Tears : 
N0W9  Sir,  her  Father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  (he  fliould  give  her  Sorrow  fo  muchfway; 
And)  in  his  Wifdom,  haftes  our  Marriage, 
-  To  flop  the  Inundation  of  her  Tears, 
Which  too  much  minded  by  her  felf  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  Society, 
Now  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  hafte? 

Fri.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  ftiould  be  flow'd. 
Look,  Sir,  here  comes  the  Lady  towards  my  Cell. 

Ent^  Juliet. 
far.  Happily  met,  my  Lady  and  my  Wife, 
JnL  That  may  be,  Sir,  when  I  may  be  a  Wife. 
tar.  That  may  be,  muft  be.  Love,  on  Thnrfday  next. 
.  Jnl.  What  muft  be,  ffiall  be. 
Fri.  That's  a  certain  Text. 
tar.  Come  you  to  make  Confeflion  to  this  Father  ? 
Jnl.  To  anfwer  that,  I  fliould  confcfs  to  you. 
tar.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 
JnL  I  will  confefs  to  you  that  I  love  him. 
tar.  So  will  ye,  I  am  fure,  that  you  love  me. 
JhU  If  I  do  fo,  it  will  be  of  more  Price, 
Being  fpoke  behind  your  Back,  than  to  your  Face. 
tar.  Poor  Soal,  thy  Face  is  much  abused  with  Tears. 
Jnl.  The  Tears  have  got  fmall  Vidory  by  that : 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  fpignt. 
Par.  Thou  wrong'lk  it,  more  than  Tcan^  mx\i  t!i;v«CTtv^i\\ 
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Jul.  That  is  no  flander.  Sir,  which  is  but  truth. 
And  what  I  fpeak^  I  fpeak  it  to  my  Face. 

Pa.r.  Thy  Face  is  mine,  and  thou  haft  flanderM  it» 

JhU  It  may  be  io^  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 
Are  you  at  leifure>  Holy  Father,  now. 
Or  (hall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  Mafs  ? 

Fri.  My  leifiire  ferves  me,  penfive  Daughter,  now. 
My  Lord,  I  muft  increat  the  time  alone. 

?ar.  Godihield,  I  ihould  difturb  Devotion  : 
Juliet^  on  T%Hrfdaj  early  will  I  rowze  ye, 
^Till  then  adieu»  and  keep  this  holy  kifs.  [Exit  PariS| 

Jul.  O  (hut  the  Door,  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo^ 
Come  weep'  with  roe,  pa(l  hope,  paft  cure,  paft  help. 

Fru  O  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  Grief, 
It  ft  rains  me  paft  thecompafs  of  my  Wits  : 
I  hear  thou  muft,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it. 
On  Thurfd^j,  next  be  married  to  this  Count. 

Jul.  Te|lmenot,  Friar,  that  thou  heareft  of  this, 
Unlefs  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If  in  thy  wifdom,  thou  canft  give  no  help. 
Do  thou  but  call  my  Refolution  wife. 
And  with  this  Knife  I'll  help  it  prefently. 
God  joinM  my  Heart  and  Romeo\  thou  our  Hands, 
And  e'er  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  feal'd. 
Shall  be  the<  Label  to  another  Deedi 
Or  my  true  Heart,  with  treacherous  Revolt, 
Turn  to  another,  this  (hall  ftay  them  both : 
Therefore  out  of  thy  long  experienc'd  Time, 
Give  me  fome  prefent  Counfel,  or  behold 
TTwixt  my  cxtreams  and  me,  this  bloody  Knife 
Shall  play  the  Umpire;  arbitrating  that. 
Which  the  Commiflion  of  thy  Years  and  Art 
Could  to  no  Iffueof  true  Honour  bring  : 
Be  not  fo  long  to  fpeak,  I  long  to  die. 
If  what  thou  fpeatft  fpeak  not  of  Remedy. 

Fri.  Holdi  Daughter*  I  do  Tpy  a  kind  of  hope. 
Which  craves  as  defperate  an  Execution* 
As  that  is  defperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If  rather  than  to  marry  County  Paris^ 
Thou  haft  the  ftrength  of  Will  to  flay  thy  felf. 
Then  it  i^  likely*  thou  wilt  undertake 
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A. thing  like  Death  to  chide  away  this  ihame^ 
That  cop'ft  with  Death  himfelf^  to  Tcape  from  it : 
And  if  thou  dar'f(.  111  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul.  O  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Pdris^ 
From  off  the  Battlements  of  any  Tower, 
Or  walk  in  thievifli  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 
ll^here  Serpents  are:  Chain  me  with  roaring  Bean^ 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  cbarnel  Houfe, 
O'er  covered  quite  with  dead  Mens  ratling  Bone^", . 
W'ith  reeky  Shanks,  and  yellow  chapleis  Skulls : 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  Grave» 
And  bide  me  with  a  dead  Man  in  his  Grave, 
Things  that  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble. 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt. 
To  live  an  unflaitfd  Wife  to  my  fv7ect  Love. 

Fri.  Hold  then.  Go  home,  be  merry,  give  confent^ 
To  marry  Paris.   Wednefdaj  is  to  morrow  ; 
To  morrow  Night  look  that  thou  lye  alone. 
Let  not  thy  Nnrfe  lye  with  thee  in  thy  Chamber: 
Take  thou  this  Viol  being  then  in  Bed, 
And  this  diftilling  Liquor  drirk  thou  off, 
When  prefently,  through  all  thy  Veins,  fliall  run 
A  cold  and  drowfie  Humour :  For  no  Pulfe 
Shall  keep  his  Native  Progrefs,  but  furceafe  .• 
No  warmth,  no  breath  fhall  teftifie  thou  lived; 
The  Rofes  in  thy  Lips  and  Cheeks  ftiall  fade 
To  mealy  Alhes,  the  Eyes  Windows,  fall 
Like  Death,  when  he  Ihuts  up  the  Day  of  Life ; 
Each  part  deprived  of  fupple  Government, 
Shall  ftiff  and  ftark,  and  cold  appear  like  Death, 
And  in  this  borrowed  likcntfs  of  ihrunk  Death, 
Thou  (halt  continue  two  and  forty  Hours, 
And  then  awake,  as  from  a  pleafant  Sleep. 
Now  when  the  Bridegroom  in  the  Morning  comes 
To  rowfe  thee  from  thy  Bed,  there  art  thou  Dead  .• 
Then  as  the  manner  of  our  Country  is. 
In  thy  beft  Robes  uncover'd  on  rhe  Bier, 
Be  born  to  Burial  in  thy  Kindreds  Grave  : 
Thou  (halt  be  born  to  that  fame  antient  Vault, 
Where  all  the  Kindred  of  the  CapuUts  lye. 
Iq  the  mean  time,  a^ ainft  thou  ihalt  awikt^ 
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Shall  Romeo  by  my  Letters  know  our  Drifts 
And  hither  fhall  he  come;  and  that  very  Night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mamma.' 
And  this  (hall  frte  thee  from  this  prefeht  Shame, 
if  no  unconftant  Toy  nor  Womanifli  fear, 
Abate  thy  Valour  in  the  aAing  it. 

Jtil.  Give  me*  give  me,  O  tell  not  me  of  fear. 

/ri.  Hold,  get  you  gone^  be  ftrong  andprofperous 
In  this  refolve.  Pit  fend  a  Friar  with  fpeed 
To  AianttM,  with  my  Letters  to  thy  Lord. 

JuL  Love  give  me  Strength,  and  ftrengtk  fhall  help  afibrd 
FareweU  dear  Father. 

SCENE    ir.     Capulet'i  lfa»/J. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Nurfe,  and  two  or  three 

Servants.  ^ 

Cap.  So  many  Guefts  invite  as  here  are  writ : 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  Cooks. 

Ser.  You  (hall  have  none  ill.  Sir,  for  Til  try  if  they  can 
lick  their  Fingers. 

Cap.  How  canft  thou  try  them  fo  ? 

Ser.  Marry,  $ir,  'tis  an  ill  Cook  that  cannot  lick  his  own 
Fingers :  Therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his  Fingers,  goes 
not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  be  gone.  We  (hall  be  much  unfumifhM  for 
this  time :  What  is  my  Daughter  gone  to  Friar  Lan/rence^ 

Nur.  Ay  forfooih. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  fome  good  on  her» 
A  peevifti  felf-wiU'd  Harlotry  it  is. 

£»/^r  Juliet. 

Nm^  See  where  (becomes  from  Shrifti  with  merry  look. 

Cap.  How  now,  my  Headftrong  { 
Where  have  you  been  gadding  ? 

5^»/.  Where  I  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  Sin, 
Of  difobedient  Oppofition, 
To  you  and  your  behefts ;  and  am  en joyn*d 
By  holy  Lawrence^  to  fall  proftrate  here. 

To 
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To  beg  your  Pardon :  Pardon  I  biefeech  you,' 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  ruFd  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  County  go,  tell  him  of  this, 
rU  have  this  Knot  knit  up  to  morrow  morning* 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  Lord  at  Lawrence  CcU^ 
And  gave  him  what  betoming  Love  I  might. 
Not  ftepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  Modefty.  - 

Cap.  Why  I  agi  glad  on't,  this  is  well,  ftand  up. 
This  is  as't  fliould  be,  let  me  fee  the  County  t 
Ay  faiarry,  go  I  fay,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now  afore  God,  this  reverend  Holy  Friar, 
Ail  our  whole  City  is  much  bound  to  him, 

JhL  Nurfe,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  ClofetJ 
To  help  me  fort  fuch  needful  Ornaments, 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnifh  me  to  morrow  ? 

La.  Cap.  No  not*till  Thmrfdaj^  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap.  Go  Nurfe,  go  with  her; 
We'll  to  Church  to  morrow.       {Exennt  Juliet  aniNmftl 

La.  Cap.  We  fhall  be  Ihort  in  our  Provifion ; 
'Tis  now  near  Night. 

Cap.  Tufli,  I  will  ftir  about. 
And  all  things  ftiall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  Wife: 
60  thou  to  jmlietf  help  to  deck  up  her, 
rU  not  to  bed  to  Night,  let  me  alone  : 
ril  play  the  Hufwife  for  this  once.     What  ho  ? 
They  are  all  forth ;  well  I  will  walk  my  felf 
To  County  Parisy  to  prepare. him  up 
Againft  to  morrow.  My  Heart  is  wondrous  Light, 
Since  this  fame  way-ward  Girl  is  fo  reclaimed. 

[Exeunt  Capulet  and  Ladj  Cap, 

S  C  E  M  E   in.  Juliet'i^  Chamher. 

£if^^  Juliet  and  Nm-fi. 

JmL  Ayj  thofe  Attires  are  beft;  but,  gentle  Nurfe» 
I  pray  thee  leave  nie  to  my  felf  to  Night  t 
For  I  have  need  of  many  Orifon^?, 
To  move  the  Heavens  to  fmile  upon  my  ftate, 
Which  well  thou  know'ft  is  crofs  and  full  of  Sin*  - 

you   V  E  Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap»  What  are  you  bufie^  no  ?  Need  you  my  he]p{ 

JuU  No,  MadaiDj  we  have  cuil'd  fuch  Neceflaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  ftace  to  morrow  : 
So  pleafe  you,  lee  me  now  be  left  alone^ 
And  let  the  Nurfe  this  Night  (it  up  with  you; 
For  I  am  fure  you  have  your  Hands  full  M, 
In  this  fo  fudden  Bufinefs. 

Mo.  Good  night,  ^     . 

Get  thee  to  bed  and  reft,  for  thou  haft;  need.         [^Extunt4 

JhU  Farewel ; 
God  knows,  when  we  (hall  meet  again^ 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  VtVM^ 
That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of  Fire  ; 
ril  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me« 
Nurfe  — ^  what  (h.ould  (he  do  here  \ 
My  difmai  Scene,  I  needs  muft  ad  alone*: 
Come  Vial  »- — ^  what  if  this  Mixture  do  not  work  at  all  3 
Shall  I  be  niarried  to  morrow  Morning  \ 
Noi  nb,  this  (hall  forbid  it ;  Lye  thou  there.  ^^ 

\fomting  to  a  Dagger^ 
What  if  it  be  a  Poifon^  which  the  Friar, 
Subtilly  hath  miniftred,  to  have  me  dead. 
Left  in  this  Marriage  he  (hould  be  di(honour'd, 
Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Ronsfeo  f 
I  fear  it  is,  and  yet  methinks  it  (hould  not. 
For  he  hath  ftill  been  tri^d  a  Holy  Man. 
Mow,  if  when  I  am  laid  into  the  Tomb^^ 
I  wake  before  the  time,  that  ^0;^^^ 
Cpm^  to  redeem  me  ?  There's  a  fearful  1?oint  f 
Shall  I  not  then  be  ftifled  in  the  Vault, 
To  whofe  foul  Month  no  healthfome  Air  breaths  in^ 
And  there  die  ftrangled  e'er  my  Romeo  comes  ? 
Or  if  I  live,  it  is  not  very  like. 
The  horrible  conceit  of  t)eath  and  Night, 
Together  with  the  Terror  of  the  place. 
As  in  a  Vauh,  an. ancient  Receptacle, 
Where,  for  thefe  many  hundred  Years,  the  Bones 
Of  all  my  buried  Anceftors  are  packt; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt^  yet  but  greerji  in  Earth, 
Z/es  felhring  in  his  Shrowd ;  where,  as  they  fay, 
At  Come  Hours  in  the  Nigh%  Spirits  rcfort  ~*  Ahck, 
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Alack,  alack  I  is  it  not  like  that  I 

So  early  waking,  what  with  loathfome  fmells^ 

And  fhrieks  like  Mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  Earthy 

That  living  Mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad * 

Or  if  I  walk,  ftiall  I  not  be  diftraughr, 

Invironed  with  all  thefe  hideous  Fears, 

And  madly  play  with  nly  Fore-fathers  Joints, 

And  pluck  the  mangled  Tjbdlt  from  his  Shroud  ? 

And  in  this  Rage,  with  lome  great  Kinfman's  Bone^ 

As  with  a  Club,  dafh  out  my  defperate  Brains  f 

O  look  {  methinks  I  fee  my  Cdufin's  Ghoft, 

Seeking  out  Romeo j  that  did  fpit  his  Body 

Upon  his  Rapier's  Point  s  Stay,  Tjbalt  ftay  1 

Roiheo  \  Romeo  \  Romeo  \  here's  drink  <«-—  I  drink  to  thee.  \Eklu 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.   -4  Rail 

Effter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 

La.  Cap.  Hold, 
Take  thefe  Keys  and  fetch  more  Spices,  Nut'fe. 

Nkr.  They  call  for  Dates  and  Quinces  in  the  Paftry^ 

Enitt  Capulet. 

Cap.  Come,  ftir^  ftir,  ftir. 
The  fecood  Cock  hath  crow'd. 
The  Curphew  Bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  a  Clock  : 
Look  to  the  bak'd  Meats,  good  jingelica^ 
Spare  not  for  coft. 

Nor.  Go,  you Cot-queanj  go} 
Get  vou  to  Bed ;  faith  you'll  be  fick  to  itiorroly; 
For  this  Night's  Watching* 

Cap^  No  not  a  whit,  I  have  watched  e'er  now 
All  Night  for  a  lefs  Caufe,  and  ne'er  been  (ick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  Moufe*hunt^  in  your  timej 
But  I  will  watch  you,  from  fuch  watching,  now. 

[Exit  Lddj  Capulet  and  Nnrfe. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood         « 
Now,  Fellow^  wh4t's  there  ? 

Enter  three  or  four  with  Spits^  and  Logs,  and  Baskets. 

Ser.  Things  for  the  Cook,  Sir,  but  I  know  not  what.  . 

Cap.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte^  Sirrah,  fetch  dmt  l.o%s» 
Call  tem,  he  iri/i  (hcW  thee  where  they  are. 
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Ser.  I  have  a  Head,  Sir^  that  will  find  out  Logs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter. 

Cap.  Mafs  and  well  faidj  a  merry  Horfbn>  ha  I 
Thou  (hale  be  Logger-head  — —  good  Faith,  'tis  Day.' 

[PUj  Mufic!^ 
The  County  will  be  here  with  Mufick  ftraight. 
For  fo  he  faid  he  would.  I  hear  him  near. 
Nurfe,  Wife,  what  ho  ?  What,  Nurfe,  I  fay  ? 

Enter  Nnrfe^ 
Go  waken  Juliet^  go  and  trim  her  up, 
I'll  go  and  chat  with  Paris  :  Hie,  make  hafte. 
Make  hafte,  I  fay.  [Exit  Capulct# 

SCENE  draws  and  difcwers  Juliet  on  a  Bed. 

Nnr.  Miftrefs>  what  Miftrefs  !  Jnliet  I  « •  Faft  I  war- 
rant her. 

Why  Lamb— -why  Lady  —  Fie  you flug-a-bed 

Why  Love,  I  fay  —  Madam,  Sweet-heart— Why  Bride—— 
What,  not  a  Word  I  You  take  your  Pennyworths  now ; 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  Night  I  warrant* 
The  County  Paris  hath  fet  up  his  reft, 

That  you  rfiould  reft  but  little God  forgive  me  — — 

Marry  and  Amen How  found  is  ihe  afleep  ? 

I  muft  needs  wake  her :  Madam,  Madam,  Madam, 
Ay,  let  the  County  take  you  in  your  Bed  — 
He'll  fright  you  up  y'faith.   Will  it  not  be  ?  ^ 

Whatdreft,  and  in  yourCloaths- — and  down  again! 
I  muft  needs  awake  you :  Lady,  Lady,  Lady  -— 
Alas !  alas  J  help !  help !  my  Lady's  dead. 
Oh  wtl!-a-day,  that  ever  I  was  born ! 
Some  Aqua-vita  ho !  my  Lord,  my  Lady ! 

Enter  Lady  Capulet* 

La.  Cap.  -What  Noife  is  hete  ? 

Nnr.  O  lamentable  Day  f 

La.  Cap.  What  is  the  matter? 

Nnr.  Look,  lock  oh  heavy  Day  ] 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  O  me,  my  Child,  my  only  Life  I 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee  : 
Help,  help,  callhejp. 

Enter  Capiilcr. 

Cap^  For  fliame  bring  Juliet  forth,  liey  Lord  is  coinej 
^.  y%r.  Sht's  dead,  Deceaft,  (he*s  dead :  Alack  the  Dayw 
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La.O^.  Alack  the  Day,  (he's dead,  (he's dead,  (he*sdeadc 

Cdp.  Ha!  Letmc  fee  her Out  alas,  flic's  cold. 

Her  Blood  i%  fettled,  and  her  Joints  are  ftiff^ 
Life  and  thefe  Lips  have  long  been  feparated : 
Death  lies  on  hen  like  an  untimely  Froft 
Upon  the  fweetcft  Flower  of  the  Field, 

Nur.  O  lamentable  Day  I 

La.  Cap.  O  wofol  time  I 

Cup.  Death,  that  hath  ta*en  her  hence  to  make  me  wail. 
Ties  up  my  Tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 

Entir  Friar  Lawrence^  aW  Paris. 

Fri.  Come,  is  the  Bride  ready  to  go  to  Church? 

Cap.  Ready  to  g^  but  never  to  return. 
O  Son,  the  Night  before  thy  Wedding-day, 
Hath  Death  lain  with  thy  Wife:  See,  there  {he  lief^ 
Flower  as  ihe  was,  Diflowcr'd  now  by  him  : 
Death  is  my  Son-in^Law,  Death  is  my  Heir, 
My  Daughter  he  hath  wedded.     I  will  dye. 
And  leave  him  alh  Life,  living,  all  is  Death's. 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  fee  this  Morning^s  Face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  a  fight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Acc\xx%  unhappy,  wretched^  hateful  Day^ 
Moft  miferable  Hour,  that  e'er  time  faw 
In  lafting  Labour  of  his  Pilgrimage. 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  Child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  folace  in. 
And  cruel  Death  hath  catcht  it  from  my  fighn 

Nftr.  O  wo !  O  Woful,  woful,  woful  Day  I 
Moft  lamentable  Day  I  moft  woful  Day  ! 
That  ^vcr,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold, 
ODay  /  O  Day !  O  Day !  O  hateful  Day  I 
Never  was  feen  fo  black  a  Day  as  this: 
O  woful  Day  \  O  woful  Day  ! 

Par.  Beguird,  divorced^ wronged,  fpighted,  flain  I 
Moft  deteftable  Death,  by  thee  beguil'd, 
By  cruel,  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown*—— 
O  Love  I  O  Life  f  not  Life,  but  Love  in  Death. 

Cap.  Defpis'd,diftrefred,  hated,  martyr'd,  kiU'd— - 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam*ft  thou  now 
To  murther,  murther  our  Solemnity  ? 
QChUd!  O  ChMl  mySouU  and  not  my  CVi\\d\ 

F  I  ^^^^ 
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Dead  art  thou*— r-alack  my  Child  is  dead. 
And  with  my  Chilci>  my  Joys  are  buried. 

Fri.  Peace  ho  for  ihame Confufions  ?  Care  lives  not 

In  thefe  Confufions.     Heaven  and  your  fclf 
Had  part  in  this  fair  Maid,  now  Heaven  hath  all. 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  Maid: 
Your  part  in  her,  you  could  not  keep  from  Death* 
But  Heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  Life : 
The  moft  you  fought  was  her  Promotion, 
For  'twas  your  Heaven  that  Oie  fhould  b^  advanced ; 
And  weep  ye  now,  feeing  (he  is  advanced 
Above  the  Clouds,  as  high  as  Heaven  it  felf  ? 
O  in  this  love,  you  love  your  Child  fo  ill. 
That  you  run  mad,  feeing  that  (he  is  well. 
She's  not  well  Married  that  lives  married  Ibng, 
But  (he's  beft  Married  that  dyes  piarried  young. 
Dry  up  your  Tears,  and  ftick  your  Rofemary 
On  this  fair  Coarfe,  and  as  the  Cuilom  is. 
All  in  her  beft  Array,  bear  her  to  Church : 
For  tho'  fpnd  Nature  bids  all  us  lament, 
.Yet  Nature's  Tears  are  Reafon's  Merriment. 

Cap.  All  things  chat  we  ordained  Feftival, 
Turn  from  their  Office  to  black  Funeral: 
Our  Inftruments,  to  melancholly  Bells ; 
Our  wedding  Chear,  to  a  fad  burial  Feaft; 
Our  folemn  Hymns,  to  fuUen  Dirges  cbange.V 
Our  Bridal  Flowers,  ferve  for  a  buried  Coarfe; 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri.  Sir,  go  you  in,  ^nd  Madim,  go  with  him. 
And  go,  ^'wPariSy  every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  Coarfe  unto  her  Grave. 
The  Heavens  do  lowre  upon  you  for  fome  ill : 
Move  them  no  more,  by  croffing  their  high  Will.  [Exemt^ 

Mh.  Faith  we  may  put  up  our  Pipes  and  be  gone. 

Nut.  Honeft  good  Fellows:  Ah,  put  up,  put  up, 
.  For  well  you  (enow  this  is  a  pitiful  Cafe. 

Mh.  AyjbyinyTroth,theCafemaybeamendedf 

Enter  Peter.     ,       .  , 

feu  Muficians;  Oh  Muficjans, 
Heart's  eafe.  Heart's  eafe }  •••.,> 
Qhjf  ^d  jKou  will  l^avc  flQ?liye,  glay  Hwt'^  eafg^ 
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Mti,  Why  Heart's  eafe? 
Pa.  O  Muficiansy 
Bccaufe  my  Heart  it  fclf  plays,  my  Heart  is  full. 
Mm.  Not  a  dump  we,  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 
Pen  You  will  not  then  ? 
Mm.  No. 

Per.  I  will  then  giye  it  you  foundly. 
M^.  What  will  you  give  us? 
Pet.  No  Mony  on  njy  Faith,  but  the  GleeV. 
I  will  give  you  the  Miniftrel* 
Mm.  Then  I  will  give  you  the  Serving  Creature^ 
Pet.  TTien  will  I  lay  the  ferving  Creature's  Dagger  on  your 
Pate.    I  will  carry  no  Crotchets,  I'll  Re  ypu,  I'll  Fa  you,  dp 
you  Note  me? 
Mm.  And  you  Re  us,  and  Fa  us,  you  Note  us. 
1  Mm.  Pray  you  put  up  your  Dagger, 
And  put  out  your  Wit. 
Then  have  at  you  with  niy  Wit. 

Pet.  I  will  dry-beat  you  with  an  Iron  Wit, 
And  put  up  my  Iron  Dagger. 
Anfwer  me  like  Men  : 

When  griping  Griefs  the  Heart  doth  woun4 
Then  Muficfcwith  her  Silver  found 
Why  Silver  found  ?  Why  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found  ? 
What  fay  you,  Simon  Catling : 
Mm.  Marry,  Sir,  becaufe  Silver  hath  a  fweet  found. 
Pet.  Prateft  i  what  fay  you,  \HMgh  Rebecl^l 
zMh*  I  fay  Silver  found,  becaufe  Muficians  found  forSil- 
Pet.  Prateft  too  ?  wh^t  fay  you,  James  Somd-Poftl    jf ver. 
J  Mm.  Faith  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 
P^t.  O  I  cry  you  mercy,  you  are  the  Singer. 
I  will  fay  for  you,  it  is  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found, 
Becaufe  Muficians  have  no  Gold  for  founding: 
Then  Mufick  with  her  Silver  found,  with  fpeedy  help  doth 
lendredrefs.  [jExit. 

Mm.  What  a  peftilent  Knave  is  this  fame? 
%  Mm.  Hang  him,  Jackj,  come,  we'll  in  here,  tarry  for  the 
Mourners,  and  ftay  Dinner.  "  [Exit. 
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ACT    V.     SCENE  L 

SCENE    Mantua. 

Enter  jR^omeo* 

Rem,  TF  I  may  truft  the  flattering  truth  of  Sleeps    ' 

jL  My  Dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  News  at  band^ 
My  Bofom's  Lord  fits  lightly  in  his  Throne, 
And  all  this  winged  unaccuftom*d  Spirit, 
Lifts  me  above  the  Ground  with  chearful  Thoughts* 
I  dreamt  my  Lady  came  and  found  me  dead, 
(Strange  Dream !  that  gives  a  dead  Man  leave  to  think) 
And  brcath'd  fuch  Life  with  Kifles  in  my  Lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  Emperor. 
Ah  me !  how  fweet  is  Love  it  fclf  poflef^ 
When  but  Love's  Shadows  arcj  fo  rich  in  Joy. 

Enter  Romeo'j  Man. 

News  from  Pirona- How  now  Balthazar  ? 

Dofl:  thou  not  bring  me  Letters  from  the  Friar  i 
How  doth  my  Lad^  ?  Is  my  Father  well  ? 
How  doth  my  Lady  Jf^Uet  i  That  I  ask  again, 
iFor  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  ftie  be  weU. 

Man.  Then  flic  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill. 
Her  Body  fleeps  in  C^ulet's  Monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  Angels  lives : 
I  faw  her  laid  low  in  her  Kindreds  Vault, 
And  prefently  took  Poft  to  tell  it  you  : 
O  pardon  me  for  bringing  thefe  ill  News, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  Office,  Sir. 

Rom.  Is  it  even  fo  ?:■  i 
Then  I  deny  vbu  Stars, 

Thou  kooweft  ft)y  Lodging,  get  me  Ink  and  Paper, 
And  hire  Poft-Horfes,  I  will  hence  to  Night. 

Man.  I  do  befecch  you.  Sir,  have  patience : 
Your  Looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
§ome  Mifad venture. 

Rom.  Tufli,  thou  art  deceiv'3, 
I-eave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do: 
/&/?  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Friar  ? 
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Af4ft.  No,  good  my  Lord. 
Horn.  Ko  matter :  Get  thee  gone. 
And  hiretbofe  Horfes,  TU  be  with  thee  (Iraigbt.  [Exit  Mmm. 
Well  JuUet^  I  will  lye  with  thee  to  Night ; 

Let's  lee  for  means O  Mifchief  thou  art  fwift 

To  enter  in  the  Thought  of  dcfperate  Men: 

I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  which  late  I  noted 

In  tattcr'd  Weeds,  with  overwhelming  Brows, 

Culling  of  Simples;  Meager  were  his  Looks, 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones : 

And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortoife  hung. 

An  Alligator  ftuft,  and  other  Skins 

Of  ill-lhap'd  Fifties,  and  about  his  Shelves 

A  beggarly  Account  of  empty  Boxes ; 

Green  earthen  Pots,  Bladders,  and  mufty  Seeds, 

Remnants  of  Packthread,  and  old  Cakes  of  Rofes 

Were  thinly  fcattered,  to  make  up  a  fhew. 

Noting  this  Penury,  to  my  fc!f  I  faid. 

And  if  a  Man  did  need  a  Poifon  now, 

Whofe  fale  is  prefent  Death  in  Mantua^ 

Here  lives  a  Caitiff  Wretch  would  fell  it  him« 

O  this  fame  Thought  did  but  fore-run  my  Need, 

And  this  fame  needy  Man  muft  fell  it  me. 

As  I  remember,  this  (hould  be  the  Houfe, 

Being  holy-day,  the  Beggar's  Shop  is  (hut* 

What  ho  !  Apothecary  ! 

Enter  apothecary, 
jip.  Who  calls  fo  loud? 

Rom.  Come  hither  Man,  I  fee  that  thou  art  poor. 
Hold,  there  is  forty  Ducats,  let  me  have 
A  Dram  of  Poifon»  fuch  foon^fpeeding  Geer» 
As  will  difperfe  it  felf  thro'  all  the  Veins, 
That  the  Life»weary*taker  may  fall  Dead, 
And  that  the  Trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  Breath, 
As  violently,  as  hafty  Powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  Canon's  Womb, 

^p.  Such  Mortal  Drugs  I  have,  but  Afantua^s  Law 
Is  Death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  fo  bare  and  full  of  Wretchedxvt&> 
And  fe^'ft  to  dyei  Fmine  h  in  thy  Checks^ 
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Need  and  Oppreffion  ftarvcth  in  thine  Eyes,^ 
Contempt  and  Beggary  hang  on  thy  Back : 
The  World  is  not  thy  Friend,  nor  the  World's  Law  j 
The  World  ^fibrds  no  Law  to  make  thee  Rich. 
Then  be  not  Poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this, 

jip.  My  Poverty,  but  not  my  Will  confents. 

Rom.  I  pray  thy  Poverty,  and  not  thy  Will* 

j^p.  Put  this  in  any  Liquid  thing  you  will. 
And  drink  it  ofiF,  and  if  you  had  the  Strength 
Of  twenty  Men,  it  would  difpatch  you  ftraight. 

Rom.  There  is  thy  Gold,  worfe  Poifon  to  Mens  Souls,' 
Doing  more  Murder  in  this  loathfom  World, 
Than  thefe  poor  Compounds  that  thou  maift  not  fell : 
I  fell  thee  Poifon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none. 
Farewel,  buy  Food,  andgctthyfelf  inFlefli. 
Come  Cordial,  and  not  Poifon,  go  with  me 
To  Jdiefs  Grave,  for  there  muft  I  ufe  thee.  [Exemff^ 

SCENE    II.     The  Mmaflery  near  Verona. 

Enter  Friar  John  to  Friar  Lawrence. 

yohn.  Holy  Francifcan  Friar  f  Brother !  ho  I 

Law.  This  fame  fliould  be  the  Voice  of  Friar  J^h^h 

Welcome  from  Mantua^  what  fays  Romeo  \ 

Or  if  his  Mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  Letter. 
John.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  Brother  out. 

One  of  our  Order,  to  affociate  me, 

Here  in  this  City  vifiting  the  Sick, 
.  And  finding  him,  the  Searchers  of  the  Town^ 

Sufpefting  that  we  both  were  in  a  Houfe 

Where  the  infeftious  Peftilence  did  reign, 

Seai'd  up  the  Doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth. 

So  that  my  fpecd  to  Mantua  there  was  ftaid. 
Law.   Who  bare  my  Letter  then  to  Romep\ 
John.  I  could  not  fend  it ;  here  it  is  again. 

Nor  get  a  Meflenger  to  bring  it  thee. 

So  fearful  were  they  of  Infedion. 

Law.  Unhappy  Eortunei  by  my  Brotherhood, 

The  Letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  Charge         ' 

Of  dear  Import,  and  the  negleding  it 
May  do  much  Danger.     Friar  ^ob»,  gp  Viexvct^ 
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Get  me  an  Iron  Crow,  and  bring  it  ftreighc 
Unto  my  Cell. 

John.  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  [Exit. 

Law.  Now  muft  I  to  the  Monument  alone, 
Within  this  three  Hours  will  fair  JhUci  wake. 
She  will  beflircw  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  Accidents: 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  Cell  'till  Romeo  come, 
Poor  living  Coarfe,  clos'd  in  a  dead  Man's  Tomb.        [^^f. 

SCENE  III.     A  church-yard,  in  it,  a  noble 
Monument  helofiging  to  the  Capulets. 

Enter  Paris  and  his  Page^  with  a  Light. 

Par.  Give  me  thy  Torch,  Boy;  hence,  and  ftand  aloof; 
Yit  put' it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  fecn  ; 
Under  yond*  young  Trees  lay  thee  all  along. 
Laying  thy  Ear  clofe  to  the  hollow  Ground, 
So  (hall  no  foot  upon  the  Church-yard  tread, 
Being  loofe,  unfi'rm,  with  digging  up  of  (Graves, 
But  thou  ih^lt  hear  it :  Whiftle  then  to  me, 
As  fignal  that  thou  heareft  fomething  approach. 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers.    Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Pag.  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  (land  alone 
Here  in  the  Church-yard,  yet  I  will  adventure.  {Ejpit. 

Paf.  Sweet  Flower,  with  Flowers  thy  bridgl  Bed  I  Itrew : 
O  Woe,  thy  Canopy  is  Daft  and  Stonef, 
Which  with  fweet  Water  nightly  I  will  dew. 
Or  wanting  that,  with  Tears  diftill'd  by  Monesj 
The  Obfequiesf  that  I  for  thee  will  keep. 
Nightly  fiiiflil]  be,  to  ftrew  thy  Grave  and  weep. 

[The  Boy  whifllfs. 

The  Boy  gives  warning,  fomething  doth  approach, — ^ — 

What  curfed  Foot  wanders  this  way  to  Night, 

io  crofs  my  Obfequies,  and  true  Loves  Right? 

What  with  a  Torch?  Mufl3e  me,  Niqht,  a  while. 
Enter  Romeo  and  Peter'  with  a  Light. 
Horn.  Give  me  that  Mattoclr,  and  the  wrcncVut\gltoti* 

|Iold,ti^e  rfji/^m^r,  «r/y  in  the  Morning 
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See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  Lord  and  Father, 

Give  me  the  Light ;  upon  thy  Life  I  charge  thee^ 

Whate'er  thou  hear'ft  or  feeft,  ftand  all  aloof. 

And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  Courfe^    . 

Why  I  defcepd  into  this  Bed  of  Death, 

Is  partly  to  behold  my  Lady's  Face  : 

But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  Finger, 

A  precious  King,  a  Ring  that  I  muft  ufe 

In  dear  Employments  therefore  hence  be  gone : 

But  if  thou.  Jealous*  doft  return  to  Pry 

In  what  I  further  (hall  intend  to  do. 

By  Heaven  I  will  tear  thee  Joint  by  Joint, 

And  ftrew  thi5  hungry  Church-yard  withthy  Limbs : 

The  Time*  and  my  Intents  are  favage  wild* 

More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far. 

Than  empty  Tygen,  or  the  roaring  Sea. 

Pit.  I  will  be  gone  Sir>  and  not  trouble  you. 

Rom.  So  Ihaltthou  (hewmeFriendihip:  Take  thou  tl 
Live  and  be  profperous,  and  farewel  good  Fellow. » 

Pet.  For  all  this  fame,  FU  hide  me  here  about. 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  [I 

Rom*  Thou  deteftable  Maw,  thou  Womb  of  Deaths 
Gorg'd  with  the  dcareft  Morfel  of  the  Earth : 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  Jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  of  en  the  Monnn 
And  in  defpight,  1^11  cram  thee  with  more  Food, 

Par.  This  is  that  baniiht  haughty  Monntaguc 
That  murthered  my  Love's  Coufin;  with  which  Grief^ 
It  is  fuppofed  the  Fair  Creature  died. 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fome  Villanous  Shame 
To  the  dead  Bodies  .*  I  will  apprehend  him. 
Stop  thy  unhallowed  Toil,  vile  Mountague: 
Can  Vengeance  be  purfu'd  further  than  Death  ? 
Condemned  Villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee ; 
Obey,  and  go  with  me,  for  thou  muft  Die. 

Rom.^^  muft  indeed,  and  therefore  came  I  hither  — *► 
Good  gentle  Youth,  tempt  not  a  defperate  Man, 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me,  think  upon  thofe  gone^ 
Let  them  affright  thee.  I  befeechthee.  Youth, 
Pu]]  not  another  Sin  upon  my  Head, 
By  urging  me  to  Fury.     O  be  gone, 
By  Heaven  I  ipve  thee  better  tW  xss^  ^t\?\ 
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For  I  come  hither  arm*d  againft  my  felf : 
Stay  nor^  be  gone ;  Live,  and  hereafter  fay, 
A  mad  Man's  Mercy  bid  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defie  thy  Commiferation, 
And  apprehend  thee  ror  a  Fellon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  Then  have  at  thee  Boy, 

\They  Fights  Pzris  falls. 

Pag.  O  Lord  they  Fight,  I  will  go  call  thee  Watch. 

Par.  O  I  am  flain ;  if  thou  be  Merciful, 
Open  the  Tomb,  lay  me  with  JuUtt. 

Rem.  In  Faith  I  will :  Let  me  perufe  this  Face  — — 
Mercmtic's  Kinfman  I  Noble  County  Paris  I 
What  faid  my  Man,  when  my  betofled  Soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  i  I  think 
He  told  me  Paris  fliould  have  married  Juliet. 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  Or  did  I  dream  it  fo  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  J^liet^ 
To  think  it  was  fb  ?  O  give  me  thy  Hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  four  Misfortune's  Book, 
rU  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  Grave. 
A  Grave?  O  noaLanthorn,  (laughter'd  Youth: 
For  here  lyes  Julieh  and  her  Beauty  makes 
This  Vault  a  Feafting  Prefence  full  of  Light* 
Death,  lye  thou  there,  by  a  dead  Man  interr'd. 
How  oft  when  Men  are  at  the  Point  of  Death, 
Have  they  been  Merry  ?  Which  their  Keepers  call 
A  Lightning  before  Death  i  O  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  Lightning  ?  O  my  Love,  my  Wife, 
Death  that  hath  fuckt  the  Honey  of  thy  Breath, 
Hath  had  no  Power  yet  upon  thy  Beauty : 
Thou  art  not  Conquered,  Beauties  Enfign  yet 
Is  Crimfon  in  thy  Lips,  and  in  thy  Cheeks, 

And  Death's  pale  Flag  is  not  advanced  there*         ^ 

Tjkalt^  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  bk)ody  Sheet  ? 

0  what  more  Favour  can  I  do  to  thee. 

Then  with  that  Hand  that  cut  thy  Youth  in  twain, 

To  funder  his  that  was  thy  Enemy  ? 

Forgive  me,  Coufin.     Ah  dear  Jnlies : 

Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  I  will  believe^ 

Shall  I  believe,  that  unfubfiantial  Death  is  Amorous  ? 

Aoithat  the  lean  abhorred  Monfter,  keeps 

Thee  here  in  Dirk,  to  he  his  Paramour  ?  ^^t 
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For  fear  of  that,  I  ftill  will  ftay  with  thee, 

And  never  from  this  Palace  of  dim  Night 

Depart  again:  Come  lye  thou  injmy  Arms^ 

Here's  to  thy  Health,  where- e'er  thou  tumblcft  iril 

O  true  Apothecary ! 

Thy  Drugs  are  quick.    Thus  with  a  Kifs  I  die. 

Depart  again;  here,  here  will  I  remain. 

With  Worms  that  are  thy  Chamber- Maids;  O  hcrtf 

Will  I  fet  up  my  Everlafting  reft ; 

And  (hake  the  Yoak  of  inaufpicibus  Stars 

From  this  World's  wearied  Flefli,  Eyes  look  your  laft J 

Arms  take  your  laft  Embrace;  and  Lips,  O  you 

The  Doors  of  Breath,  feal  with  a  Righteous  Kifs 

A  dafelefs  Bargain  to  engrofling  Death : 

Come  bitter  Conduft,  come  unfavoury  Guide, 

Thou  defperate  Pilot,  now  at  orice  run  on 

The  dafliing  Rocks  thy  Sea-fick  weary  Bark: 

Herc*s  to  my  Love.     O  true  Apothecary ! 

Thy  Dru^s  are  quick.     Thus  with  a  Kifs  I  die. 

Enter  FrUr  Lawrence  with  Lainthornj  Crow^  and  Spade*. 

Fri.  St.  Francis  be  my  fpeed,  how  oft  to  Night 
Have  my  old  Feet  ftumblcd  at  Graves?  Who*s  there? 

Pet.  Here's  one,  a  Friend,  and  one  that  knows  you  welh 

Fri.  Blifs  be  upon  you.    Tell  me,  good  my  Friend, 
What  Torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  Light 
To  grubs  and  eyelefs  Sculls?  As  I  difcern. 
It  burneth  in  the  Capulets  Monument* 

Pet.  It  doth  fo.  Holy  Sir. 
And  there's  my  Mafter,  one  that  you  Love^ 

Fri.  Who  is  it? 

Pet,  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  been  there? 

Pet.  Full  half  an  hour. 

Fri.  Go  wich  me  to  the  Vault. 

Pet.  T  dare  nor,  Sir. 
My  M  after  knovcs  not  but  I  am  gone  henCei 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  Death, 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  Intents. 

Fri.  Stay,  then  Til  go  alone ;  fears  conies  Updh  tfie; 
O  much  I  fear  fome  ill  unlucky  things 

Pit* 
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Pet.  As  I  did  flcep  under  this  young  Tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  Mafter  and  another  fought. 
And  that  my  Mafter  (lew.  him. 

FrL  R^mco! 
Alack,  alack,  what  Blood  is  this  which  ftains 
The  ftony  Entrance  of  this  Sepulchre  ? 
What  mean  thefe  Mafterlefs  and  Goary  Swords 
To  lie  difcolour'd  by  this  place  of  Peace  ? 
R$m€0 1  oh  pale!  Who  elfe?  What  Paris  too? 
And  fleep'd  in  Blood  ?  Ah  what  an  unkind  Hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  Chance? 
The  Lady  ftirs. 

JuL  O  comfortable  Friar,  where*s  my  Lord  ? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  fhould  be ; 
And  there  I  am ;  where  is  niy  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  I  hear  fome  noife,  Lady,  come  from  that  Neft 
Of  Death*  Contagion*  and  unnatural  Sleep ; 
A  greater  Power  than  we  can  contradift 
Hath  thwarted  our  Intents;  come,  come  away. 
Thy  Husband  in  thy  Bofom  there  lyes  Dead* 
And  Paris  too— i — Come  Til  difpofe  of  thee. 
Among  a  Sifterhood  of  Holy  Nuns: 
Stay  not  to  queftioo,  for  the  Watch  is  coming. 
Come,  go  good  Juliet,  I  dare  no  longer  ftay« 

lExit. 
JhL  Go*  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 
What's  here  ?  A  Cup  clos'd  in  my  true  Love's  hand  ? 
bifon  I  fee  hath  been  his  timelefs  End. 
0  Churl,  drink  all*  and  left  no  Friendly  drop* 
To  help  me  after?  I  will  Kifs  thy  Lips, 
Haply  fome  Poifon  yet  doth  Hang  on  them* 
To  make  me  Die  with  a  Reftorative. 
Thy  Lips  are  warm. 

Enter  Boy  and  Watch. 
Watch.  Lead  Boy,  which  way  ? 
^juL  Yea,  npife? 
Then  I'll  be  brief,     O  hippy  Dagger^ 
!Tis  in  thy  Sheath,  there  ruft  and  let  me  die.^ 

[Kills  her  felf. 
hj.  This  is  the  place, 
. .  1  *l«rc  where  the  Torch  doth  burn* 
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Watch.  The  Ground  is  bloody, 
Search  about  the  Church-yard. 
Go  feme  of  you,  who  e'er  you  find  attach* 
Pitiful  fight  I  here  lyes  the  County  flain, 
And  JfiUei  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead* 
Who  here  hath  lain  thefe  two  Days  buried. 
Go  tell  the  Prince,  run  to  the  CapmUtSj 
Raife  up  the  MountagueSf  fome  others  fearch- 
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We  fee  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Woes  do  lyc ;        . 
But  the  true  Ground  of  all  thefe  piteous  Woes 
We  cannot  without  Circuinftance  defcry. 

Enter  fome  of  the  Watch  with  KomeoV  Man. 

z  Watch.  Hcrc*s  ^^i»M*s  Man, 
We  found  him  in  the  Churcb^ytrd^ 

1  Watch.  Hold  him  in  fafety,  'till  the  Prince  tomes  hither. 
Enttr  Friar  and  a  third  Watchman. 

^  Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar  that  trembles,  fighs  and  weeps  x 
We  took  this  Mattock  and  this  Sp^e  from  him^ 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  Church-yard  fide, 

k  Watch.  A  great  Sufpicion>  ftay  the  Friar  too^ 
Enter  the  Prince  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  mifadventure  is  fo  early  up^ 
^At  calls  our  Perfon  from  our  Mornings  Reft? 

Entet  Capulet  and  Lady  Capulec* 

Cap.  What  fliould  it  be  that  they  fo  fliriek abroad} 

La.  Cap.  O  the  People  in  the  Street  cry  Romew^ 
Some  JnUety  and  fome  Paris^  and  all  run 
With  open  out- cry  toward  our  Monuments 

Prince.  Wlut  Fear  is  this  which  ftartles  in  your  Ears? 

Watch.  Soveraign,  here  lyes  the  County  Paris  flain^ 
And  Romeo  deadt  and  Juliet  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  kiird. 

Prince.  Search, 
Seek,  and  know  how  this  foul  Murthcr  comes. 

Watch.  Here  is  a  Friar,  and.flaughtcr'd  Rome$*s  Man^ 
With  Inftruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
Thefe  dead  Mens  Tombs^ 

Cap.  O  Heaven  1 
O  Wife,  look  how  our  Daughter  bleeds! 
This  Dagger  hath  mifta*en>  for  loe  his  Houft 
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Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Mountagne^ 

And  is  inif*(heathecl  in  my  Daughter's  Bofom. 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  this  (i^ht  of  Death  is  as  a  Bell, 
That  warns  my  old  Age  to  a  Sepulcher. 

Enter  Moujtague. 

PrL  C  )mc,  Mountague^  for  thou  arc  early  up 
To  fee  th)  Son  and  Hejr  now  early  down. 

Moun.  Alas,  my  Liege,  my  Wife  \%  dead  to  Night, 
Grief  of  my  Son's  txile  hath  ftop'd  her  Breath  : 
What  further  Wo  confpires  againft  my  Age  ? 

Pri.  Look,  and  thou  (hale  fee. 

Moun.  Othouuntaughtj  what  Manners  is  in  this^ 
To  prefs  before  thy  Father  to  a  Grave? 

Pru  %:^\  up  the  mouth  of  Out-rage  for  a  while. 
Till  we  can  clear  thefe  Ambiguities, 
And  know  their  Spring,  their  Head,  their  true  Defcent ; 
And  then  wiil  I. be  General  of  your  Woes, 
And  lead  you  even  to  Death.     Mean  time  forbear. 
And  let  Mifchance  be  Slave  to  Patience. 
Bring  forth  the  Parties  of  Sufpicion. 

Tr'u  I  am  rhegreatefl,  able  to  do  leaft. 
Yet  moft  fufpedcd,  as  the  Time  and  Place 
Doth  make  aj^^inft  me,  of  this  direful  Murther  : 
And  here  I  ftind  both  to  Impeach  and  Purge 
My  felf  Condemned,  and  my  felf  Excus'd. 

Pri.  Then  fay  at  once  what  thou  doft  know  in  this  ? 

Tru  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  ftiort  date  of  Breath 
Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tedious  I'ale. 
hmeo^  there  dead,  was  Husband  to  that  Juliet ; 
And  (he  there  dead,  that  Romeo*s  faithful  Wife: 
I  Married  ihem  ;  and  their  ftojn  Marriage  Day 
Was  Tjhalt*s  Dooms-day,  whofe  untimely  Death 
Banilh'd  the  new-made  Bridegroom  from  this  City ; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt^  Juliet  pin'd. 
You,  tp  remove  that  Siege  of  Grief  from  her, 
Bctroth'd,  and  would  have  Married  her  perforce 
To  County  Paris.     Then  comes  fhe  to  me. 
And,  with  wild  Looks  bid  me  devife  fome  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  fecond  Marriage, 
Or  \t\  my  Cell  there  would  flie  kill  her  felf. 

VoL-V.      ^  G  IVvtti 
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Then  gave  I  her  (Co  tmor'd  by  my  ArO 

A  flceping  Potion,  which  fo  rook  cffe6k 

As  I  intehded^  for  ic  wrought  on  her 

The  form  of  Deatk     Mean  time  I  writ  to  R§meag 

That  he  ftiould  hither  come^  as  this  dire  Night, 

To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  Grave, 

Being  the  time  the  Potion's  force  ftiould  ceafe* 

But  he  which  bore  my  Letter,  Friar  Johff^ 

Was  (laid  by  AccideiUj  and  yefternight 

Returned  my  Letter  bick;  then  all  aionc. 

At  the  prefixed  Hour  of  her  waking, 

Came  I  to  tak^  her  ficm  her  Kindreds  Vault, 

Meaning  to  keep  her  clofcly  at  n.y  Ctll, 

'Till  I  conveniently  couLI  fer.d  to  Romeo. 

But  when  I  came-(fome  Minute  e'er  the  time 

Of  Iter  awftkkig)  here  untimely  lay 

The  Noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo  dead.     . 

She  wakeS)  and  I  intreat  her  to  come  forth. 

And  bear  this  Work  of  Heaven  with  Patience: 

But  then  a  Noife  did  fcare  me  from  the  Tomb, 

And  (he,  too  defperate^  would  not  go  with  me, 

But,  as  it  feems,  did  Violence  on  her  felf. 

All  this  I  kaow,  and  co  the  Marriage  her  Nurfe  is  priv] 

If  ought  in  this  mifcarried  by  my  fault. 

Let  my  old  Life  be  facrific'd,  fome  Hour  before  the  time. 

Unto  the  Rfg<>ur  of  fevereft  Law. 

Pri.  We  ftill  have  known  thee  for  an  Holy  Man. 
WhcrQ*% Romeo^s  Man?  What  can  he  fay  to  this? 

Peter.  I  brought  my  Mailer  News  of  Jmliet^s  Death, 
And  then  in  Poft  he  came  fixjm  Mantua 
To  this  fame  Place,  to  this  fame  Monument. 
This  Letter  he  early  bid  roe  give  his  Father, 
And  threatned  mt  with  Death,  going  in  the  Vault, 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Pri.  Give  me  the  Letter,  I  will  look  on  if. 
Where  is  the  County's  Page  that  rais*d  the  Watch? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  Mafter  in  this  Place  ? 

Page.  He  came  with  Flowers  to  ftrew  his  Lady's  Gri 
And  bid  me  (land  aloof,  and  fo  I  did  : 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  Tomb, 
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And  by  and  by  my  Mailer  drew  oo  him^ 
And  then  I  ran  away  €9  call  the  Watch, 

frf.  This  Letter  doth  nuke  good  tht  FHar*s  «rard% 
Their  Courfe  of  Love,  the  tidings  of  her  Death : 
And  here  he  writes^  that  he  did  buy  a  Poifbn 
Of  a  [>oor  'Pothccary,  ao4  therewtuial 
Came  to  this  Vault  to  die,  and  lye  with  ^nUtu 
Where  be  thefe  Enemies  ?  Cstpulet^  Mountagm, 
See  what  t  Scouf^«  is  laid  upon  your  Hate,    . 
That  Hea  v'n  finds  means  to  kill  your  Joys  with  Loyc; 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  Difcords  too. 
Have  lofl  a  brace  of  Kiofmen  :  All  are  punifii'd. 
Cof*  O  Brother  M^iuuagm^  giv^eimediyHaod* 

This  is  my  Daughter's  Jointure;  fpr  no  mora 

Can  I  demand. 
At9tm.  But  I  an  giv^  tbee  more. 

For  I  will  raife  her  Stattie  in  pure  GaLd» 

That  while  FhroM  by  that  Name  is  known« 

There  Atll  no  Figure  at  that  rate  be  fet, 

As  thu  of  irue  and  Akhful  Jmliit^  . 
Cdf.  As  rich  Iball  fi^mc^  by  jii^  Lady  Jye, 

Poor  Sacrifices  of  our  Efimity. 
fri.  AgloomyPeacethisMornmg  wiijhftbriog^ 

Ihe  Sunibr  Sorrow  will  qot  Sktw  his  Head; 

60  hence  to  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things ; 

Some  (hall  be  pardon'd*  and  fofbe  punifhed. 

for  never  was  a  Story  of  more  Wo, 

Than  this  of  Juliet^  and  her  Rotneo.  [Exiunt  $mne$l 
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TfFO  Koufboldsy  both  alike  inly tgnity^ 
J  (^Infair  Veronal  where  we  lay  our  Scene) 
From  antient  Grudge^  break  to  new  Mutiny^ 

Where  Civil  Blood  makes  Civil  Hands  unclean 
From  forth  the  fatal  Loines  ofthefe  two  Foesy 

A  pair  of  Star-crofs'd  Lovers  take  their  Life, 
Whofe  mifadventufd  pitious  Overthrows^ 

®^,  with  their  ^eath^  bury  their  Tarents  Str 
The  fearful  Tajfage  of  their  Death-marked  Love 

And  the  Continuance  of  their  Tarents  Rage^ 
Which  but  their  Childrens  End  nought  could  remo 

Is  now  the  two  Hours  Traffick  of  our  Stage. 
The  whichy  if  you  with  patient  Ears  attend^ 
What  here  fhall  mifs^  our  Toil  Jhall fir ive  to  men 
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Dramatis  Perfonas. 


TImon,  A  Nobie  Athenian. 
Sis,}  rw> flattering  Lcrds. 

Apcmantus,  a  churlijh  Thilofopher. 
Scmpronius,  another  flattering  Lord. 
AlciWdeS)  an  i^thenian  General. 
Flavitii#,  Steward  to  Timon. 
FlaminiuSi  ^ 

Lucilius,     >TimonV  Servants. 
StrviMns^    ^ 
Caphis,       1 
Varro>  I 

T^hit  ^  Several  Servants  to  Ufurers. 

Hortenfius,  j 

Ventidius,  one  oflimon's  falfe  Friends. 

Cupid  and  Maskers. 

Sdr.,}  ^«««^"' *"*^*'- 

Thieves^  Senators^  !P*r^,  ^ainter^  Jeweller  M 
cer  and  Merchan$%  with  divers  Servants  4 
Attendants. 

SCENE   Athens,   and  the  IVoods  not  j 

from  it. 
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ATHENS. 

AC  T  I.     S  C  E  N  E    I 

SCENE    A  Hall  in  Timon s  Hottfi. 

Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant>  apd  Mer- 
cefj  ^f  Jeveral'DoQTS. 

POET. 
OOD  Diy,  Sir. 
Piiin.  I  am  glad  ye  are  well. 
Poet.  I  have  not  feen  you  long*  how  goes 
the  World ! 
Pain.  It  wears,  Sir,  as  it  grows. 
Pott.  Ay,  that's  well  krown. 
But  what  particular  RarityiWhat  ftjftrange. 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches:  See 
Mij^ickof  Bounty,  all  thefe  Spirits,  thy  Power 
Hull  conjur'dto  attend. 
\  \  know  the  Merchant. 
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Tain.  I  know  them  both,  th'  other's  a  Jeweller. 

Met.  Oh  'tis  a  worthy  Lord. 

Jiw.  Nay,  that's  moft  fixt, 

Mir.  A  moft  incomparable  Man,  breath'd  as  it  were^ 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  Goodnefs : 
Me  pafTes 

j^w.  I  have  a  Jewel  here. 

Mer.  O  pray  let's  fee't.     For  the  Lord  Timon^  Sir  ? 

yaw.  If  he  will  touch  the  Eftimate,  but  for  that- 


Poet.  When  we  for  recompence  have  prais'd  the  vild, 
It  ftains  the  Glory  in  that  happy  Verfe, 
Which  aptly  fings  the  good, 

Mir.  Tis  a  good  form. 

yiw.  And  rich ;  here  is  Water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  Sir,  in  fome  Work,  fome  Dedjcati 
to  the  great  Lord. 

Poit.  A  thing  dipt  idly  from  me. 
Our  Poefie  is  as  a  Gown,  which  ufes 
From  whence  'tis  nouriiht :  The  fire  i'th'  Flint 
Shews  not  'till  it  be  ftruck:  Our  gentle  Flame 
Provokes  it  felf,  and  like  the  current  flies 
jBach  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  Pidure,  Sir:— When  comes  your  Book  fort 

Poif.  Upon  the  Heels  of  my  Prefentment,  Sir, 
Let's  fee  your  Piece. 

Pain.  *Tis  a  good  Piece. 

Pat.  So  'tis,  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Pat.  Admirable!  How  this  Grace 
Speaks  his  own  ftanding ;  what  a  mental  Power 
This  Eye  fhoots  forth  ?  How  big  Imagination 
Moves  in  this  Lip;  to  th'dumbnefs  of  the  Gefture» 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  Life: 
Here  is  a  touch— Is't  good  f 

Pat.  I  will  fay  of  it. 
It  tutors  Nature,  artificial  Strife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches  livelier  than  Life* 

Enter  certain  Sinators^ 

Pain.  How  this  Lord  is  followed !      ' 
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I      Poet.  The  Senators  of  Athensy  happy  Men. 
f       Pain.  Look,  more. 

Poet.  You  (ee  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  Vifiterf^ 
I  have,  in  this  rough  Work,  ftiap'd  out  a  Man, 
Whom  this  beneath  World  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplcft  Entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  it  felf 
In  a  wide  Sea  of  Wax,  no  levcU'd  Malice 
Infeds  one  Comma  in  the  Courfe  I  hold. 
But  flies  an  Eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  op, 
Leaving  no  Traft  behind. 
Pain.  How  ftiall  I  under ftand  you  ? 
Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 
You  fee  how  all  Conditions,  how  all  Minds, 
As  well  of  glib  and  flippVy  Creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  suftere  Quality,  tender  down 
Their  Services  to  Lord  Ttmonx  His  large  Fortune, 
Upo^  his  good  and  gracious  Nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  Love  and  Tendance 
All  forts  of  Hearts ;  yea,  from  the  plafs-fac'd  Flatterer 
To  Aftmantus^  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf,  even  he  drops  down 
The  Knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Moft  rich  in  Timon  s  Nod. 
Pain.  I  faw  them  fpeak  togetl  er. 
Poet.  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  Hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd.  The  bafeoW  Mount 
Is  ranked  with  all  Deferts,  all  kind  of  Natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  Sphere, 
'0  propagate  their  States  ;  amongrt  them  all, 
'''hofe  Eyes  are  on  this  Sovereign  Lady  fixr, 
One  do  I  perfonate  of  Lord  Timon  s  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  Ivory  Hand  wafts  to  her, 
Whofe  prefent  Grace,  to  prefent  Slaves  and  Servants 
Tranflites  his  Rivals. 

Pain.  ^Ts  conceived,  to  fcope 
This  Throne,  this  Forr^ine,  and  this  Hill,  methinks 
With  one  Man  beckn'd  f  om  the  reft  below. 
Bowing  his  Head  againft  the  fteepy  Mount, 
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To  climb  his  Happincfs,  would  be  well  expreft 
In  our  Condition. 

Paet^  N^y*  Sir,  but  hear  me  on : 
AH  thofe  which  were  his  Fellows  but  of  late, 
Some  better  than  his  Value;  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  (trides,  his  Lobbies  fill  with  tendance. 
Rain  facriGcial  Whifperings  in  bis  Ear, 
Make  facred  even  his  Scirrop,  and  through  hisn 
Drink  the  free  Air, 

P^/;^/ Ay  marry,  whatof  thefe? 

Poet.  When  Fortune  in  her  ihift  and  change  of  Mood 
Spurns  down  her  late  beloved ;  all  his  Dependants, 
Which  laboui'd  after  him  to  the  Mountain's  top. 
Even  on  their  Knees  and  Hands  let  him  flip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  Foot. 

Paw.  *Tis  common : 
A  thoufand  moral  Paintings  I  can  (hew. 
That  (hall  demonftrate  thefe  quick  blows  of  Fortune, 
More  pregnantly  than  Words,     Yet  you  do  well. 
To  ftiew  LordTiw^;^,  that  mean  Eyes  have  feen. 
The  Foot  above  the  Head. 

Trumf  its  found.    Enter  Lord  Timon  addrejpng  himfelf  c^i 

teoHJly  to  every  Suitor. 

Tim.  Imprifoned  is  he,  fay  you  ?  [7>  a  Adejfeng 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  five  Talents  is  hisDebr, 
His  means  moft  ftiort,  his  Creditors  moft  ftraight: 
Your  honourable  Letter  he  defires 
f  o  thofe  have  fliut  him  up,  which  failing  to  h"m. 
Periods  his  Comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  ^«//Wi«i!  well-— 
I  am  not  of  that  Feather,  to  fhake  off 
l^y  Friend  when  he  moft  needs  me.  I  do  know  him 
A  Gentleman  that  well  defervcs  a  help, 
^hich  he  ftiall  have.  I'll  pay  the  Debt,  and  free  him. 
Mef.  Your  Lordfliip  ever  binds  him. 
Tim.  Commend  me  to  him,  I  will  fend  his  R^nfom, 
/And  being  Enfranchised,  bid  him  come  tome; 
|*Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
IButto  fupport  him  after.  .Fare  you  well, 
'    /^^  All  HsippinQfs  to  your  Honour*  [£; 
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Enter  an  Old  Athenian. 
O*  Ath.  Lord  Timon^  hear  me  fpeak. 
Tim.  Freely,  good  Father. 
O.  Ath.  Thou  haft  a  Servant  nam*d  Lucilius. 
Tim.  I  have  fo  :  What  of  him  ? 
O.  Ath.  Moft  Noble  Timon^  call  the  Mao  before  thee. 
Tim.  Attends  be  here  or  no  ?  LuciliHS. 

Enter  Lucilius. 
Lttcil.  Here,  at  your  Lordfliip's  Service. 
O.  A$h.  This  Fellow  here.  Lord  Tim^n,  this  thy  Creaturt 
By  Night  frequents  my  Houfe.     I  am  a  Man 
That  from  my  firft  have  been  inclined  to  Thrift, 
And  my  Eftate  deferves  an  Heir  more  rais'd. 
Than  one  which  holds  a  Trencher. 
Tim:  Well :  What  further  ? 
0.  Ath.  One  only  Daughter  have  L  no  Kin  elfe^ 
On  whom  I  may  confer  vihat  I  have  got: 
The  Maid  is  fair,  o'th'youngeft  for  a  Bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  coft, 
In  Qualities  of  the  beft.     This  Man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  Love :  I  pray  thee,  Noble  Lord, 
loin  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  Refort ; 
My  felf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 
Ttm.  The  Man  is  honeft. 
0,  A$h.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon^ 
His.hooefty  rewards  him  in  it  felf« 
It  muft  not  bear  my  Daughter. 
Tim.  Does  (be  love  him$ 
0.  Ath.  She  is  young*  and  apt ; 
Our  own  precedent  Pamons  do  inftrud  us. 
What  levity's  in  Youth. 
Ttm.  Love  you  the  Maid  ? 
Lucil.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  and  /he  accepts  of  it« 
0.  Atb»  if  in  her  Marriage  my  confent  be  miffing, 
I  call  the  @od$  to  witnefs,  I  will  chufe 
Mine  Heir  from  fonh  the  Beggars  of  the  World, 
And  difpoffefs  her  a^. 

Ttm.  How  (hall  (he  be  endowed. 
If  (he  be  mated  with  an  equal  Husband  { 
(i*Aih.  Three  Talents  on  the  prefent,  in  future  iH. 
Ttjm.  This  Genrl^man  of  mine  hath  fety*dmt\oTv^\ 
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To  build  his  Fortune  I  will  ftrain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  Bond  in  Men.    Give  hini  thy  Daughter: 
What  you  beftow,  in  him  111  Coanterpoif^, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her.      * 

O.  jith.  Moft  noble  Lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  Honour,  (he  is  his^ 

Tim.  My  Hand  to  thee, 
Mine  Honour  on  my  Promife* 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Lordfliip-  nevei:  may 
That  State  or  Fortune  fall  into  my  keeping. 
Which  is  not  owed  to  you.  | 

Poet.  Voi^chfafc  my  Labour, 
And  long  live  your  Lordfhip. 

Ttm.  I  thank  you,  you  ftiall  hear  from  me  anon  : 
Go  not  away.    What  have  you  there,  my  Friend  ? 

Pafff.  A  piecf  of  Painting,  which  I  do  befeech 
Your  Lordlliip  to  accept. 

Tim,  Painting  is  wc'come. 
The  Painting  is  almoft  the  natural.  Man : 
For  fince  Diftionour  trafficks  with  Man's  Nature, 
He  is  but  out*(ide:  The  Pcilil-d  Figures  are 
Even  fuch  as  they  g^ve  our.    I  Jike  your  work. 
And  you  fliall  find  I  like  it:  Wait  AttendanciP 
*Tiil  you  hear  further  from  me. 
Pain.  The  Gods  prefiprve  ye. 
Tim.  Well  fare  you  Gcntieraan;    Give  me  your  Hi 
We  muft  needs  dine  together  :  Sir,  your  Jewel 
Hath  fufFered  under  Praife. 
..   Jew.  Whit  my  Lord  ?  difpraife  ?  / 

Tern.  A  meer  fatiety  of  Commendations, 
If  I  (hould  p^y  you  for't  as  'tis  excoll*d. 
It  would  unclew  me  quite, 
Joi?y  My  Lord^  'tis  rated 
As  thofe  which  fell  would  give;  But  you  well  know. 
Things  of  like  value  differing  in  the  Owners, 
Arepriz'dfo  by  their  Matters.  Believ't,  dear  Lord, 
You  mc.d  the  Jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 
Ttm.  Well  mock'd. 

Entex  Apemantu^. 
JMer.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  fpcaks  the  common  Tor 
Which  all  M^n  /peak  with  him. 
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Tgm.  Look  who  comes  here,  will  you  be  chidS 
j^ra^.  We'll  bear  with  your  Lordlhip, 
A^er.  He'JJ  fpare  none*  • 

7i«r.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  jipemantus. 
^pem.  'Till  I  be  gentle,  ftay  thou  for  thy  good  morrow  '4 
When  thou  art  Timons  Dog,  and  thefe  Knaves  honeft. 

TUm.  Why  doft  thou  call  them   Knaves,  thou  know'll 
them  not  ? 

Aftm.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

77i».   Yes. 

Apcm.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jewm  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 

Apcm.  Thou  know*ft  I  do,  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  Name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  I  am  not  like  Titnon^ 

Ttm.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honeft  Athenians  Brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou*It  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  Death  by  theLaw* 

Ttm.  How  lik'ft  thou  this  Pidure,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  The  beft,  for  the  Innocence. 

Ttm.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  Painted  it  ? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  Painter*   and 
yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work, 

fain.  Y'are  a  Dog. 

Apfm.  Thy  Mother's  of  my  Generation :  What's  flie, 
Iflbea  Dog? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No,  I  eat  not  Lords. 

Tim.  And  thou  fliotsld'ft,  thoud'ft  anger  Ladies^ 

Apem.  O,    they  eat  Lords,, 
5o  they  come  by  great  Bellies. 

Tim.'  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'A  it. 
^ake  it  for  thy  Labour. 

Ttm.  How  doft  thou  like  this  Jewel,  Apemantus  f 

Apem.  Not  ib  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  not  coil 

*  Man  a  Doit. 

•  Ttm.  What  doft  thou  think  *tis  worth  ? 
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^pem.  Not  worth  my  chinking. 
How  now.  Poet  ? 

Poet.  How  now,  Philofopher  ? 
^pem.    rhou  lieft. 
Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 
Afem,  Yer. 
Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 
jipem.  Arc  not  a  Poet  ? 
Poet.  Yes. 

Af$m.  Then  thou  lieft  : 
Look  in  thy  laft  work,  where  thou  haft  feign*d  him  a  ' 
ihy  Fellow. 
Poet.  That's  not  fcign'd,  he  is  fo, 
Afem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  chce,  and  to  p«y  tha 
thy  Labour.    He  that  loves  to  be  flattered  is  wonby 
flatterer.  Heavens,  that  I  were  a  Lord  I 
Ttm.  What  would'ft  do  th^n,  Afmuimml 
Apem.  £*vn  as  Ajtemantns  docs  now,  ha^e  a  Lord  i 
ftiy  Heart. 
Tim.  Wha%  thy  fclf  ? 
Apem.  Ay. 
Tim.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  Lord« 
Art  not  thou  a  Merchant  ? 
Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Traffick  confound  thee,  if  the  Gods  wiH  VM. 
Mer.  If  Traffick  do  it,  the  Gods  do  it. 
Apem.  Traffick^  thy  God,  and  dhy  God  confoitfid  tl 

Trumpet  Sounds.     Enter  s  Mtfingcr. 
Tim.  What  Trumpet'^  that  ? 
Mef.  'Tis  Alcitiadesy  and  fome  twenty  Hot4e, 
All  of  Companionfliip. 

Tim.  Pray  entertain  them,  give  them  guide  to  us ; 
You  muft  needs  dine  with  me  :  Go  not  yeu  henoe 
•Till  I  have  thankt  you ;  and  when  dinner^  done 
^Shew  nie  this  piece.  I  am  Joyful  of  your  fights* 

Enter  Alcibiades  whh  fhe  refl. 
Moft  welcome  Sir. 

Apem.  So,  fo,  their  Aches  contraft,  and  ft^rve  y^r^ 
pic  Joynts  I  That  there  fhould  be  fmail  Love  amongft  tl: 
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km  Knaves,  and  all  this  Courtefie.     The  ftrain  of  Man's 
bred  out  ihto  Biboon  and  Monkey, 

Ak.  You  have  fav'd  roy  Longing,  and  I  feed 
Mort  hungerly  on  your  light. 

7/»i.  Right  welcome,  Sir. 
E'er  we  depart,  we*il  (hare  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  Pleafures.   Pray  you  let  us  in.  [^E^cennt. 

Manet  Apemantus.    Enter  Lucius  and  Lucullus. 

Luc.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Afemantus  ? 

Aftm.  Time  to  be  honeft. 

Luc.  That  lime  ferves  ftill. 

Aftn^  Themoft  accurfed  thou  that  ftill  omit'ft  it. 

LuculL  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Tifnon*s  Feafl:. 

Apem.  Ay,  to  fee  Meat  fill  Knaves,  «nd  Wine  heat  Fools. 

LuchIL  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  wel!. 

Afem.  Thou  art  a  Fool  to  bid  me  farewel  twice. 

LucuU.  Why,  jipemanmsl 

Apem.  Thou  (hoirid'ft  have  kept  one  to  ihy  felf,  for  I  flf cati 
to  give  ihee  none 

Luc.  Harg  thy  felf. 

Afem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  t 
Make  thy  Rcqutfts  to  thy  Friend. 

Lucffll.  Away  unpeaceable  Dog, 
Or  ril  Ipum  thee  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  i  Dog,  the  heels  o'th*  Afs, 

Luc.  He's  oppofite  to  humanity. 
Come,  fhall  we  in, 

A^  tafte  Lord  Ttnm^s  Bounty  ?  He  outgoes 
The  very  Heart  ofKindnefs. 

LuchIL  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus^  the  God  of  Gold> 
Is  but  his  Steward:  No  meed  but  he  repays 
Scvctt-foW  above  it  felf ;  no  Gift  to  him, 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  retuiYi,  exceeding 
All  ufe  of  ([Quittance. 

i»c.  The  nobleft  mind  he  catrie$. 
That  ever  governed  Man. 

LuculL  Long  may  he  live  in  Fortunes :  ShaM  we  in  ? 

Inc.  ru  keep  you  Company.  [Exeunt. 
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Hautbojs  PUying^  Loud  Mnfick*   -^  g^^^^  B^nnqmt  fervid 
and  then  enter  Lord  Tiaion,    Luciu^  Lucullus,   Semp 
nius  and  other  Athenian  Senators,    with  Ventidius.    T 
comes  dropping    after   ally    Apemantus  difcontendedly   i 
him f elf. 

Fen.  Moft  honoured  Timon^ 
It  hath  pleas'd  the  Gods  to  reaiember  my  Father's  age. 
And  call  him  to  long  Peace  : 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich. 
Then  5ts  in  grateful  Virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  Heart,  I  do  return  thofe  Talents, 
Doubled  with  Thanks  and  Service,  fiom  whole  help- 
I  deriv'd  Liberty, 

.  Tim^  O  by  no  means, 
Hooefl  FentidiHs  :  You  miftakc  my  Love, 
I  gave  ic  freely  ever,  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  fay  he  gives,  if  he  receives  : 
If  our  Betters  play  at  that  Game,  we  muft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them.  Faults  that  are  rich  are  fair. 

Fin.  A  Noble  Spirit. 

Tim.  Nay*  my  Lords,  Ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  fi 
To  fet  a  Glofs  on  faint  Deeds,  hollow  welcomes* 
Recanting  goodnefs,  forry  e*er  *tis  (howD : 
But  where  there  is  true  Friendfhip  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  (it,  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  Fortunes, 
Then  my  Fortunes  to  me.  \Thej  fit  don 

Luc.  My  Lord,  we  always  have  confcft  it. 

^pem.  Ho,  ho,  confeft  it  ?  Hang'd  it  ?  Have  you  no 

Tim.  O  apemantus,  you  are  welcome. 

^pem.  No:  You  fhall  not  make  me  welcome. 
I  come  to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  Doors. 

T$m.  Fye,  th'art  a  Churle;  ye  have  got  a  humour  the 
Does  not  become  a  Man,  'tis  much  to  blame: 
They  fay,  my  Lords,  Ira  fnror  brevis  efi^ 
But  yond  Man  is  ever  Angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  Table  by  himfelf  : 
For  he  does  neither  affeft  Company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for't  indeed. 

jipem.  Let  me  ftay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon: 
^  come  to  obferve,  I  give  thee  waining  on't. 

Tx 
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Tim.  I  uke  no  heed  of  thee ;  th'art  an  jbhcnUn^  there- 
fore welcotne  :  I  my  felf  would  haVenoPower*-*prethee  lec 
my  Meat  make  thee  (ilenc. 

Afem.  I  fcorn  thy  Meat^  'twould  choak  me :  For  I  ihould 
oe'er  flatter  thee.  Oh  you  Gods  I  What  a  number  of  Men 
eit  TinM^  and  he  fees  'em  not  ?  It  grieves  me  to  fee  fo 
nany  dip  their  Meat  io  one  Man's  Blood,  and  all  the  madnefs 
isi  he  cheers  them  up  too. 
I  wtmder  Men  dare  truft  themfelves  with  Men. 
Methinks  they  (hould  invite  them  without  Knives, 
<Sood  for  their  Meat,  and  fafer  for  their  Lives^ 
There's  much  Example  for't,  the  Fellow  that  (its  next  him 
now,  parts  Bread  with  him,  pledges  the  Breath  of  him 
in  a  divided  Draught,  is  the  readied  Man  to  kill  him* 
'T  has  been  pix>ved.    If  I  were  a  huge  Man*  I  fhould  fear 
m  drink  at  Meals,  left  they  fliould  i^y  my  Wind-pipes 
dangerous  Notes:  Great  Men  ihould  drink  with  hamefs  on 
their  Throats* 
Vm.  My  Lord  in  Heart;  and  let  the  Health  go  round. 
hmnL  Let  it  flbw  this  way*  my  good  Lord. 
AftwH  Flow  this  way  I — A  brave  Fellow  !  he  ke^ps  his 
tklei  well ;  thofe  Healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  State 
lookiU^  nm^n. 

\  Here's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  Sinner, 
Roneft  Water^  which  ne'er  left  Man  i'th'  Mire : 
Thb  and  my  Food  are  equal*  there's  no  odds ; 
Hifts  are  too  Proud  to  give  Thanks  to  the  Godsi 

Apemantus*/  GtMt. 
fmrnmal  Gnbg  I  crwe  m  Pelft 
^fritf  f&r  mp  Mam  b$u  mj  felfi 
Grmt  I  maj  rnvtr  frove  fpfiud^ 
7f  trmfi  Mum  m  Ins  Oath  w  Bondt 
Or  a  HdrUtfir  htr  Wtepimg^ 
Or  M  Dog  ihnfiems  s  SUfping^ 
Or  M  Km^'  with  my  Freedomi 
Or  mj  Frimit  if  I  jbonldnecd  *cm. 
Amen.   S^  fkU  io't : 
Rich  Mm  Sin^  dful  I  eat  Root. 
Much  good  dich  thy  good  Heart,  jipemantut. 

Tm.  Cn^ini. 
^hadtt,  your  Hcgrt's  in  the  Field  now. 
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jHc.  My  Heart  is  ever  at  your  Service,  my  Lord. 

71m.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  Breakfaft  of  Enemies^  thfl 
a  Dinner  of  Friends. 

^Ic.  So  they  were  bleeding  new,  my  Lord,  there's  'ti 
Meat  like  'em,  I  could  wifh  my  Friend  at  fuch  a  Feaft. 

u^em.  Would  all  thefe  Fiatterers  were  thine  Enemies  thei 
that  then  thou  might'fi  kill  'em,  and  bid  ne  to  'em. 

Lhc.  Might  we  but  have  that  Happinefs,  iny  Lort 
that  you  would  once  ufe  our  Hearts,  whereby  we  migl 
exprels  fome  part  of  our  Zeals,  we  ihould  think  our  Idt^ 
for  ever  Perfed* 

Tim.  Oh  no  doubt,  my  good  Friends,  but  the  Goc 
themfelves  have  provided  thatlihallhave  as  much  helpfroi 
you :  How  had  you  been  my  Friends  elfe  ?  Why  have  yo 
that  charitable  Title  from  thoufands  ?  Did  not  you  diiefl 
beloqg  to  my  Heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  my  fd 
than  you  can  with  Modefty  fpeak  in  your  own  behal 
And  thus  far  I  confirm  you.  Oh  you  Gods,  think  I,  .wb; 
need  we  have  any  Friends,  if  we  (hould  never  have  need  c 
'em  ?  Thev  were  the  moil  needlefs  Creatures  living,  Qiwl 
we  ne'er  nave  ufe  for  them  :  And  would  moft  refembi 
fweet  Inf^ruments  bung  up  in  Cafes,  that  keep  their  Saoml 
to  themfelves.  Why  I  have  often  wiflit  my  felf  poorer,  tiif 
I  might  come  nearer  to  you  :  We  are  born  to  do  Benefirt 
And  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call  our  own,  than  tb 
Riches  of  our  Friench  ?  O  what  a  precious  Cooiforc  ti 
to  have  fo  many  likq  Brothers  commanding  one  anptkcif 
Fortunes !  Oh  Joy,  e'en  made  ^way  e'er't  can  be  bom 
mine  Eyes  cannot  hold  Water,  methinks :  To  forget  ifaci 
Faults,  I  drink  to  you.  ^. 

^pem.  Thou  weep'fl:  to  make  them  drink,  Timo^^   . 

Luctill.  Joy  had  the  like  Conception  in  our  Eyesj  .  . 
And  at  that  inflant  like  a  Babe  fprung^up.  ,  > 

^pem.  Ho,  ho 1  laugh  to  think  that  Babe  a  Baflard 

3  Lord.  1  promife  you,  my  Lord,  you  mov*d  me  inudj« 

jlpem.  Much.  ^  ? 

Sound  Tucket, 

Tim.  What  means  that  Trump  ?  How  now  I 

Enter  Serv^mt.  ' 

Ser.  Pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  there  are  certain  Ladies 
Jl/o/?  rfe/irous  of  AdmiUWvCe,  ..  '.  - 
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r$m.  Ladies  {  What  are  their  Wills  i 

Sir.  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runnefy  my  Lord^ 
Which  bears  that  Office  to  fignifie  their  Pleafures. 

7$mm  I  pray  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid  with  a  Mask,  of  Ladies. 

Cm.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timpn^  and  to  all  that  of  ^his 
Bounties  tafte :  The  five  beft  Senfes  acknowledge  thee  their 
Pttroo,  and  come  fireely  to  Gratulate  thy  plenteous  Bo(bm» 
There  tafte»  toucht  alL  pleas'd  from  thy  Table  rife  t 
.They  only  now  come  but  to  feaft  thine  Eyes. 

Tim.  lliey're  welcome  all ;  let  *em  have  kind  admittance. 
Mufick  make  their  welcome* 

Lmc.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  how  anple  you  are  .beIov*d« 

^pemi  Hoydav ! 
What  a  fweep  ot  Vanity  comes  this  way  I 
They  Dance,  they  are  mad  Women'^  .. 
Ukt  Madnefs  is  the  Glory  of  this  Life^ 
As  this  Pomp  (hews  to  a  little  Oyl  and  Root* 
We  make  our  feives  Fools,  to  difport  our  felvesf 
And  fpend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  Men,    • 
Upon  whofe  Age  we  void  it  up  again, 
l^ith  poifonous  Spight  and  Envy. 
Who  lives^  that's  not  depnived,  or  depraves  i 
Who  dies,  that  bears  not  one  fpurn  to  their  Graves 
Of  their  Friends  Gift  { 

I  (hould  fear,  thofe  that  dance  before  me  now. 
Would  one  Day  ftamp  upon  me:  'T'as  been  done. 
Men  ihut  thefa*  Doors  againft  a  fetting  Sun. 
7U  Lards  rififrom  Tdble^  with  mssch  adoring  of  Timoo,  a$sd 

to  JbiW  their  Loi/es^  eachfingU  otit  an  Amazon,  and  all 

DasKe$  Men  with  Women^  a  loftj  firain  or  two  to  the  Hant^ 

toys,  and  ceafe. 

Tim.  You  have  dpne  our  Pleafures* 
Much  Grace,  fair  Ladies> 
Set  a  fair  Faihion  on  our  Entertainmenr^ 
Which  was  not  half  To  beautiful  and  kind  : 
Vou  have  added  worth  unto*t,  and  lively  Lulirci 
And  entertained  me  with  mine  own  Device. 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

Ls^.  My  Lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  bcft. 

'^em.  Faith  for  tho  worli  if  filthy*  and  wo\A^XiQX\vc\&. 
fi  4u!|^,  I  doubt  mc.  Hi  Tivi%. 
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Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  Banquet  attends  yoii* 
Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  your  felves. 

^11  La.  Moft  thankfully^  my  Lord»  [^Exeiif$^ 

Tim.  Flavims* 

Flav.  My  Lord. 

Tim.  'the  little  Casket  bring  me  hitheh 

Ftav.  Yes,  my  Lord.    More  Jewels  yet? 
There  is  no  croffing  him  in's  humour* 

Eire  I  fliould  tell  him well i'faith  I  ihould. 

When  airsfpenr,  he'd  becrofs'd  then,  and  he  could: 

'Tis  pity  Bounty  has  not  Eyes  behind, 

That  Man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  Mind. 

Lmc.  Where  be  our  Men  i 

Serv^  Here,  my  Lord,  in  readinefs. 

LhcuL  OurHorfes. 

Tim.  O  my  Friends  I 
I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  you:  Look  you,  my  'goodLcvd, 
I  muft  entreat  you,  mnoUr  me  fo  much, 
As  to  advance  this  Jewel,  accept,  and  wear  it* 
Kind  my  Lord.: 

Li^.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  Gifts. 

jM.  So  are  we  all.  [Exe.  Lucius  49ul  Lucultui. 

Efftir  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord*  there  are  certain  Nobles  of  tke  Senate 
newly  alighted*  and  come  to  vifjt  you. 

Ttm.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

EntiT  Flavius. 

Flav.  I  befeech  yoUr  Honour,  vouchfafe  me  a  word,   k 
does  concern  you  near. 

Ttm.  Near !  Why  then  another  time  I'll  bear  thee. 
r  prethee  let's  be  provided  to  fliew  them  entertainment. 

Flav.  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

1  Serv.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour*  Lord  LuciuSf 
Out  of  his  free  Love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  Milk-white  Horfes  trapt  in  Silver. 

Ttm.  I  Ihall  accept  them  fairly :  Let  the  Prefents 
Be  worthily  enterrain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 
How  now?  What  News f 

\  Serv» 
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5  Serv.  Plcafe  yout  my  Lord,  that  fttfnourable  Gentle- 
inaD>  Lord  LuchUhs^  entreats  your  company  to  morrow9  to 
hunt  with  him,  and  h'as  fent  your  Honour  two  brace  of 
Grey-hounds. 

Ttm.  Ill  hunt  with  him ; 
And  let  them  be  received,  not  without  F^ir  Reward. 

Flav.  What  will  this  come  to  ? 
He  comnunds  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  Gifts^  and  all 
out  of  an  empty  Coffer: 
Nor  will  he  know  his  Purfe^  or  yield  me  this. 
To  Aiew  him  what  a  Beggar  his  Heart  is ; 
Being  of  no  Power  to  make  his  Wi(hes  good^ 
His  Promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  State, 
That  what  he  /peaks  is  all  in  debt,  owes  for  ev'ry  word : 
He  is  fo  kind^  tha(  he  now  Pays  interefl  for't; 
His  Land's  put  to  their  Books.  Well,  would  I  were 
Gently  put  out  of  Office,  e*er  I  were  forc'd; 
Hippier  h  he  that  has  no  Friend  to  feed, 
Th^  fudi  that  do  e'en  Enemies  exceed* 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  Lord.  "iJExit. 

Tim.  You  do  your  (elves  much  wrong. 
You  bate  too  much  of  your  own  Merits. 
Here^  my  Lord,  a  trifle  of  our  Love. 

I  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks 
I  will  receive  it. 

J  Lord*  O  ha's  the  very  Soul  of  Bounty. 

Tim.  And  now  I  remember*  my  Lord,  you  gave  good 
words  the  other  day  of  a  Bay  Courfer  I  rode  on.  'Tis  yours, 
bccaufe  you  lik'd  it. 

1  Lord.   Oh,  I  befcech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  in 

that. 

Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  Lord :   I  know  no 
Man  can  juftly  praife,  but  vJhat  he  does  affed^     I  weigh 
niy  Friends  affe<9:ion  with  my  own  ?  Y\\  tell  you  true, 
ni  call  to  you. 

Ml  Lords*  O  noi^e  fo  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all,  and  your  feveral  Vifitations 
So  kind  to  Heart,  *tis  not  enough  to  give, 
Methinks  I  could  deal  Kingdoms  to  my  Friends^ 
And  ne'er  be  weary.    Alcibiadesy 

H  J  '^tWii. 


( 


i  1 74  Timon  of  Athens. 

Thou  art  a  Soldier,  therefore  feldoqi  rich. 
It  comes  in  Charity  to  thee ;  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongft  the  dead;  and  all  the  Lands  thou  haft 
hye  in  a  Pitcht  Field. 

uilcm  I  defie  Land*  my  Lord* 

I  Lord.  We  are  To  vertuou(Iy  bound. 

T^m.  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 

^  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear*d- — ; — r^ 

Tim.  All  to  you.    Lights,  more  Lights,  more  Lights 

I  Lard.  The  beft  of  Happinefs,  Honour  and  Fortunes, 
Keep  with  you,  Lord  Tim$n. 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  Friends.  [Ex^mt  Lerds^ 

j^em.  What  a  coiFs  here. 
Serving  of  becks  and  jutting  out  of  bums  f 
I  doubt  whether  their  Legs  be  worth  th£  Sums 
That  are  given  for  *em.   Friend(hip*s  full  of  Drqgs; 
Methinks  falfe  i^ejurts  (hould  never  have  found  Legsji/ 
Thus  honeft  Fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  Court^fies.^ 

77m.  NoWf  jipemantuSf  if  thou  wert  not  fullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  (bee. 

uipem.  No,  rU  nothing;  for  if  I  (hould  be  bribM  too, 
there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee,  and  then  thou 
wouldfl  Sin  the  fafter.  Thou  giv'ft  fo  long,  Timcn,  I  fear 
me,  thou  wilt  give  away  thy  felf  in  Paper  fhortly.  What 
need  thefe  Feafts,  Pomps,  and  Vain-glories  ? 

Tim.  Nay,  and  you  begin  to  rail  on  Society  once,  t  am 
fwom  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewel,  and  come  with 
better  Mufick.  [Exit. 

jipem.  So— Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now*  thou  ihalt  not 
then.    Ill  lock  thy  Heav'n  from  thee : 
Oh  that  Mens  Ears  fhould  be 
To  Counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  Flattery,  [Exiu 
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A  C  T  II.     SC  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE   AfubltckTlaceintheCity. 

Enter  a  Senatorp 

AN  D  hte  five  thoufand :  To  Vkrro  and  to  Ipdore 
He  owes  niae  thoufand,  befides  my  former  Sum* 
Which  make  it  five  and  twenty.    Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  Wafte?  It  cannot  hold,  it  will  nor. 
If  I  want  Gold,  fteal  but  a  Beggar's  Dog, 
And  give  it  Timon^  why  the  Dog  coins  Gold. 
If  I  would  fell  my  Horfe,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he;  why  give  my  Horfe  to  Timon \ 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me  ftraigbt 
An  able  Hoife.-  No  Porter  at  his  Gate, 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles  and  ftill  invites 
All  that  pafs  by.     It  cannot  bold,  no  reafon 
Can  found  his  State  in  fafety,     Caphis^  hoa ! 
fAfhis  I  fay. 

Enter  Caphis. 

Cap.  Here,  Sir^  what  is  your  Pleafure? 

SiH.  Get  on  your  <Cloak,  and  hafte  you  to  Lord  Timen ; 
Importune  him  for  my  Monies,  be  not  ceaft 
t/ith  flight  denial;  nor  then  filenc*d,  with 

C6mmend  me  to  your  Mafter^ and  the  Cap 

Hays  in  the  right  Hand-  -thus :  But  tell  him.  Sirrah^ 

My  ufes  cry  to  me ;  I  muft  ferve  my  turn 

Out  of  mine  own ;  his  days  and  times  are  paft. 

And  my  reliances  on  his  traded  dates 

Have  fmite  my  Credit.     I  love  and  honour  him ; 

But  muft  not  break  my  Back,  to  heal  his  Finger. 

Immediate  are  my  Need<,  and  my  Relief 

Muft  not  be  toft  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words. 

But  find  fupply  immediate.    Get  you  gone. 

Put  on  a  moft  Importunate  Afpeft, 

A  Vifage  of  demand  :  For  I  do  fear  • 

When  every  Feather  fticks  in  his  own  Wing, 

Lord  Ttmon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 

Which  flafliesuoiF  a  Phcsnix:   Get  you  gone. 

H  4  C^Y 
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Caf.l  go,  Sir. 

Sen^  I  go.  Sir? 
Take  the  Bonds  along  with  yoji]» 
And  hive  the  dates  io.    Come. 

Cdp.  I  willf  Sir. 

Sen.  Go.  [Exim 

SCENE    II.     Timon'j  HalL 

Enter  Flavius,  with  many  Bills  in  his  HanJU 

Fla.  No  cire>  no  fiop>  fo  fenfelefs  of  expencc^ 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  ir^ 
Kor  ceafe  his  flow  of  Riot.    Takes  no  account 
How  thing$  go  from  him^  nor  refumes  no  care 
pf  whatis  tOf:oDtinue:  Nevermind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife^  to  be  fo  kind* 
What  (hall  be  done?-tr-hc  will  not  Ijear^  *tiU  feel; 
I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  Huntipg, 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Enter  Caphis>  Ifidore,  and  Yarro. 

Q^.  Good  even,  Farro;  what,  you  come  for  Monyf 

yar.  Is*t  not  your  Bufinefs  too  I 

Cap.  It  is,  and  yours  too,  IJidere  t 

(fid.  Itisfo. 

Cap.  Would  we  were  all  djfcharg'd^ 

Var.  I  fear  it.     ' 

Cap.  Here  comes  the  ]Lordf 

Enter  Timon,  and  bis  Tniin^ 

Tim.  So  foon  as  Dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  ^gaip, 
^y  jSkibiadeu  With  me,  what's  your  will? 

\Thej  Pre  fern  their  Itk 

Cap.  My  Lord,  here  is  a  i^ote  of  certain  due^^ 

Tim.  Dues?  Whence  are  you? 

C^J  Off  Athens  here :  l\y  Lordt 

T%m.  Go  to  my  Steward. 

Caf.  Pleafe  it  your  Lqrdfhip,  he  hath  put  me  off^  - 
To  the  Succeffion  of  new  Dayr^  this  Month : 
My  Mafter  is  awak'd  by  great  Occafion, 
To  call  upon  his  own,  and  humbly  prays  you, 
T|jat  with  your  other  noble  |^arts,  you'll  (uij, 

fffgiying  \nt^  his  I^ight. 
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Minelioneft  Friend, 
I  pmbee  but  repair  to  me  next  Morning. 

G^  Nay^  good  my  Lord — 

Tim^  Contain  thy  felf,  good  Friend. 
ykr.  One  ykrro'%  Servants  my  good  Lord—* 
Ifid.  From  JfiiUre^  he  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  pay« 
mcnt  — 

Of.  If  you  did  know,  my  Lord,  my  Mailer's  wants 

VdTf  HTwas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  Lord,  fix  Weeks,  and 

pift- 

Ifid.  Yotur  Steward  puts  me  off,  my  Lord,  and  I 
Am  fent  exprefly  to  your  Lordihip. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath:  [To  the  Lords. 

I  do  befeech  you,  ^ood  my  Lords,  keep  on,      [Exe.  Lords. 
in  wait  upon  you  mftantly.  Come  hither,  pray  you 
How  goes  the  World  that  I  am  thus  encountred 
With  clamorous  demands  of  Debt,  broken  Bonds, 
And  the  Detention  of  long  fince  due  Debcs« 
Againft  my  Honour? 

FU.  Pleafe  you.  Gentlemen, 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  BuHnefs: 
Your  Importufiacy  ceafe,  'till  after  Dinner, 
That  I  may  make  his  Lordfiiip  underftand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 
Tim.  Do  lb,  my  Friends ;  fee  them  well  entertain'd. 
St€W.  Pray  draw  near.  [jExiu 

Enier  Apemantus  upU  FooU 
(jsf.  Stay,  flay,  here  comes  the  Fool  with  jifwrnuMtust 
ieh  have  lome  fport  with  'em. 
Ker.  Hang  him,  he^U  abufe  us. 
Ifid.  A  plague  lipon  him,  Dog. 
r^r.  Howdoft,  Fool? 
jipom.  Doft  dialogue  with  thy  Shadow  ?  * 
Fkr.  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 
jipem.  No,  'tis  to  thy  felf.     Come  away. 
Ifid.  There's  the  Foiol  hangs  on  your  Back  already. 
ulpim.  No,  thou  ftandft  Angle,  thou  art  not  on  him  yet* 
Of.  Where's  the  Fool  now? 
^em.  He  lafl:  ask'd  the  Qieflion.    Poor  Rogues  and 
Uforers  Men,  Bawds  between  Gold  and  Want. 
Ml.  Whar  are  we,  apemantus  ? 
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jipem.  AfTes* 
All.  Why? 

jipem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  pot  l^no 
your  felves.    Speak  to  'eni^  FooL 

JFooL  How  do  youy  Gentlemen? 

AIL  Gramercies,  good  Fool : 
How  does  your  Miftrefs? 

FooL  She's  e'en  fetcing  on  Water  to  fc^d  fuch  Chlckei 
as  you  are.  Would  we  could  fee  yoi)  at  Qorintlu 

^pem.  Good!  Gramercyl 

Enter  P^ge. 

FooL  Look  you^  here  comes  my  Matter's  Page. 

Page.  Why  how  now,  Captain  ?    What  do  you  in  th 
wife  company  \ 
How  doft  thou,  Apemantusi 

Apem.  Would  I  had  a  Rod  in  my  Mouthy  that  I  migli 
anfwer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Prethee,  Apemantus^  read  me  the  Superfcription  c 
thefe  Letters,  I  know  not  which  is  which* 

Apem.  Canil  not  read? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  Learning  die  then  that  day  the 
art  hang'd.  This  is  to  Lord  Timw^  this  to  AUibiade^.  Go 
thou  waft  born  a  Baftard^  and  thou'lt  die  a  Bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelpt  a  Dog»  and  thou  ihak  fami/h, ; 
Dog's  death. 
Anfwer  nor,  I  am  gone.  [J^**^ 

Apem.  E'en  fo  thou  out-run'ft  Grace. 
Fool,  I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Timon  s. 

FooL  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  l( Timon  ftay  at  home* 
You  three  ftrve  three  Ufurers  / 

AIL  I  would  they  ferv'd  us. 

Apem.  So  would  I 

As  good  a  trick  as  ever  Hangman  ferv'd  Thief# 

FooL  Are  you  three  Ufurers  Men  ? 

All.  Ay;  Fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  Ufurer  but  has  a  Fool  to  his  Servant. 
My  Miftrefs  is  one>   and  I  am  her  Fool ;    when  Men  come 
to  borrow  of  your  Mafters,   they  approach  fadly,  and  go 

away 
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away  mcitily^  but  they  enter  my  Matter's  Houfe  merrily, 
and  go  away  fadly.    The  reafon  of  this{ ' 

Far.  I  could  render  one. 

jffem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  Whore« 
mafterj  and  a  Knave,  which  notwithftanding  thou  ihalt  be 
00  lefs  efteemed. 

Far.  What  is  a  Whore-mafter,  Fool  ? 

FqoL  a  Fool  in  good  Cloaths,  and  fomething  like  thee, 
lis  a  Spirit ;  fometime  *t  appears  like  a  Lord*  fometimes  like 
a  Lawyer*  fometime  like  a  Philofopher,  with  two  Stones 
more  than*»  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often  like  a  Knight; 
9nd  generally!  in  all  Shapes  that  Man  goes  up  and  down  in^ 
from  fourfcore  to  thirteen*  this  Spirit  walks  in. 

Fdr.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  Fool. 

Fool,  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  Man ; 
As  much  foolery  as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thoulack*il. 

jfpem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  jiptmAmus. 

ylU.  Afide»  afide*  here  comes  Lord  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Jlptm^  Come  with  me,  Fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  Lover,  elder  Brother^ 
And  Woman;  fometime  the  Philofopher. 

FU.  Pray' you  walk  near, 

I  fpeak  with  you  anon.  [Exeunt. 

Tim.  You  make  me  marvel;  wherefore,  e*er  this  tinae* 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  State  before  mef 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  Expence, 
As  I  had  leave  of  mean^. 

Fla.  You  would  not  h?ar  me: 
At  many  leifures  I  proposed. 

r$m.  Go  to:  ^ 
Perchance  fome  finale  Vantages  you  took, 
When  my  Indifpofition  pu|  you  back; 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  Minifter 
Thus  to  cxcufe  your  ftlf. 

FU.  O  my  good  Lord, 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  Accounts, 
Laid  them  before  you ;  you  would  throw  them  off, 
And  fay  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty. 
When,  for  fome  trifling  Prefent,  you  have  bid  me 
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Return  To  much,  I  have  fhook  my  Head»  and  wei>t ; 
Yea  againil  th'  Authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  Hand  more  clofe.  I  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  Checks*  when  I  have 
Prompted  you  in  the  Ebb  of  your  Eftate, 
And  your  great  flow  of  Debts ;  my  dear  lov'd  Lord, 
Though  you  hear  now,  too  late,  yet  now's  a  time» 
The  greatefl  of  your  havingi  lacks  a  hz\f» 
To  pay  your  prefent  Debts. 

Tim,  Let  all  my  Land  be  fold. 

Fla.  *Tis  all  engaged*  fome  forfeited  and  gone» 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  flop  the  Mouth 
Of  prefent  dues;  the  future  comes  apace: 
What  (ball  defend  the  interim,  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedemon  did  my  Land  extend. 

Fla.  O  my  good  Lord,  the  World  is  but  a  World,    ] 
Were*  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true  ? 

Fla.  If  you  fufpeft  my  Husbandry  or  Falftiood, 
Call  me  before  the  exadeft  Auditors, 
And  fet  me  on  the*  proof.    So  the  Gods  blefs  mi^ 
When  all  our  Offices  have  been  oppreft 
With  riotous  Feeders,  when  our  Vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  Spilth  of  Wine  ;  when  every  Room 
Hath  bla2*d  with  Lights,  and  braid  with  Minftrelfie, 
I  have  rctir'd  me  to  a  wafteful  Cock, 
And  fet  mine  Eyes  at  flow. 

Tim.  Piethee  no  more. 

Fla.  Heavens!  have  I  faid,  the  bounty  of  thi$  Lord! 
How  many  prodigal  Bits  have  Slaves  and  Peafants 
This  Night  englutted !  who  is  noiTimonW 
What  HearcHead, Sword,  Force,  Means,  but  is  LordTiffiiMi's! 
Great  Timon^  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon^s  f 
Ah  I  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praife« 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made: 
Feaft  won,  Faft  loft ;  one  Cloud  of  Winter  fhowres^ 
Tbefe  flies  are  coucht. 

Ttm.  Come  fermon  nae  no  further. 
No  viljsinous  Bounty  yet  hath  paft  my  Heart ; 
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Unwifely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 

Why  doft  thou  weep,  ctnft  thou  the  Confcience  Iack> 

To  think  I  ihall  lack  Friends?  Secure  thy  Heart, 

If fl  would  broach  the  Veflels  of  my  Love, 

And  try  the-  Arguments  of  Hearty  by  borrowing. 

Men  and  Mens  Fortunes  could  I  frankly  ufe. 

As  I  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Stew.  Aflurance  blefs  your  Thoughts. 

Tim.  And  in  ibme  fort  thefe  wants  of  mine  are  crown'd. 
That  I  account  them  Bleffings :  For  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  Friends.    You  (hall  perceive 
How  you  ffliftake  my  Fortunes : 
I  am  wealthy  in  my  Friends. 
Within  there*  FUminiui^  ServlUus  t 

Enter  Flaminiust  Servilius,  and  other  Servants. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Ttm.  I  will  difpatch  you  (everally. 
You  to  Lord  LuciuS"-'-'^  to  Lord  LuctMus  you,  I  hunted 
with  his  Honour  to  Day— —-you  to  5fif9y^«if#iy/-—— commend 
me  to  their  Loves,  and  I  am  proud»  fay,  that  my  Occafi- 
oos  have  found  time  to.  ufe  'em  toward  a  fupply  of  Mony ; 
bt  the  rcqueft  be  fifty  Talents. 

Flam.  As' you  have  faid»  my  Lord. 

Flo.  Lord  Lncius  and  LucuUmsf  Hunib 

Tim.  Go  you.  Sir,  to  the  Senators;  \Tg  Flavins. 

Of  whom,  even  to  the  States  beft  health,  I  have 
Deferv'd  this  hearing;  bid  'em  fend  6*th*  inftant 
A  thoufand  Talents  to  me. 

Flo.  I  have  been  bold* 
for  that  I  knew  it  the  moft  general  way. 
To  them  to  ufe  your  Signet  and  your  Name,  ^ 
But  they  do  (hake  their  Heads,  and  I  am  here 
Noricherin  return. 

T$fn.  Is'ttrue?  Can't  be? 

Ila.  They  anfwer  in  a  joint  and  corporate  Voice> 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  Treafure,  cannot 

Do  what  they  would,  are  forry You  are  Honourable*—— 

But  yet  they  could  have  wilht-~— they  know  not. 

Something  hath  been  amifs— — a  noble  Nature 

May  catch  a  Wench would  all  were  well— *— 'tis  pity ^ 

And  fo  intending  othtr  ferious  Matters, 


■ 
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After  diftaft/ul  Looks,  tod  thefe  hard  Fradions, 
With  certain  half  Caps,  and  cold  moving  Nods, 
They  froze  me  into  (ilence# 

Ttm.  You  Gods  reward  them : 
iPrethee  Man,  look  cheerly.     Thefe  old  Fellows 
Have  their  Ingratitude  in  them  Hereditary : 
Their  Blood  is  cak*d,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows, 
*Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  ; 
And  Nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  Earth, 
Is  falhion'd  for  the  Journey,  dull  and  heavy« 

Go  to  Vcntidius prethee  be  not  fad. 

Thou  art  true,  and  honed;  ingenuoufly  I  fpeak, 

Ko  blame  belongs  to  thee :  yentidius  lately 

Bury'd  his  Father,  by  whofe  Death  he's  ftepp'd 

Into  a  great  Bftate ;  when  he  was  poor, 

tmprifom'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  Friends, 

I  clear'd  him  with  five  Talents.    Greet  him  from  m 

Bid  him  luppofe^  ^me  good  neceffity 

Touches  ;his  Friend,  which  craves  to  be  remcinbred. 

With  thofe  five  Talents ;  that  had,  giv*t  tk^  Fellow 

To  whom  'tis  inftant  due.     Ne'er  (peak,  or  think; 

That  Timof/s  Fortunes  'mong  his  Friends  can  finL 

St€v>.  I  would  I  could  not  think  it ; 
That  thought  is  bounties  Foe  i 
i^ng  £ree  k  felf^  it  thinks  all  others  fo«  \l 


,     ACT    in.     SCENE  r. 

SCENE    The  City. 

Flaminius  waiting  to  Jpeak  with  Lucullus  fram  his 

En^er  a  Servant  to  him. 

Scrv*  T  Have  told  my  Lord  of  you,  he  is  coming 
A:  to  you. 
FUm.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Enter  LucuIIus* 
Serv^  Here's  my  Lord^ 
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LHCf$l.  One  of  Lord  Tim§n  sMcni  A  Gift  I  warrant.*— 
Why*  this  hits  right :  I  dreamt  of  a  Silver  Bafbn  and  Ewre 
to  Night.  FUmimus,  honeft  FUminiuSy  you  are  very  re- 
fpedively  welcome9  Sir;  fill  me  fome  Wine*  And  how 
does  that  Honourable^  Compleat,  Free*hearted  Gentleman 
of  Athens^  thy  very  bountiful  good  Lord  and  Mafter* 

Flam.  His  Health  is  well,'  Sir. 

Imc9U.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  Health  is  well.  Sir; 
and  what  haft  thou  there  under  thy  Cloakt  pretty  FU^ 
mimmsi 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  Box,  Sir>  which,  in 
my  Lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  intreat  your  Honour  to  fupply ; 
wholhaving  great  and  infiant  Occafion  to  ufe  fifty  Talents, 
hath  fent  to  your  Lordihip  to  furnifh  him,  nothing  doubt- 
bg  your  prefent  Affiftance  therein. 

LftcuL  La,|gla,  la,  la— —Nothing  doubting,  fays  he?  Alar^ 
good  Lord,  a  Noble  Gendeman  *tis,  if  he  would  not  keep 
fo  good  a  Houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'  din*d  with 
hiffl,  and  told  him  on't,  and  come  again  to  Supper  to  himi 
on  purpofje  to  have  him  fpend  lefs ;  and  yet  he  would  em** 
brace  no,Counfel,  take  no  warning  by  my'coqning;  every 
Man  hath  his  Fault*  and  Honefty  is  his.  1  ha'  told  him  on*t, 
but  I  could  never  get  him  from't. 

-   .      '  Enter  n  Servant^  with  Wine. 

Ser.  Pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  here  is  the  Wine. 

LtfcmL  FUminiusy  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife# 
Here's.  is>  thee% 

tlam.  Your  Lordship,  fpeaks  ycur  Pleafure., 

iMCid.  I  have  obferved  thee  always  for  a  towardly  prompt 
Spirit,  give  thee  thy  due,  and  one  that  knows  what  blHongs 
to  rjtafon  ;  and  canft  ufe  the  time  well,  if  the  time  ufe  thee 
well.  Good  part's  in  thee;  get  you  gone,  Sirrah.  Draw 
^mtuhoTitSi  FlaminiHs  I  thy  Lord's  a  bountiful  Gentleman, 
but  thou  art  wife»  and  thou  knoweft  well  enough  (although 
thou  comeft  to  me)  and  this  is  no  time  to  lend  Mony,  e(pe- 
cially  upon  bare  Friendfhip  without  Security.  Here's  three 
S9liddres  for  thee,  good  Boy,  wink  at  me»  and  fay,  thoufawft 
©c  not.     Fare  thee  well. 

TUm4  Is't  poffible  the  World  (hould  fo  much  differ. 
And  we  alive  that  liv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  bafcnefs. 
To  him  that  worfliips  thee.         [7T?rowi»^tb«  Mon^  oaox\. 

LucmV* 
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LttctiL  Ha?  No^  I  fc6  thou  art  a  Fool,  and  fit  fbt  thy 
Mafter.  £Ex$$  Lucultus. 

Flam.  May  thefe  add  to  the  Number  that  may  fcald  thee: 
Let  molten  Coin  be  thy  Damnsition, 
Thou  Difeafe  of  a  Fiiend>  and  not  himfelf: 
Has  Friendfhip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  Heart, 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  Nights  ?  O  you  Gelds  / 
I  feel  my  Mailer's  Paffion.    This  Slave  unto  his  Honour 
Has  my  Lord^s  meat  in  him : 
Why  ihould  it  thrive,  and  come  to  Nutriment, 
When  he  is  turn*d  to  Poifon  ? 
O  may  Difeafes  only  work  upon*t  i 
And  when  he's  fick  to  Death,  let  not  that  pin  of  Nature', 
Which  my  Lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  Power, 
To  expel  Sicknefs,  but  prolong  his  Hour.  [^Exe$Mft 

»  Enter  Lucius,  with  three  StrMngeri* 

Luc.  Who,  the  Lord  Ttmon  ?  He  is  my  very  good  Friend^ 
and  an  honourable  Gentleman* 

1  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  tho'  we  are  but  Stran- 
gers to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my  Lord,  .aod 
which  I  hear  from  common  Rumoun,  now  Lord  Tim49f% 
happy  Hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his  £ftate  (brinks  baih 
him. 

Lhc.  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it :  He  cannot  want  for 
Mony. 

2  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  Lord,  that  not 
long  ago,  one  of  his  Men  was  with  the  Lord  LmMuif 
to  borrow  fo  many  Talents,  nay,  urg'd  extreamly  mt\ 
and  fhewed  what  neceffity  belong'd  to't,  and  yet  was 
dcny'd. 

Luc.  How ! 

2  Strum.  I  tell  you,  deny*d,  my  Lord* 

Lhc.  What  a  ftrange  Cafe  was  that  ?  Now  befc»re  the 
Gods  I  am  a(ham*d  on't.  DenyM  that  honourable  Man  { 
There  was  very  little  Honour  ftiew*d  in  thar.  Formy  owli 
part,  I  mud  needs  confefs>  I  have  received  (bme  fflnll 
Kindneffes  from  him,  as  Mony,  Plate,  Jewels,  and  fuch  like 
Triflej,  nothing  comparing  to  his;  yet  had  he  roiftook  him, 
and  lent  him  tome,  I  (hould  ne'er  have  deny'd  lusOccafioo 
{o  niiny  Talents. 

Enter 
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Enter  ServiUu^. 
Ser.  See,  by  good  hap  yonder's  my  Lord,  I  have  f^e^t 
to  fee  his  Honour.  ■  ■      My  Jionour'd  Lord—-  (To  Lucius. 
Luc.  Servilims  I  you  are  kindly  met.  Sir.     Fare  (hee  well^ 
commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  Lord,  my  very  e:|[- 
quifite  Friend. 
Ser.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  my  Lord  hath  renc~— 
Luc.  Ha!  What  htih  he  fent  {  I  am  fo  much  endeared  tp 
thac  Lord;  he's  ever  fending ;  How  (hall  I  thank  him,  tbink'ft 
thou  ?  And  what  has  he  fent  now  { 

Ser.  H'as  only  fent  his  prefent  Occafioli  now,  my  LQfd  ; 
requefting  your  Lordihip  to  fupply  hi$  inftant  ufe,  with 
fifty  Talents. 

Lt$c.  I  know  his  Lord(hip  is  but  merry  with  me. 
He  cannot  want  fifty  five  hundred  Talems. 

Ser.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  kfs,  my  Lord. 
If  his  Occafion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  fhould  not  urge  half  fo  faithfully. 
Z4VC.  Doft  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,  ScrviUms  i 
Ser.  Upon  my  Soul  *tis  true,  Sir. 
L§ec^  What  a  wicked  Beaft  was  I,  to  disfumifli  my  felf 
againft  fuch  a  good  time»  when  I  might  ha*  (hewn  siy  felf 
honourable  ?  How  unluckily  it  hapnra,  that  I  fliould  pur- 
chafe  the  Day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  undo  a  great 
deal  of  Honour  ?  ServiUms»  now  before  the  Gods*  I  am  not 
able  to  do-— (the  more  Beaft  I  fayj-^I  was  fending  to  u(e  Lord 
Ttw$9n  my  feli^  thefe  Gentlemen  can  witnefs ;   but  I  would 
nor,  for  the  Wealth  of  Athens^  I  had  don't  now.     Commend 
me  bountifully  to  his  good  LordHiip,  and  I  hope  his  Honour 
will  conceive  the  faireft  of  me»  becaufe  I  have  no  power  to 
be  kind.     And  tell  him  this  from  me>  I  count  k  one  of 
my  greateft  AfHifiiions,  fay,  that  I  cannot  pleafure  fuch  an 
honourable  Gentleman.     Good  ServiUus^  will  you  befriend 
me  fo  far,  as  to  ufe  my  own  Words  to  him  ? 
Ser.  Yes,  Sir,  I  (hall.  [£xi^  Servilius. 

LJK.  I'll  iiook  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilins. 
True  as  you  faid,  TUmen  is  fhrunk  indeed, 
And  he  that's  once  deny'd  will  hardly  fpeed.  C^^* 

1  StroM.  l)o  you  obferve  tliis,  HpfiiUm  { 

2  Stran.  Ky^  too  well. 

V01..V.  I  ,   i$trAiu 
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I  Stran.  Why,  this  is  the  World's  Soul ; 
And  juft  of  the  fame  Piece 
Is  every  Flatterers  fport:  Whocan  call  him  his  Friend 
That  dips  in  the  fame  Difh?  Tor  in  my  knowing, 
Timon  has  been  this  Lord's  Father, 
And  kept  his  Credit  with  his  Purfe: 
Supported  his  Eftate;  nay,  Timoff%  Mony 
Has  paid  his  Men  their  Wages.    He  ne'er  drinks. 
But  Timon*%  Silver  treads  upon  his  Lip ; 
And  yet.  Oh  fee  the  monftroufnefs  of  Man  f 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  Shape^ 
He  does  deny  him  (m  refpea  of  this) 
What  charitable  Men  a£Ford  to  Beggars. 

3  Strom.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

I  Stran.  For  mine  own  part 
I  never  tafted  Ttmon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  Bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  Friend,    Yet  I  proteft. 
For  his  right  Noble  Mind,  Illuftrious  Virtue, 
And  Honourable  Carriage, 
Had  his  neceflity  made  ufe  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  Wealth  into  Donation, 
And  the  beft  half  ftiould  have  returned  to  him. 
So  much  I  love  his  Heart:  But  I  perceive. 
Men  muft  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpence. 
For  Policy  fits  above  Confcience.  \ExcHnU 

Enter  a  third.  Servant  with  Semproniu?. 

Sem.  Muft  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ?  Hum— — 

'Bove  all  others  f 

He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius^  or  LuchLhsj 
And  now  Fentidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  he  redeemed  from  Prifon.    All  the  i 
Owe  their  Eftates  unto  him* 

Ser.  My  Lord, 
They  have  all  been  touched,  and  all  are  found  bafe  Metal^ 
For  they  have  all  deny*d  him. 

Scm^  How  ?  Have  they  deny'd  him  ? 
Has  f^ntidius  and  LhcuIIus  deny'd  him  f 
And  does  he  fend  to  rtie?  Three!  Hum — • 
It  fliews  but  little  Love  or  Judgment  in  him. 
Mua  1  be-bis  /aft  Refuge  VHi^  Y^tUtvds  Uke  Phyficiafis, 
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That  thrived,  give  him  over.    Muft  I  take  th'  Cure  upon  me  I 
H*as  much  di^rac'd  me  in't ;  I*m  angry  at  him. 
That  might  have  known  my  Place^  I  fee  no  fenfefoiT, 
But  his  Occafions  might  have  wooed  me  firft  k 
For,  in  my  Confcience,  I  was  the  firft  Man 
That  e'er  received  Gift  from  him. 
And  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me  now. 
That  I'U  requite  it  laft  i  No : 
So  it  may  prove  an  Argument  of  Laughter 
To  th'  reft,  and  'mongft  Lords  I  be  thought  a  Fool : 
I'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  Sum, 
H*ad  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  Mind's  fake  t       r  , 
Vd  fuch  a  Courage  to  do  him  good.  But  now  retomt 
And  with  their  faint  Reply  this  Anfwer  join  ; 
Who  bates  mine  Honour,  ihall  not  know  my  Coin.     [^ExiK 
Ser.  Excellent!  Your  Lordftiip's  a  goodly  Villain.    The 
Devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  Man  Poll- , 
tick;  he  crolTed.himfelf  by't :  And  I  cannot  think,  but  in 
the  end  the  Villanies  of  Man  will  fet  him  clear*    How  fair- 
ly this  Lord  ftrives  to  appear  foul  ?  Takes  virtuous  Copies' 
to  be  wicked  :  Likethofe  that  under  hot;  ardent  Zeal»  would 
fee  whole  Realms  on  Fire ;  of  fuch  a  nature  isj  his  politick 
Love. 

This  was  my  Lord's  baft  hope,  now  all  are  ded. 
Save  only  the  Gods.  Now  his  Friends  are  dead. 
Doors  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  Wards» 
Many  a  bounteous  Year,  muft  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  iure  their  Matter. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  Wealth,  muft  keep  his  tioufe.    [Exit^ 

SCENE  IL     TimorCsHall 

^tr  Varro,  Titus,  Hortenfius,  Lucius,  and  Qther  Scrxumts 
rf  TimonV  Creditors^  wh$  wait  for  his  coming  ont. 

».  "< . 
'^^r.  Well  met,  good  Morrow,  Titms  and  Hortenftui. 
T^tu  The  like  to  you,  kind  Vkrro. 
ftr,  Lucim^  what  do  we  meet  together  S 

I  »  Imu 
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Luc.  Ay,  and  I  think  one  Bufinefs  does  command  us 
For  mine  is  Mony. 

Ttt.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Emer  Philo. 

Luc.  And  Sir  Phih*s  too. 

Phi.  Good  Day  at  once. 

Lucm  Welcome,  good  Brother. 
What  do  you  think  the  Hortr  ? 

PhL  Labouring  for  nine. 

Lhc.  So  much  ? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  Lord  fcen  yet?  . 

Lhc.  Not  yet. 

Phim  I  wonder  onV,  he  "wSis  wont  to  ftiine  atfeven. 

Lhc.  Ay,  but  the  Days  are  wax*d  flidrter  with  him : 
You  muft  confider  that  a  [Trodigal  courfe 
Is  Kke  the  Sun*s»  l>ut  not  h'ke  his  recoverable,  I  fear : 
•Tisdeepeft  Winter  in  Lord  7lf»r^«'sParife5that  h^  one 
readi  deep  enough,  i^nd  yet  find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit.  Ill  Qievr  you  t*ohferve  a  ftrartge  Event : 
Y6ur  tord  fends  now  for  Mohy  ? 

Her.  Moft  true,  be  does. 

Tin  And  he  wears  Jewels  now  of  Timon^s  Gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  Mony. 

Hor.  It  is  againft  'my  Heart. 

Lhc.  Mark  now  ftrange  it  (hows, 
Tim9n  in  this  ftiould  pay  more  than  lie  owes  : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  Ldf d  Ihould  wear  rich  J  eWeh 
Ahd  fend  for  Mony  for  'em. 

Hor.  I'm  weary  of  this  Charge,  the  Gods  can  witi 
IfcnoVmy  Lord  hath  fperitdf  7?)»(?»'s  Wealth, 
And  now  Ingratitude  makes  it  worfe  than  ftealtb. 

Vkr.  Yes,  mine's  three  thoufand  Crowns : 
What's  youi-s? 

Luc^  Five  thoufand,  mine. 

Var.  'Tis  much  deep,  and  it  ihould  feemby  th'  Sum, 
Your  Matter's  Confidence  was  above  mine, 
£lfe  furely  his  hid  equaled; 

Enter  Flaminius. 

tit.  One  of  Lord  TtmeiH  Men, 
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LtK.  FUminiHsl  Sif)  a  Word:  Pray  is  my  Lord  rea4y  to 
come  forth  ?  ^ 

FUm.  No,  indeed  hfl  is  not. 
Ttt.  We  attend  his  Lordfliip;  pray  fignifie  fo  mucb. 
FUm.   I  need  not  tell  him  thar,  he  knows  you  ^e  too 
diligeat. 

Enter  FlaviiTs  in  a  Ctoak^muffled, 
Lmc.  Ha  I  is  not  that  his  Steward  muffled  (b{ 
lie  goes  away  in  a  Cioud  :  Call  him,  call  him. 
Tft.  Do  you  hear,  Sir 
Far.  By  your  leave,  Sir. 
Flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  nay  Friend? 
Tit,  We  wait  for  certain  Mony  liere^  Sir. 
Flav.  If  Mony  were  as  certaiff  Ik  your  waitings 
'Twere  furc  enough. 

Why  then  prefer'd  you  not  your  Sbnds  and  BiHs, 
When  your  falfe  Matters  eat  of  my  Lord's  Meat? 
Then  they  would  fmile,  and  fawn  upon  Kis  Debrs^ 
And  tal(e  down  th^ntereft  into  their  glutt'nous  Maws. 
You  do  yourselves  but  wrong  to  ftir  me  up. 
Let  me  pafs  quietly : 

Believ't,  my  Lord  and  I  have  made  at!  end, 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  ipend. 
Luc.  Ay,  but  this  anfwer  will  not  ferve. 
FUvm  If  'twill  not  (erve,  *tis  not  To  bafe  as  you. 
For  you  ferve  Knaves*  lExit  Flavius. 

Far.  How !  what  does  his  cafhierVi  worffaip  mutter  f    ' 
Tit.  No  matter  what  ■  .he's  poor,   and  thatV  re- 

venge enough.  Who  can  fpeak  broader  than  he  thit  has 
no  Houfe  to  put  his  Head  in!  Such  may  rail  tgainft  great 
Buildings, 

Enter  Servilius. 

Tit.  Dh,   here's  Servilius;  now  we  fhall  have  (bine  an- 

fwer. 

Str^.  If  I  might  befeech  you.  Gentlemen,  to  repair  fonae 
other  hour,  I  (hould  derive  muchfromV.     For  takc'tof  my  ^ 
Soul,  my  Lord  leans  wondroufly .  to  difcontent :  Mis  com- 
fortable tamper  has  forfook  him,  he's  much  out  of  Healthy 
M  keeps  his  Chamber. 

I  3  LiHC. 
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Luc.  Many  do  keep  their  Chambers,  are  not  fick : 
And  if  it  be  To  far  beyond  his  Health, 
Methinks  he  (hould  the  fooner  pay  his  Debts, 
And  make  a  dear  way  to  the  Gods* 

Scrv*  Good  Gods! 

7i>.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  Anfwer, 

Tlam.  [withiffJ]  Servilius,  help my  Lord  I  my  Lord. 

Enter  Timon  />  a  ragem 

Ttm.  What,  are  my  Doors  opposed  againft  my  paffage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  muft  my  Houfe 
Be  my  retentive  Enemy?  My  Goal? 
The  Place  which  I  have  feafted,  does  it  now. 
Like  all  Mankind,  (hew  me  an  Iron  Heart  { 

Luc.  Vyx  in  now,  Xttus. 

Tit.  My  Lord,  hcre*rtny  Bill. 

Lhc.  Here's  mine, 

F^ar.  And  mine,  my  Lord. 

Cap.  And  ours,  x^y  Lord. 

rhi.  All  o^r  Bills. 

Tim.  I^nock  me  down  with  'cm-       ^cleave  me  to  the 
Girdle. 

Luc.  Alas,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Cut  out  my  Heart  in  Sums. 

77t.  Mine,  fifty  Talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  Blood, 

L$tc.  Five  thoufand  Crowns,  py  Lord. 

Tim.  Five  thoufand  drops  pays  that;^ 
What  yours  ?  and  yours  i 

Vkr.  My  Lord 

Cap.  My  Lord 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  Gods  fall  upon  yoa« 

[Exit  Timon# 

Hor.  Faith,  I  perceive  our  Matters  may  throw  their  Caps 
at  their  Mony,  thefe  Debts  may  well  be  caird  dcQ>erate  ones* 
for  a  cud  Man  owes  'em,  [E9(emt. 

r  Enter  Timon  and  Flavins. 

T$m^  They  have  e'en  put  my  Breath  frommfi  the  Slaves* 
Creditors  I*— Devils, 

Flav.  My  dear  Lord. 

Twf.  What  if  it  (hould  be  fo— - 

JFJav.  My  dear  Lord.  .        \ 

Tiir' 
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Tm.  I'll  have  it  fo— M     Steward ! 

Fkv.  Here,  my  Lord. 

Ttm.  So  fitly ! Go,  bid  all  my  Friends  again; 

iMirn^  LuchIIhs  and  Sempronius.    All  ■ 
111  once  more  Feaft  the  Rafcais. 

FUv.  O  my  Lord !  you  only  fpcak  from  your  diftrafted 
Soul;  there's  not  fo  much  left  as  to  furnifh  out  a  moderate 
Table. 

Tm.  Be  it  not  in  thy  Care : 
Go,  1  charge  thee,  invite  them  all,  let  in  the  tide 
Of  Knaves  once  more:  My  Cook  and  111  provide.  [Exeunn 

SCENE   IIL     The  City. 

Intir  three  Senators  at  one  Door^  Alcibiades  meetipfg  them' 

with  Attendants. 

iSenMy  Lord,  you  have  my  Voice  to*t,  the  Fault's  bloody ; 
Tis  neceffary  he  fhould  dye : 
Nothing  emboldens  Sin  fo  much  as  Mercy. 

2  Sen.  Mod  true ;  the  Law  (hall  bruife  'em. 

jilc.  Honour,  Health  and  Compaflion  to  the  Senate. 

I  Sen.  Now,  Captain. 

^Ic.  I  am  an  humble  Suitor  to  your  Virtues^ 
for  Pity  is  the  Virtue  of  the  Law, 
And  none  but  Tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
^t  pleafes  Time  and  Fortune  to  lye  heavy 
l/pon  a  Friend  of  mine,  who  in  hot  Blood 
Hath  ftept  into  the  Law,  which  is  pad  depth 
To  thofe  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into't. 
He  is  a  Man,  fetting  his  Fate  aHde,  of  comely  Virtues^ 
And  Honour  in  him,  which  buys  out  his  Fault; 
Nor  did  he  foil  the\Fad  with  Cowardife, 
But  with  a  noble  Fury,  and  fais  Spirit, 
Seeing  his  Reputation  touch'd  to  Death, 
He  did  oppofe  his  Foe ; 
And  with  fuch  fober  and  unnoted  Paflion 
He  did  behave  his  Anger  e'er  'twas  fpenf^'  '' 

As  if  he  had  but  proved  an  Argument. 

'4  *  ~         i  Sen 
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X  Sen.  You  undergo  too  ftrid  a  ParadoXt 
Striving^to  make  an  ugly  Deed  look  fair : 
Your  Words  iiive  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  tbejr  kbour'd 
To  bring  Man-daughter  into  forin^  and  fee  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  Valour ;  which  indeed 
Is  Valour  mis^begoty  and  came  into  the  World 
When  Se&s  and  Fadions  were  newly  born. 
He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fufFer 
The  worft  that  Man  can  breath, 
And  make  hii  Wrongs  his  out-(ides, 
To  wear  them  like  his  Rayment*  careleflyi 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  Injuries  to  his  Heart, 
To  bring  it  into  Danger. 
If  Wrongs  be  Evils,  and  enforce  us  kill. 
What  Folly  'tis  to  hazard  Life  for  ill. 

^k.  My  Lord ! 

I  Scn»  You  cannot  make  grofs  Sins  look  clear. 
To  revenge  is  no  Valour,  but  to  bear. 

^/tr.  My  Lords,  then  under  favour,  pardon  me  3 
If  I  fpeak  like  a  Captain. 
Why  do  fond  Men  expofe  themfelves  to  Battel, 
And  not  endure  all  Threats?  Sleep  upon*c. 
And  let  the  Foes  quietly  cut  their  Throats, 
Without  repugnancy  I  If  there  be 
Such  Valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?  Why  then  Women  are  more  valiant 
That  ftay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
And  the  Afs,  more  Captain  than  the  Lion  ?  The  Fellow 
Loaden  with  Irons,  wifer  than  the  Judge, 
If  Wifdom  be  in  fuifering*     Oh  my  Lords, 
As  you  are  Great,  be  pitifully  Good : 
Who  cannot  condemn  Rafiinefs  in  cold  Blood? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  Sin's  extreameft  ®uft, 
But  in  defence,  by  Mercy  'tis  moft  Juft. 
To  be  in  Anger,  is  Impiety ; 
But  who  is  Man,  that  is  not  Angry? 
Weigh  but  the  Crime  with  this. 

z  Scft*  You  breath  in  vain, 

jilc.  In  vain  ? 
his  Service  done  at  Lsceddmoffj  and  Biai,4f^iftmi 
Were  a  fu£Eicient  Briber  £01  hisUfe^ 
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I  Sen.  What's  that  i 

Jlc.  Why,  I  fay  my  Lords,  h'as  done  fair  Service, 
Aod  filin  in  Fight  many  of  your  Enemies : 
How  full  of  Valour  did  he  bear  himfeif 
In  the  laft  Corflid,  and  made  plenteous  Wounds  f 

I  Sir.  He  has  made  too  much  pknty  with 'cm, 
Jrits  A  fworn  Jtioter ;  he  has  a  Sin 
That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  his  Valour  Prifcner. 
If  there  were  no  Foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him.     In  that  beaftjy  Fury 
He  has  bten  known  toconimit  Outrages, 
^nd  cheri(h  Faftions.    'Tis  inferr'd  to  us, 
His  Days  are  foul,  and  his  Drink  dangerous. 
I  &».  He  dies. 

j41c.  Hard  Fa|^e  I  he  might. have  dy'd  in  War. 
JAy  Lords,  if  not  for  any  Parts  in  him. 
Though  his  right  Arm  inight  purchafe  his  own  time, 
-And  be  in  debt  to  none ;  yet  more  to  move  you. 
Take  my  Deferts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both* 
And  for  I  know,  your  Reverend  Ages  love  Security, 
111  pawn  my  Vi&ories,  all  my  Honours  to  you. 
Upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  Crime  he  owes  the  Law  his  Life, 
Why  let  the  War  receive  it  in  valiant  Gore ; 
For  Law  is  ftrift,  and  War  is  nothing  more. 

i&».  We  are  for  Law,  he  dyes,  urge  it  no|more, 
On  height  of  our  Difpleafure:  Friend,  or  Brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  Blood,  that  fpills  another. 

Ale.  Muft  it  be  fol  It  muft  not  be : 
My  Lords,  I  do  befeech  you  know  me. 
1  Sen.  How  ? 
jfk.  Call  me  to  your  Remembrances. 

5  Sen.  WBlt ! 

Ale.  I  cannot  think  but  your  Age  hath  forgot  me. 
It  could  not  elfe  be,  I  fliould  prove  fo  bafe. 
To  fue,  and  be  deny'd  fuch  common  Grace. 
My  Woimds  ake  at  you. 

X  Sen.  Do  jdu  dare  our  Anger  ? 
Tb  in  few  Words,  but  (pacious  in  effed. 
We  bvnfli  tbee  for  ever. 


A\c 
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w€r.  Banifli  me  I  baniHi  your  Dotage^  bani(h  Ufuiy* 
That  makes  the  Senate  ugly. 

I  Sen.  If  after  two  Days  (bine,  jithens  contains  thee» 
Attend  our  weightier  Judgment. 
And#  not  to  fwell  our  Spirit, 
He  fliall  be  Executed  prefently.  [Extun 

jik.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you  old  enough. 
That  you  may  live 

Only  in  Bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you. 
I'm  worfe  than  mad :  I  have  kept  back  their  Foes 
While  they  have  told  their  Mony,  and  let  out . 
Their  Coin  upon  large  Interefl ;  I  my  felf, 
Rich  only  in  large  Hurts.  »— —  AH  thofe,  for  this  f 
Is  this  the  Balfom  that  the  ufuring  Senate 
Pours  into  Captains  Wounds  ?  Ha  (  Banifhment  I 
It  comes  not  ill :  I  hate  not  to  be  banifht. 
It  is  a  Caufe  worthy  for  Spleen  and  Fury, 
That  I  may  ftrike  at  jiihens.  I'll  cheer  up 
My  difcontcnted  Troops,  and  lay  for  Hearts: 
*Ti$  Honour  with  mbft  Lands  to  be  at  odds. 
Soldiers  (hould  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  Gods.  [Exl 

SCENE    IV.     Timon'j  Houfe. 

Enter  divers  Senators  at  fever nl  JDoorSf 

1  Senf  The  good  time  of  the  Day  to  you.  Sir, 

2  Sen.  laUby^ifb  it  to  you:  I  think  this  honourable  (.or 
did  but  try  us  this  other  Day. 

I  Sen.  Upon  that  were  my  Thoughts  tiring  when  we  [en 
countred.  I  hope  it  is  not  fo  low  with  him,  as  he  madei 
fecm  in  the  tryal  of  his  feveral  Friends. 

ft  Sen.  It  fhould  not  be,  by  the  perfwafion  of  his  new  Feafl 

I  Sen.  I  fhould  think  fo  :  He  hath  fent  me  an  eamefl  invi 
ting,  which  many  my  near  Occafions  did  urge  me  to  pu 
oflF:  but  he  hath  conjur'd  me  beyond  them,  and  I  mui 
needs  appear. 

^  Sen.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  Debt  to  my  importunate  bu 
'fincfs ;  but  he  would  not  hear  niy  Excufe,  I  am  forry 
when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  Provifion  wa 
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I  Sen.  I  am  fick  of  that  Grief  too,  as  I  underftand  l^ov 
all  things  go. 

1  &*,  Every  Man  here's  fo.  What  would  he  have  borrow- 
ed of  you? 

I  Sen.  A  tboufand  Pieces. 

I  Sen.  A  thoufand  Pieces ! 

I  Sen.  What  of  you  ? 

5  Sen.  He  fcnt  to  me.  Sir  — —  here  he  comes. 

Ei^t^  Timon  and  Attendants. 

Tm.  With  all  my  Heart,  Gentlemen  both— —  and  how 
fare  you  ? 

I  Sen.  Ever  at  the  bcft,  hearing  well  of  your  Lordihtp. 

1  Sen.  The  Swallow  follows  not  Summer  more  willingly. 
Than  we  your  lyOrdfhip. 

Tm.  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  Winter,  fuch. Summer- 
Birds  are  Men.  Gentlemen,  our  Dinner  wiH  not  rccom- 
pence  this  long  ftay  :  Feaft  your  Ears  with  the  Mufick  t 
while ;  if  they  will  fare  fo  harihly  as  o'th'  Trumpets  found  7 
wc  (hall  to't  prefently. 

1  Sen.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your  Lordlhip. 
that  I  rctufn'd  you  an  empty  MefTcnger. 

Ttm.  O  Sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Sen.  My  noble  Lord. 
Tim.  Ah  my  good  Friend,  what  Cheer? 

[The  Banquet  brought  in. 
I  Sen.  My  moft  honourable  Lord,  Vm  e'en  fick  of  Shame, 
that  when  your  Lordfliip  t'other  Day  fent  to  me,  I  was  fp 
Unfortunate  a  Beggar. 
Tim.  Think  not  on'r,  Sir, 

I  Sen.  If  you  hadfeni  but  two  Hours  before » 

Ttm.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  Remeiqbrance* 
Com^  bring  in  all  together. 
^1      I  Sen.  All  covered  Difhes  ! 

I  Sen.  Royal  Chear,  I  warrant  you. 
^''  I      }  Sen.  Doubt  not  that,  if  Mony  and  the  Seafon  can  yield  it. 
t  Sen.  How  do  you?  What's  the  News  ?         ' 
I  Sen.  Akibiades  is  banifht :  Hear  you  of  it  ^ 
loth.  Alcibiades  banifli'd  f 
J  Sen.  'Tis  fo,  be  fure  of  it. 
X  Sen.  How  ?  How  ? 
*^^  I      I  Sen.  I  pray  you  upon  what  ? 
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Tim,  My  worthy  Friends,  will  you  draw  nej^r  ? 

3  Sen.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon,  tkre*s  a  noble  Feaft  towa 

2  Se».  This  is  the  old  Man  (lill. 

3  Sen.  Will't  hold  ?  Wilft  hoW  i 

2  Sen.  It  does,  but  time  miU   4od  fo  m 

3  Sen,  I  do  conceive. 

Tim.  Each  Man  to  his  Stool,  withth^t  Spur  as  h^  wo 
to  the  Lip  of  his  Miftrefs:  Your  Diet  fiuU  be  in  all  ph 
alike.  Make  not  a  City  Feafl  of  it,  to  let  the  Meat  c< 
e'er  we  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place.   Sit,  Sit. 

The  Gods  require  our  Thanks. 

Tffi  great  BenefaSiors^  /prinkfe  qht  Society  with  Thank. 
nefsm  For  jour  own  Gifts^  make  jonr  /elves  praised  :  BfU 
firvefiill  to  give,  lefi  joar  Deities  be  dejpifed.  Lend  to  e 
Man  enoHghj  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another.  For  werey 
Godheads  to  borrow  of  Men^  Men  would  for  fake  the  G\ 
Make  the  Meat  be  beloved^  more  than  the  Man  that  give. 
Let  no  jfffemblj  of  twenty j  be  withont  a  Score  of  villains, 
there  fit  twelve  Women  at  the  Table^  let  a  Doz,en  of  them  bi 

they  are TTaerefi  of  your  Fees^  O  Godst  the  Senator 

Athens,  together  with  the  common  lag  of  People^  what  is  at 
in  t  hem  f  you  Gods^  make  Jut  able  for  DefiruS;ion.   For  thefe 
frefent  Friends  — *—  as  they  are  to  tne  nothingy  fo  in  nfti 
hlejs  them^  and  to  nothing  are  they  welcome. 
Uncover  Dogs,  and  lap- 

Somefpeakj  What  does  his  Lordihip  mean  ? 

Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  Feaft  never  behold. 
You  Knot  of  Mouth  Friends :  Smoke,  and  lukewa^rm  Wi 
Is  your  Perfeftion.    This  is  Timon  s  laft, 
Who  ftuck  and  fpangled  you  with  Flatteries, 
Waihes  it  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  Faces 
Your  reaking  Virany.    Live  loath'd,  and  long 
Moft  fmilini^  fmoorh,  detefted  Parafites, 
Courteous  Deftroycrs,  affable  Wolves,  meek  Bears, 
You  Fools  of  Fortune,  Trencher-Friends,  Time»fiies, 
Cap  and  Kiee  Slaves,  Vapors,  and  Minute  Jacks 
Ok  Man  and  Beaft,  the  infinite  Malady 
Cruft  you  quite  o*er.  What,  doft  thou  go  ? 

Softjtakethy  Phyfickfirft. thou  too and  thou--r 

[Throwing  the  Dijhes  at  them,  and  drives  *em 
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Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  Mony,  borrow  none. 
What!  what  all  io  Motion  f  Henceforth  be  no  Peafi^ 
Whereat  a  Villains  not  a  welcome  Gueft. 
Burn  Houfe,  fink  Athens^  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timony  Mah»  and  all  Humanity.  \J^^i^^ 

Enter  tht  Senators^ 
I  Sen.  How  now,  my  Lords .? 
*  2  Sen.  Know  you  the  Quality  of  Lord  Ttmon*s  Fury  ? 

3  Sen.  Pufl),  did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 

4  Sen.  I  have  loft  my  Gown«  n 

1  Sen.  He's  but  a  mad  Lord,  and  nought  but  Humour 
fyays  him.  He  gave  me  a  Jewel  th'othec  Day,  ^Q^  ^^^ 
Ke  has  beat  it  diit  of  my  Hat. 

Did  you  fee  my  Jewel  ? 

2  Sen.  Did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 
J  Sen.  Here  *tis. 

4  Sen.  Hert  lyes  my  Gown. 
I  Sen.  Let's  make  no  ftay. 
1  Sen.  Lord  Timon  s  mad. 
J  Sen.  I  feel'c  upon  my  Bones. 

4  Sen.  One  Day  he  gives  us  Diamonds,  next  Day  Stones. 

[Exeunt  SenatorSm 


ACT  IV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  Without  the  Walls  of  Athens. 

Enter  Timon. 

f 

7?*>.  T  Et  me  look  back  upon  thee.   O  thou  Wall, 
JLjThatgirdleft  in  thofe  Wolves,  dive  in  the  Earth, 
And  fence  nbt  Athens.   Matrons,  turn  incontinent ; 
Obedience  fail  in  Children ;  Slaves  and  Fools 
l^luck  the  grave  wrinkled  Senate  from  the  Bench, 
And  minifter  in  their  fieads  to  general  Filths. 
Convert  o'th*  inftant  green  Virginity, 
Do*t  in  yotir  Parents  Eyes.    Bankrupts,  hold  faft, 
Rather  than,  render  back ;  out  with  your  Knives, 
Aod  cut  your  trufters  Throat;.    Bound  Servants,  fteal; 
targe-handed  Robbers  your  grave  Mafters  are, 
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And  Pill  by  Law.    Maid,  to  thy  Matter's  Bcdj 
,Thy  Miftrefs  is  o'th*  Brothel.  Son  of  iixteen. 
Pluck  the  lin'd  Crutch  from  thy  old  Hnaping  Sire, 
With  it  beat  out  his  Br^ny.     Piety  and  Fear, 
Iteligtbn  to  the  Gods,  Peace,  Juftice,  Truth, 
Domeftick  awe,  Night-reftj  and  Neighbourhood, 
Inftruftion,  Manners,  Myfteries  and  Trades, 
Degrees,  ObferVanceF,  Cuftoms  and  Laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  Contraries. 
And  yet  Confufion  live :  Plagues  incident  to  Men, 
Your  potent  and  infedious  Fevers,  heap 
On  Athem  ripe  for  ftroke.     Thou  cold  Sciatica^  • 

Cripple  our  Senators,  that  their  Limbs  n)ay  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  Manners*     Luft  and  Liberty 
Creep  in  the  Minds  and  Marrows  of  our  Youth, 
That  *gainft  the  Stream  of  Virtue  they  may  ftrivc. 
And  drown  themfelves  in  Riot.     Itches,  Blains, 
Sow  all  the  AthenUn  Bofoms,  and  their  Crop 
Be  general  Leprofie :  Breath  infeft  Breath, 
That  their  Society  (as  their  Friendfliip^  may 
Be  mcerly  Poifon.     Nothing  Til  bear  from  thcc< 
Sut  Nakednefs,  thou  deteftable  Town* 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  Banns : 
TimQn  will  to  the  Woods,  where  he  fliall  find 
Th'unkindeft  Bead  much  kinder  than  Mankind* 
The  Gods  confound  (hear  me  you  good  Gods  all) 
TW  Aihenians  both  within  and  out  that  Wall; 
And  grant,  as  Timon  growf,  his  Hate  may  grow. 
To  the  whole  Race  of  Mankind,  high  and  low. 
Amen^  [Exit. 

SCENE    II.     Timon V  Houfe^ 

Enter  Flavius  v;ith  two  or  thr^e  Servdnts.         * 

1  Ser.  Hear  you,  Matter  Steward,  where's  our  Matter? 
Are  we  undone,  catt  oflF,  nothing  remaining  ? 

Flav.  Alack,  my  Fellows,  what  (hould  I  fay  to  you  ? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  Righteous  Gods^ 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

I  S^r,  Such  a  Houfe  broke  f  ^    . 

So  Woble  a  Metier  fain  f  all  gone !  iwd  not 
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One  FrieAd  to  tike  his  Fortune  by  the  Arm, 
And  go  along  with  him. 

z  Scr.  As  we  do  turn  our  Backs 
Froni  our  Companion*  thrown  into  his  Grave, 
So  his  Familiars  to  his  buried  Fortunes 
Slink  all  away,  leave  their  falfe  Vows  with  him 
Like  empty  Purfes  pick*d.    And  his  poor  felf 
A  dedicated  Beggar  to  the  K\u 
With  his  Difeafe,  of  all  ftiun'd  Poverty, 
Walks  like  Contempt  alone.     More  of  our  Fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 

FUv.  All  broken  Implements  of  a  ruin'd  Houfe. 

J  Ser.  Yet  do  our  Hearts  wear  Ttmons  Livery, 
That  fee  I  by  our  Faces ;  we  are  Fellows  ftill. 
Serving  alike  in  Sorrow  ;  Leaked  is  our  Bark, 
And  we,  poor  Mates,  ftand  on  the  dying  Deck,      ^ 
Hearing  the  Surges  threat:  we  muft  all  part  / 

Into  this  Sea  of  Air. 

flav.  Good  Fellows  all, 
The  lateft  of  my  Wealth  Til  fliarc  amongft  you, 
Where-cver  we  (hall  meer,  for  Timons  fake. 
Let's  yet  be  Fellows.   Let's  (hake  our  heads»  and  fay. 
As  'twere  a  Knell  unto  our  Matter's  Fortunes, 
We  have  feen  better  Days.    Let  each  take  fome; 
Nay  put  out  all  your  Hands ;  not  one  word  more, 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  Sorrow,  parting  poor, 

[He  gives  them  Monj^  they  Embrace^  and  fart  feveral  ways. 
Oh  the  fierce  Wretchednefs  that  Glory  brings  us  I 
Who  would  not  wi(h  to  be  from  Wealth  exempt. 
Since  Riches  point  to  Mifery  and  Contempt  ? 
Who  would  be  fo  mock'd  with  Glory,  as  to  live 
But  in  a  Dream  of  Friend(hip  ? 
To  have  his  Pomp,  and  all  what  State  compounds, 
,  Bat  oidy  painted  like  his  vamifli'd  Friends : 
Poor  honeft  Lord  I  brought  low  by  his  own  Heart, 
Undone  by  goodnefs:  flrange  unufual  Blood, 
^hen  Man's  worft  Sin  is,  he  does  too  much  ^ood. 
Viiio  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  again  ? 
For  Bounty  that  makes  Gods,  does  ftill  mar  Men. 
My  deareft  Lord,  blefl  to  be  mod  accurs'd. 
Rich  only  to  be  wretched ;  thy  great  Fortunw 
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Are  made  thy  chief  Afflidions.     Alas,  kiad  Lord ! 

He's  flun^  in  a  Rage  from  this  ungrateful  Seat 

Of  raonftrous  Friends : 

Nor  has  he  to  fupply  his  Life^ 

Or  that  which  can  command  it : 

ril  follow  and  enquire  hhn  out. 

I'll  ever  ferve  his  Mind,  with  my  beft  will^ 

Whilft  I  have  Gold,  Til  be  his  Steward  ftill.  [^ 

SCENE    III.     The  Woods. 

Enur  Tlmon. 

Tim.  O  Mtffed  breeding  Sun,  draw  from  the  Earth 
Rotten  Humidity:  Bdowthy  Sifter's  Oxb 
Ihfeft  the  Air.     Twin'd  Brothers  of  one  Womb, 
Whofe  Procreation^  Refidence,  and  Birth, 
Scarce  is  dividant,  touch  them  with  feveral  Fortunes, 
The  greater  fcorns  the  leffer.     Not  Nature, 
To  whom  all  Sores  lay  Siege,  can  bear  great  Fortune 
But  by  contempt  of  Nature. 
Raife  me  this  Beggar,  and  deny't  that  Lord, 
The  Senator  (hall  bear  Contempt  Hereditary, 
The  Beggar  native  Honour. 
It  is  the  Pafture  lards  the  Beggat's  iides. 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares?  who  dares. 
In  purity  of  Manhood,  ftand  upright, 
And  fay,  this  Man*s  a  Flatterer  ?  If  one  be. 
So  tre  tliey  aM^  for  every  grize  of  Fo|-tune 
Is  fmooth'd  by  that  below.     The  learned  Pate 
Ducks  to  the  Golden  Fool.     All's  Obloquy  : 
There's  nothing  kvel  in  our  curfed  Natures 
But  direft  Villany.     Therefore  be  abho'rr'd* 
All  Feafts,  Societies,  and  Throngs  of  Men. 
His  femblable,  yea  himfelf  Timon  difdairre, 
Deftrudion  phang  Mankind,  Earth  yield  me  Roots» 

[Dicing  the  Ear$l 
Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fawce  his  Pallate 

ith  thy  moft  operant  Poifon.    What  is  here? 

[Id?  Yellow,  glittering,  precious  Gold  ? 
Gods,  I  am  no  idle  Votarift, 
»ts  you  clear  Heavens.    Thus  much  of  this  will  make 
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Black,  White;  Fowl,  Falrf  Wrong,  Right; 
Bafc,  Noble;  Old,  Young;  Coward,  Vah'ant. 
Ha,  you  Gods  I  why  this  J  what  this,  youGods?  why,  this 
Will  lug  your  Priefts  and  Servants  from  your  fides : 
Pluck  flout  Mens  Pillows  from  below  their  Heads* 
This  yellow  Slave 

Will  knit  and  break  Reh'gions,  bkfs  th'accurs -d. 
Make  the  hoar  Leprofie  ador'd,  place  Thieves, 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbatipn 
With  Senators  on  the  Bench  :  This  is  it 
That  makes  the  wappcn'd  Widow  wed  again  } 
She,  whom  the  Spittle-Houfe,  and  ulcerous  Sores, 
Would  caft  the  gorge  at ;  this  embalins  and  fpices 
To  th'-^r/7  day  again.    Come,  damn'd  Earth, 
Thou  common  Whore  of  Mankind,  that  putteft  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  Nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  Nature,  ^Mdrvh  dfkr  0ffl 

Ha !  a  Drum  ?  Th'trt  quick, 

But  yet  III  bury  thee  »  Thou'lt  go  (ftrong  Thief) 

When  gouty  Keepers  of  thee  cannot  Hand : 
Nay,  ftay  thou  out  for  earneft. 
Enter  Alcibiades  with  Drum  and  Fife  in  warlike  mutmer^ 

and  Phrinia  and  Timandra. 
Ale.  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 
Ttm.  A  Beaft,  as  thou  art.    The  Canker  gnaw  thy  Heart 
For  (hewing  me  again  the  Eyes  of  Man. 

jtlc.  What  is  thy  Name  ?  is  Man  fo  hateful  to  thee. 
That  art  thy  felf  a  Man  ? 

Ttm.  1  im  MifanthropQSy  and  hate  Mankind* 
for  thy  part,  I  do  wifli  thou  wert  a  Dog, 
Tbat  I  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Ak.  I  know  thee  well ; 
But  in  thy  Fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  ftrange. 

Ttm.  I  know  thee  too,  and  more  than  that  I  know  thee 
Inot  defire  to  know.     Follow  thy  t>rum, 
Vith  Man's  Blood  paint  the  ground,  Gules,  GQlcs : 
Religious  Cannons,  civil  Laws  are  cruel, 
Then  what  (hould  War  be  ?  This  fell  Whore  of  thine, 
Hadi  in  her  more  deftru Aion  than  thy  Sword, 
For  all  her  Cherubin  look. 
fbri.  Thy  Lips  rot  offi 
Vot.  V.  '  K  Tim. 
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Tim.  I  will  not  kifs  thee,  then  the  Rot  returns 
To  thine  own  Lips  again.  , 

uilc.  How  came  the  noble  Tim$ft  to  this  change  i 
Timm  As  the  Moon  does,  by  wanting  Light  to  give: 
But  then  renew  I  could  nor,  like  the  Moon; 
There  were  no  Suns  to  borrow  of. 

u4lc.  Noble  Timon^  what  Friend(hip  may  I  do  thee  ? 

Tim.  None,  but  to  maintain  my  Opinion. 

Ale.  What  is  it,  T$mon  f 

Tim.  Promife  me  Friendftiip,  but  perform  none. 
If  thou  wilt  not  promife,  the  Gods  plague  thee,  for  the 
art  a  Man  :  if  thou  doft  perform,  confound  thee,  for  tho 
art  a  Man.  r 

Ale.  I  have  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  Miferies* 

Tim.  Thou  faw'ft  them  when  I  had  Profperity. 

Ale.  I  fee  them  now,  then  was  a  blefled  time.- 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  Harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  i\C  AtheniM  Mtnioo>  whom  the  Woric 
Voic'd  fo  regardfully  ? 

Ttm.  Art  thou  Ttmandra  ? 

Timan.  Yes. 

Tim.  Bfc  a  Whore  ftill,  they  love  thee  not  that  ufc  thee, 
give  them  Difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  Luft.  Make 
ufe  of  thy  fait  Hours,  feafon  the  Slaves  for  Tubs  and  Batto, 
bring  down  Rofe-cheek'd  Youth  to  the  Fubfaft,  and  the 
Diet. 

TtmM^  Hang  thee,  Monfter. 

Ale.  Pardon  him,  (v/cttTimandra,  for  his  Wits 
Are  drown'd  and  loft  in  his  Calamities. 
I  have  but  little  Gold  of  late,  brave  TimpH^ 
The  want  whereof,  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  Band.     I  heard  and  griev'd, 
How  curfed  Athens,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  Deeds,  when  neighbour  States, .    , 
But  for  thy  Sword  and  Fortune,  trod  upon  them  — 

Tim.  I  prithee  beat  thy  Drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Ale.  I  am  thy  Friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon.  ^r 

T$m.  How  doft  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou  doft  trouUci 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Ale.  Why  fare  thee  well: 
Here  is  fome  Gold  for  thee. 

Tm 
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Ttm.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

jtlc.  When  I  have  laid  proud  jithens  on  a  heap. 

rm.  War'ft  thou  'gainft  ^them  ? 

Ale.  Ay,  Timon^  and  have  caufe. 

Ttm.  The  Gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  Conquefl:» 
And-  thee  after*  when  thou  haft  conquer'd. 

jilc.  Why  me,  Ttmon  ? 

Tim.  That  by  killing  of  Villains 
Thou  waft  born  to  conquer  my  Country. 
Put  up  thy  Gold.     Go  on,  here's  Gold,  go  on ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  Plague»  whome  Jove 
Will,  o'er  fome  high-vic'dCity,  hang  his  poifon 
In  the  fick  Air :  let  not  thy  Sword  skip  one. 
Pity  not  honoured  Age  for  his  white  Beard, 
He  is  an  Ufurer.     Strike  me  the  counterfeit  Matron, 
It  is  her  Habit  only,  that  is  honeft* 
Her  felPs  a  Bawd.     Let  not  the  Virgin's  Cheek 
Make  foft  thy  trenchant  Sword;  for  thofe  Milk- Paps 
That  through  the  window  Barn  bore  at  Mens  Eyes, 
Are  not  within  the  Leaf  of  Pity  writ. 
But  fet  them  down  horrible  Traitors.  Spare  not  the  Babe 
Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  Fools  exhauft  their  Mercy ; 
Thiok  it  a  Baftard,  whom  the  Oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced,  the  Throat  fhall  £Ut, 
And  mince  it  fans  remorie.    Swear  agaioft  Obje&s^ 
Put  Armour  on  thine  Ears,  and  on  thine  Eyes, 
Whofe  proof,  nor  yells  of  Mothers,  Maids  nor  Babesj 
Nor  fight  of  Prie(b  in  holy  Veftmcnts  bleeding. 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  Gold  to  pav  thy  Soldiers. 
Make  large  Confufion  ;  and  thy  fury  (pent> 
Confouoded  be  thy  fetf .     Speak  npt,  be  gone. 

Ale.  Haft  thou  Gcdd  yet  ?  FU  take  the  Gold  thdu  giveft 
"ne,  not  all  thy  Counfel. 

Tim.  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  Heav'ns  Curfe  upon 

Ace. 

Both.  Give  us  fome  Geld,  good  77mcM^  haft  thou  more  ?  " 
Tim.  Enough  to  make  a  Whore  forfwear  her  Trade, 
And  to  make  Whores,  a  Bawd.    Hold  upi  you  Sluts, 
*our  Aprons  mountant,  you  arc  not  Othable, 
Although  I  know  you'll  fwear,  terribly  fwear, 
loto  ftroDg  (h  udders,  and  to  heavenly  Agues 

K  1  TV*\m- 
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Th'  iniinortal  (Sods  that  hear  you.     Spare  your  Oaths : 

ril  truft  to  your  Conditions,  be  Whores  ftill. 

And  he  whofe  pious  Breath  fecks  to  convert  you. 

Be  firong  in  Whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up. 

Let  your  dofe  Fire  predominate  his  Smoak, 

And  be  no  Turn-coats :  yet  may  your  pains  fix  Months 

Be  quite  contrary*    And  thatch 

Your  poor  thin  Roofs,  with  burthens  of  the  Dead, 

CSome  that  were  hang*d  )  no  matter  : 

Wear  them,  betray  with  them;  whore  ftill. 

Paint  'till  a  Horfe  may  mire  upon  your  Face ; 

A  Pox  of  Wrinkles. 

Both.  Well,  more  Gold what  then  ? 

Believe  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  Gold. 

Tim*  Confumptions  fow 
In  hollow  Bones  of  Man,  ftrike  their  (harp  Shins, 
And  mar  Mens  fpurring.   Crack  the  Lawyer's  Voice> 
That  he  may  never  more  falfe  Title  pleads   > 
Nor  found  his  Qufllets  ftirilly.     Hoar  the  Flamen, 
That  fcolds  againft  the  quality  of  Flefti, 
And  not  believes  himfelt :  Down  with  the  Nole, 
Down  with  it  flat,  take  the  Bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  forefce  (baUf 

Smells  from  the  general  Weal.     Make  curKd  Pate  Ruffians 
And  let  the  unfcarr'd  Braggarts  of  the  War 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you.    Plague  alh 
That  your  aaivity  may  defeat,  and  queH 
The  fource  of  all  Ereftion.     There's  nK>rc  Gold. 
Do  vou  Damn  others,  and  let  this  Damn  you. 
Ana  Ditches  grave  you  all. 

Both.  More  counfel  with  more  Mony,  bounteous  Timon* 

Tim.  More  Whore,  more  Mifchief  firft ;  I  have  given 
you  earneft. 

jilc.  Strike  up  the  Drum  towards  ^/iE?^/ir/;  farewel  7iffr«» * 
if  I  thrive  well.  Til  vifit  thee  again. 

Timi  If  I  hope  well.  111  never  fee  thee  more. 

^/r.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  fpok'ft  well  ojT  me. 

^k.  Cairft  thou  that  harm  { 

T^m.  Men  daily  ^nd  ir.    Get  thee  away» 
An4  take  thy  Beagles  with  thee* 
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^.  We  but  offend  him*  ftrike.  [Exiwu^ 

Timi  That  Natare  being  fick  of  Man*s  Unktndnefs       ^ 
Should  yet  be  hungry  •*  Common  Mother*  thou 
Whofe  Womb  unmealurablet  and  infinite  Breaft 
Teems  and  feeds  all ;  whofe  felf  fame  mettle 
U^hereof  thy  proud  Child,  arrogant  Man,  is  puft, 
Engenders  the  black  Toad,  and  Adder  blew. 
The  gilded  Newt,  and  Eyelefs  venom'd  Worm, 
With  all  the  abhorred  Births  below  crifp  Heaven, 
Whereon  Hyperions  quickning  Fire  doth  fhii{e ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  the  Human  Sons  do*s  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  Boibm,  one  poor  Root* 
Enfear  thy  Fertile,  and  Conceptious  Womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  Man. 
Go  great  with  Tygers,  Dragons,  Wolves  and  Bears« 
Teem  with  new  Monfters,  whom  thy  upward  Face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  ManHon  all  above 
Never  prefented.  O,  a  Root  — -^  dear  Thanks : 
Dry  up  thy  Marrows,  Veins,  and  Plough-torn  Lea^ 
Whereof  ingrateful  Man  with  Liquorish  Draughts 
And  Morfels  undious>  greafes  his  pure  Mind, 
That  from  it  all  Confiderations  flips  ■ 

Enter  Apemantus. 
More  Man  ?  Plague,  Plague. 

* Apem.  I  was  directed  hither.  Men  report. 
Thou  deft  afFe(9:  my  Manners,  and  doft  ufe  them. 

T/ffsr.  *Tis  then>  becaufe  thou  doft  not  keep  a  Dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate ;  Confumption  catch  thee. 

Apem.  This  \s  in  thee  a  Nature  but  affeded, 
A  poor   unmanly  Melancholy  fprung 
iTcun  change  of  Fortune.  Why  this  Spade?  this  place? 
Tiiis  Slave-like  Habit,  and  thefe  looks  of  Care  \ 
Thy  Flatterers  yet  wear  Silk,  drink  Wine,  lyc  foft^ 
Hug  their  difeafed  Perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  7/;»07i.was.  Shame  not  thefe  Woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  Carper. 
Be  thou  a  Flatterer  now>  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee;  hinge  thy  Knee, 
And  let  his  very  Breath  whom  thou'It  obferve 
Bbw  o£F  thy  Cap ;  praife  his  moft  vicious  Strain, 
A|d  caU  it  excellent ;  thou  waft  told  thus : 
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TJbou  gav'ft  thine  Ears,  like  Tapfters,  that  bid  welcome^ 
To  Knaves,  and  all  Approachers  :  *Tis  moft  juft 
That  thou  turn  Rafcat,  hadft  thou  Wealth  again, 
Rafcals  (hould  hav  t.  Do  not  afTume  my  Likene& 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thcc^  I'd  throw  away  nay  felf. 

^pem.  Thou  haft  caft  away  thy  felf,  being  like  diy  fel 
A  Mad-man  fo  long,  now  a  Fool :  What  think'ft 
That  the  bleak  Air,  thy  boifterous  Chamberlain, 
Will  put  thy  Shirt  on  warm  ?  Will  thefe  moift  Trees, 
That  have  out-liy'd  the  Eagle,  page  thy  Heels^ 
And  Skip  when  thou  point'ft  out  i  Will  the  cold  Brook 
Candied  with  Ice,  cawdie  thv  morning  tafte 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  Surfeit  ?  Gall  the  Creatures, 
Whofe  naked  Natures  live  in  all  the  fpightj 
Of  wreekful  Heaven,  whofc  bare  unhoufed  Trunks, 
To  the  confliding  Elennrents  expos'd,. 
Anfwer  meer  Nature  ;  bid  them  fluter  thee; 
Oh  I  thou  ihalt  find^ 

Tim.  A  Fool  of  thee;  depart. 

Afcm.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did^ 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worfe* 

Afem.  Why  ? 

Ttm.  Thou  flatter'ft  Mifery. 

Aftm.  I  flatter  not,  but  fay  thou  art  a  Cay  tiff. 

Ttm.  Why  doft  thou  feek  me  out  ? 

Apem.  To  vex. thee. 

Ttm.  Always  a  Villain's  Office,  or  a  Fool's. 
Doft  pleafe  thy  felf  in't  \ 

Apem.  Ay. 

Ttm.  What!  a  Knave  too? 

^em.  If  thou  didft  put  this  fowrc  cold  Habit  on 
To  caftigate  thy  Pride,  'twere  well ;  but  thou 
Doft  it  enforcedly :  Thou'dft  Courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  Beggar ;  willing  Mifery 
Out-lives  incertain  Pomp;   is  crown'd  befQres 
The  one  is  filling  ftill,  never  Compleat ; 
The  other,  at  high  wifh,  beft  ftate  Contentlefs, 
Hath  a  diftra<9:ed  and  moft  wretched  Being, 
Worfe  than  the  worft,  Content. 
Thou  ihouldft  defire  to  die*  being  miferable* 
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Tint.  Not  by  his  Breath,  that  is  more  mifcrablc. 
Thou  art  a  Slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  Arm 
With  Favour  never  clafpt ;  but  bred  a  Dog. 
Hadft  thou  like  us  from  our  firft  fwath  proceeded9 
Through  fweet  Degrees  that  this  brief  World  a£Fords, 
To  fucfa  as  may  the  paffive  Drugs  of  it 
Freely  command;  thou  wouldft  have  plunged  thyfclf 
In  general  Riot,  melted  down  thy  Youth 
In  diflFerent  Beds  of  Luft,  and  never  leam'd 
The  icy  Precepts  of  Rcfpeft,  but  followed 
The  Sugared  Game  before  thee.   But  my  felf. 
Who  had  the  World  as  my  Confcftionary, 
The  Mouths,  the  Tongues,  the  Eyes,  the  Hearts  of  Men, 
At  Duty  more  than  I  could  frame  Employments  ; 
That  numberlefs  upon  me  ftuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  Oak,  have  with  one  Winters  brufli 
FalPn  from  their  Boughs,  and  left  me  open  bare, 
For  every  Storm  that  blows.   I  to  bear  this. 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burthen. 
Thy  Nature  did  commence  in  Sufferance,  Time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.  Why  fliouldft  thou  hate  Men  ? 
They  never  flattered  thee.  What  haft  thou  given? 
If  thou  will  Curfe;  thy  Father,  that  poor  Rag, 
Muft  be  thy  Subjeft  ;  who  in  fpight  put  fluff 
To  fome  She-Beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Foor  Rogue,  hereditary.   Hence  I  be  gone— — 
If  thou  hadfl  not  been  born  the  worft  of  Men, 
Thou  hadft  been  a  Knave  and  Flatterer. 
jlpem.  Art  thou  proud  yet  i 
Tim^  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee, 
Apem.  I,  that  I  was  no  Prodigal. 
Ttm.  r,  that  I  am  one  now. 
^cre  all  the  Wealth  I  have  (hut  up  in  thee, 
Pd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.  Get  thee  gone: 
That  the  whole  Life  of  Athens  were  in  this. 
Thus  would  I  cat  it.  \EMingii  Root. 

Afem.  Here  I  will  mend  thy  Feaft. 
Ttm.  Firft  mend  my  Company,  take  away  thy  felf. 
jifemSo  I  (hall  mend  mine  own,  by  thiackof  thine. 
Tim.  *Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  by  botcht ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 
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jipim^  What  wouldft  thou  have  to  Athens  f 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  Whirlwind ;  if  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  there  I  have  Gold,  look,  fo  I  have, 

Apemi  H^re  is  no  uTe  for  Gold. 

Ttm.  The  beft  and  trueft : 
For  here  it  fleepS)  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

jipem.  Where  ly'ft  a  Nights,  TimM  f 

7$m»  Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feed'ft  thou  a  Days,  Ap^manttt^  ? 

Apem.  Where  my  Stomach  find$  Meat,  or  rather  where 
I  eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  Poifon  were  obedient,  and  knew  my  Mind» 

j^enh  Where  wouldft  thou  fend  it  ? 

Tim.  To  fawce  thy  Diihes. 

Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kneweft,  but 
the  extremity  of  both  ends.  When  thou  waft  in  thy  Gilr> 
and  thy  Perfume,  they  mockt  thee,  for  too  much  curio- 
iicy ;  in  thy  Rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but  art  defpis'd  for 
the  contrary.     There's  a  Medler  for  thee,  e^t  it» 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not. 

A^em.  Doft  hate  a  Medler  { 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee, 

Apem.  And  th'hadft  hated  Medlers  fooner,  thou  (houldft 
have  loved  thy  felf  better  now.  What  Man  did'ft  thou  ever 
know  unthrift,  that  was  beloved  after  his  Means  I 

Tim.  Who  without  thofe  Means  thou  talk'ft  of,  didi^ 
thou  ever  know  belov*d  i 

Apem.  My  felf. 

Tim.  I  underftand  thee,  thou  hadft  fomq  Means  to  keep 
a  Dog. 

Ap0m.  What  things  in  the  World  canft  tho^i  neareft 
compare  to  thy  FJsuerers  ? 

Tim.  Women  neareft ;  but  Men,  Men  are  the  tUngs 
themfclves.  What  wouldft  thou  do  with  the  World  Api* 
mantusj  if  it  lay  in  thy  Power  ? 

Apcm.  Give  it  the  Beafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  Men. 

Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thy  felf  fall  in  the  confufion  of 
Men,  and  remain  a  Beaft  with  the  Beafts. 

Apcm.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  A  be^ftly  Ambition,  which  the  Gods  grant  thee 
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^attain  to.  If  thou  wert  the  Lyon,  the  Fox  would  beguile 
thee;  if  thou  wert  the  Lamb,  the  Fox  would  eat  thee;  if 
thou  were  the  Fox,  the  Lyoh  wou]d  fufped  thee,  when 
peradventure  thou  wert  accus'd  by  theAfs;  if  thou  wert 
the  Afs,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee  ;  and  (kill  thou 
liv'A  but  as  a  Breakfaft  to  the  Wolf.  If  thou  wert  the 
Wolf,  thy  greedinefs  would  afflift  thee,  and  oft  thou 
fhouldft  hazard  thy  Life  for  thy  Dinner.  Wert  thou  the  ^ 
Unicorn,  Pride  and  Wrath  would  confound  thee,  and  mike 
thine  own  fcif  the  Conqueft  of  thy  Fury.  Wert  thou  a 
Bear,  thou  wouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  Horfe ;  wert  thou  a 
Horfe,  thou  wouldfl  be  feized  by  the  Leopard ;  wert  thou 
a  Leopard,  thou  wert  German  to  the  Lyon,  and  the  Ipots 
of  thy  Kindred,  were  Jurors  on  thy  Life.  All  thy  faiety 
were  remotion,  and  thy  Defence  abfence.  What  Beau 
couldft  thou  be,  that  were  not  fubjed  to  a  Beaft ;  and  what 
a  Beaft  art  thou  already^  and  feeft  not  thy  Lois,  in  Trans- 
formation* 
j^em*  If  thou  couldft  pleafe  me 

Vith  fpeaking  to  me  thou  roight*ft 

Have  hit  upon  it  here. 

The  Commonwealth  of  jlthem  is  become 

A  Foreft  of  Beafts. 
Ttm.   How  has  the  Afs  broke  the  Wall,  that  thou  art 

out  of  the  City. 
Jfem.  Yonder  comes  a  Poet  and  a  Painter  ^-— 

The  Plague  of  Company  light  upon  thee ; 

I  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and  give  way. 

When  I  know  not  what  elfe  to  do, 

ni  fee  thee  again. 
Ttm.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee. 

Thou  ft)  alt  be  welcome. 

I  had  rather  be  a  Beggar's  Dog 

Than  Apemantui. 
jifem.  Thou  art  the  Cap 

Of  all  the  Fools  alive. 
Tim.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough 

To  fpit  upon. 
j^tm.  A  Plague  on  thee. 

Ilioa  art  too  bad  to  Curfe. 
Ttm.  All  Villains 
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That  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  LeproGc 
But  what  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee,  PU  beat  thee  ; 
But  I  (houM  infeft  my  Hands. 

jipem.  I  would  my  Tongue 
Could  rot  them  ofF. 

Tim»  Away  thou  ifTue  of  a  mangy  Dog  / 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive; 
I  fwround'  to  fee  thee. 

Aptm.  W.ould  thou  wouldft  burft. 

Ttm.  Away  thou  tedious  Rogue,  I  am  forry  I  (hall  1 
a  Stone  by  thee. 

Aoem.,  ^eafi  f 

Tttfi.  Slive  \ 

jifem.  Toad! 

Tim.  Rogue!  Rogue!  Rogue! 
I  am  fick  of  this  falfe  World,  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  nieer  neceffities  upon't : 
Then  Ttmon  prefently  prepare  thy  Grave  ; 
Lye  where  the  Light  Foam  of  the  Sea  may  btfat 
Thy  Grave- ftone  daily;  make  thine  Epitaphi 
That  Death  in  me,  at  others  Lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  fweet  Kcng-Killer,  and  dear  Divorce 
Twixt  natural  Son  and  Sire ;  thou  bright  defiler 
Oi  Hymens  pureft  Bed,  thou  valiant  Mars^ 
Thou  ever,  young,  frefli,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe  Blufh  doth  thaw  the  confecrated  Snow, 
That  lies  on  Dians  Lap.   Thou  vifible  God, 
That  fouldreft  clofe  Impoffibilities, 
And  mak'ft  them  kifs ;  that  fpeak'ft  with  every  Tongue 
To  every  purpofe;  O  thou  touch  of  Hearts, 
Think  thy  flave  Man  Rebels,  and  by  thy  Virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  Beads 
May  have  the  World  in  Empire. 

jipem.  Would  'twere  (o. 
But  not  till  r  am  dead.    Til  fay  th'haft  ®oId  ; 
Thou  wilt  be  thrpng'd  too  Ihortly. 

Ttm.  Throng'd  too  i 
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Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  Back,  I  prithee. 
jipem.  Live,  and  love  thy  Mifcry. 
Ttm.  Long  live  hy  and  fo  die.  I  am  quit. 
Apem.  Mo  things  hke  Men  -' 

Ear,  Tsmoffy  and  abhor  them.  [^Exh  Apema.  * 

Entir  the  Banditti. 
I  Band.  Where  ftiould  he  have  this  Gold?  It  is  fomcpoor 
Fragment,  fome  (lender  Ort  of  his  Remaiisckr:  The  mecr  ' 
want  of  Gold,  and  the  falling  from  of  his  Friends,  drove 
him  into  this  Melancholy. 

I  Band.  It  is  nois*d 
He  hath  a  Ma&  of  Treafurc. 

;  Band.  Let  us  make  the  aiTay  upon  him,  i£  he  care  not/ 
for't,  he  will  fupply  us  eafily :  If  he  covctonfly  referve  |ff  • 
how  (hairs  get  it? 

I  Band.  True;  for  he  bears  it  not  abouc  him; 
Tis  hid. 

I  Band.  Is  not  this  he? 
AU.  Where? 

z  Band.  'Tis  his  Defcription. 
}  Band.  He ;  I  know  him. 
AU.  Save  thee»  Timon. 
Ttm.  Now  Thieves. 
All.  Soldiers,  not  Thives. 
Tm.  Both  too,  and  Womens  Sons. 
All.  We  are  not  Thieves,  but  Men 
That  much  do  want. 

T$m.  Your  greateil  want  is,  you  want  mucbofMeaC ; 
^hy  ihould  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  Earth  hath  Roots; 
Within  this  Mile  break  forth  an  hundred  Springs ; 
The  Oaks  bear  Maft,  the  Briers  Scarlet  Hips, 
[•  The  bounteous  Hufyirife  Nature,  on  each  Bufli, 
lays  her  full  Mefs  before  you.    Want?  why  want? 

I  Band.  We  cannot  live  on  GraG,  on  Berries»  Water,' 
As  Beafts,  and  Birds,  and  Fifties. 

Tm.  Nor  on  the  Beafts  themfeves,  the  Birds  and  Fifties^ 
Vou  muft  eat  Men.    Yet  thanks  I  muft  you  cop. 
That  you  are  Thieves  profeft ;  that  you  work  not 
lo  hoUer  Shapes ;  for  there  is  boundlefs  Theft 
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In  limited  Profeflions.    Rafcal  Thieves, 
Here's  Gold.    Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  Blood  o'th  Grape, 
•Till  the  high  Feaver  feeth  your  Blood  to  Froth, 
And  fo  fcape  hanging.   Trufl:  not  the  Phyfician, 
His  Antidotes  are  Poifon,  and  he  flays 
More  than  you  Rob :  Take  wealth,  and  live  together. 
Do  Villainy  do,  fince  you  proteft  to  do't. 
Like  Workmen,  PU  Example  you  with  Thievery : 
The  Sun's  a  Thief,  and  with  his  great  Attradioo 
R.obs  the  vafi;  Sea.  The  Moon's  an  Arrant  Thief, 
And  her  pale  fire  fhe  (hatches  from  the  Sun. 
The  Sea's  a  Thief,  whofe  liquid  Surge  refolves 
The  Moon  into  Salt  Tears.    The  Earth's  a  Thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compofture  ftoln 
From  gen'ral  Excrement:  Each  things  a  Thief. 
The  Laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  Power 
Has  unche^*d  theft.  Love  not  your  felves,  away, 
Rob  one  another,  there's  more  Gold;  Cut  Throats  $ 
All  that  you  meet  are  Thieves :  To  jithens  go^ 
Break  open  Shops,  nothing  can  you  Steal 
But  Thieves  do  lofe  it:  Steal  not  lefs,  for  this  I  give  you. 
And  Gold  confound  you  howfoe*er:  jimen.  [Exit. 

3  Band*  H'as  almoit  charm'd  me  from  my  Profeffioo,  by 
perfwading  me  to  it. 

1  Band.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  Mankind,  that  he  thus  ad- 
vifes  us,  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  ouf  myftery. 

2  Band.  I'll  believe  him  as  an  Enemy, 
And  give  over  my  Trade. 

I*  Bandn  Let  us  firft  fee  Peace  in  jithens,  there  is  no  time 
fo  miferable  but  a  Man  mgy  be  true.  [Exennt  Thieves. 
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SCENE  The  Woods  and  TimGti's  Cave. 

Enter  Flavius  to  Timon. 

fUv.r^Yl  you  Gods! 

V^  Is  yond  defpis'd  and  ruinous  Man  my  Lord? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  Oh  Monument 
And  wonder  of  good  Deeds^  evilly  bcftow*d ! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour  has  defp'rate  want  made? 
What  vilder  thing  upon  the  Earth»  than  Friends, 
Who  can  bring  nobleft  Minds  to  bafeft  Ends? 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  times  guife. 
When  Man  was  wifht  to  love  his  Enemies: 
Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Thofe  that  would  mifchief  me«  than  thofe  that  do. 
H*as  caught  fne  in  his  Eye^  I  will  prefent  my  honeft  Grief 
Unto  him;  and*  as  my  Lord,  fiill  ferve  him  with  my  Lifc« 
My  deareft  Mafter. 

Tim.  Away :  What  art  thou  ? 

FUv.  Have  you  forgot  me.  Sir? 

Ttm.  Why  cloft  ask  thai  ?  I  have  forgot  all  Men. 
Then  if  thou  grunt'ft  th'  art  a  Man, 
I  have  forgot  thee. 

FUv.  An  honeft  poor  Servant  of  yours. 

Ttm,  Then  I  know  thee  not : 
I  ne'er  had  honeft  Man  about  me,  L  all 
I  kept  were  Knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  Villains. 

FUv.  The  Gods  are  witnefs* 
Never  did  poor  Steward  wear  a  truer  Grief 
For  his  undone  Lord,  than  mine  Eyes  for  you. 

Tm.  What,  doft  thou  weep  ?    Come  ncarcri    thdn  I 
love  thee 
Bccaufe  thou  art  a  Woman,  and  difclaim'ft 
Flinty  Mankind ;  whofe  Eyes  do  never  give. 
But  through  Luft  and  Laughter.    Pity's  Sleeping  j 
Strange  times  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weeping. 
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ITdv.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  Lord, 
T' accept  my  Grief «  and  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts. 
To  entertain  me  as  your  Steward  ftill. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  Steward 
So  true,  fo  )ufl»  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 
It  almoft  turns  my  dangerous  Nature  wild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  Face  :  Surely,  this  Man 
Was  born  of  Woman. 
Foi^ive  my  general  and  exceptlefs  rafhnefs 
You  perpetual  fober  Gods.     X  do  proclaim 
One  boneft  Man ;  Miftake  me  not,  but  one: 
No  more  I  pray,  and  he's  a  Steward. 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  Mankind, 
And  thou  redeem'ft  thy  felf :  But  all  fave  thee, 
I  fell  with  Curfes. 

Methinks  thou  art  more  honeft  now  than  wife : 
For,  by  oppreffing  and  betraying  me. 
Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  Service. 
For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  Mafters, 
Upon  their  firft  Lord's  Neck.    But  tell  me  true. 
For  I  muft  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  fo  fure. 
Is  not  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous, 
Is't  not  a  ufuring  Kindnefs,  and  as  rich  Men  deal  Gifts, 
Expefting  in  return  twenty  for  one? 

FUv.  No,  my  moft  worthy  Mafter,  in  whofe  Breafi 
Doubt  and  Sufpcd,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late» 
You  (hould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  fcaf 
Sufpeft  ftill  comes  where  an  Eftate  is  leaft. 
That  which  I  (hew,  Heav'n  knows,  is  meerly  Love, 
Duty,  and  Zeal,  to  your  unmatched  Mind, 
Care  of  yoiir  Food  and  Living:  And  believe  ir. 
My  moft  honoured  Lord, 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me. 
Either  in  hope,  or  prefent,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  Wifli,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yol^r  felf. 

TUm.  Look  thee,  'tis  fo ;  thou  fingly  honeft  Man, 
Here  take;  the  Gods  out  of  m/  mifery. 
Have  fent  thee  Treafure.  Go,  live  rich  and  happy. 
But  thus  conditioned ;  thou  (halt  build  from  Men : 
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Hate  alL  Curfe  all,  fliew  Chiricy  to  none* 

But  let  the  fanaiiht  Fielh  Aide  from  the  Bone> 

Per  thou  relieve  the  Beggar.     Give  to  Dogs 

What  thou  deny'ft  to  Men.    Let  Prifons  fwalbw  *cid. 

Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing,  be  Men  like  blafted  Woods 

And  may  Difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  Bloods, 

And  fo  farewel,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O  let  me  ftay  and  comfort  you  my  M  after* 

rsm.  If  thou  hat'ft  Curfes, 
Stay  not ;  Fly,  whilft  thou  art  bleft  and  free : 
Ne'er  fee  thou  Man,  and  let  me  ne'er  fee  thee.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  thf  place,  it  cannot  be  far 
Where  he  abides. 

Foet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him? 
Does  the  Rumour  hold  for  true, 
That  he's  fo  full  of  Gold? 

Pain.  Certain. 
Mcibiades  reports  it :  Phrinia  and  Timandra 
Had  Gold  of  him,  he  likewife  enrich'd 
I^oor  ftragling  Soldiers,  with  great  quantity. 
'lis  faid,  he  gave  unto  his  Steward 
A  mighty  Sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his. 
Has  been  but  a  try  for  his  Friends, 

Pain.  Nothing  elfe : 
You  ftiall  fee  him  a  Palm  in  Athens  again. 
And  flourifli  with  the  higheft. 
Therefore,  'tis  not  amifs,  we  tender  our  Loves 
To  him,  in  this  fuppos'd  diftrefs  of  his : 
It  will  {hew  honeftly  in  us. 
And  is  very  likely  to  load  our  purpofes 
With  what  they  travail  for. 
If  it  be  a  juft  and  true  Report,  that  goes 
Of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now 
To  prefcnt  unto  him? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time 
But  my  Vifitation :  Only  I  will  pranife  him 
An  excellent  Piece. 
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Poet.  I  muft  ferve  him  fo  too  ; 
Tell  him  of  an  intent  that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pdin.  Good  as  the  beftj 
Promifing  is  the  very  Air  o'th*  Time; 
It  opens  the  Eyes  of  Expedation. 
Performance  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  aft*  I 

And  but  in  the  plainer  and  Gmpler  kind  of  People^ 
The  deed  of  Saying  is  quite  out  of  ufe. 
To  promife,  is  moft  Courtly  and  Fafliionable; 
Performance  is  a  kind  of  Will  or  Teftamenr, 
Which  argues  a  great  Sicknefs  in  his  Judgment 
That  makes  it. 

Enter  Tiraon  from  his  Cuvem 
Tim.  Excellent  Workman, 
Thou  canft  not  paint  a  Man  fo  bad 
As  is  thy  felf« 

Poet.  I  am  thinking 
What  I  (hall  fay  I  have  provided  for  him: 
It  muft  be  a  perfbnating  of  hin^felf ; 
A  Satyr  agaiaft  the  foftnefs  of  Profpcrity, 
With  a  Difcovery  of  the  infinite  Flatteries 
That  follow  Youth  and  Opulency. 

TUm.  Muft  thou  needs 
Stand  for  a  Villain  in  thine  own  Work  ? 
Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  Faults  in  other  Men  ? 
Do  fo,  I  have  Gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay  let's  feefc  him. 
Then  dp  we  Sin  againft  our  own  Eftate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Paift.  True:  . 
When  the  Day  ferves  before  black  cornered  Night; 
Find  what  thou  want*ft,  by  free  and  offer'd  light. 
Come. 

Tim^  I'll  meet  you  at  the  turn : 
What  a  God's  Gold,  that  he  is  worfliipt 
In  a  bafer  Temple,  than  where  Swine  feed? 
'Tis  thou  that  rigg'ft  the  Bark,  and  plow'ft  the  Fomejl 
Setleft  admired  reverence  in  a  Slave, 
To  thee  b«  wor/hip,  and  thy  Saints  for  aye : 
Be  crown'd  with  Plagues,  that  thee  alone  obeyj 
lTi$  fit  I  meet  them. 
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Feet.  Hail !  worthy  Timen. 

Pdin.  Our  late  Noble  Mafier. 

Tim.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  twokoneft  Men{ 

Pott,  Sir,  Having  often  of  your  Bounty  tafted. 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  Friends  lain  o£F» 
Whofe  thanklefs  Natures,  Oh  abhorred  Spirits! 
Not  all  the  Whips  yf  Heaven  are  large  enough»--*~ 
What!  to  you! 

Whofe  Star-like  Noblenefs  gave  Life  and  Influence  ^ 
To  their  whole  Being  I  I  am  rapt,  and  canned  cover 
The  monftrous  bulk  of  this  Ingratitude 
With  any  fize  of  Words, 

Tim.  Let  it  go. 
Naked  Men  may  fee*t  the  better : 
You  that  are  honeft,  by  being  what  you  are. 
Make  them  beft  feen  and  known. 

?4/i^*He,  and  my  felf. 
Have  travell'd  in  the  great  Shower  of  your  Gifts, 
And  fweetly  felt  it* 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honeft  Men. 

Paim.  We  are  hither  come 
To  offer  you  our  Service, 

Ttm.  Moft honeft  Men!    *  

^hy  how  (hall  I  requite  you  ? 

Can  you  eat  Roots,  and  drink  cold  Water?  no* 

Both.  Wh^t  we  can  do, 
Weill  do,  to  do  you  Service. 

Tiw,  Y'are  honeft  Men ; 
YouVe  heard  that  I  have  Gold, 
1  am  furc  you  have,  fpeak  truth,  y'are  honeft  Man. 

Pmm.  So  it  ii  faid,  my  NoUe  Lord,  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  Friend,  nor  I. 

Ttm.  Good  honeft  Man ;  thou  draw'ft  a  0>unterfek 
^  in  all  Ashmst  thou'rt  indeed  the  beft, 
•Hiou  counterfeit'ft  moft  lively* 

Pain.  So,  fo,  my  Lord.- 

Tm.  E'ett  lb,  Sir,  a»  I  fay.  A  nd  for  thy  Fidion, 
Hy  thy  Verfe  fwdfe  with  ftufffo  fine  and  fmooth. 
That  ftea  art  even  Natural  i^  thine  Art. 

Vol,  y»  L  But 
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But  for  all  this,  my  honeft-natur'd  Frieods, 
I  muft  needs  fay  you  have  a  little  Fault, 
Marry  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you,  neither  wi(h  I 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Bofh.  Befeeeh  your  Honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us«  - 

Tim.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Moft  thankfully,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Will  you  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  Lord« 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trufts  a  Knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  Lord? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  heaf  him  cogg,  fee  him  diffemble. 
Know  his  grofs  patchery*  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  him  in  your  Bofom,  yet  remain  aiTur'd 
That  he's  a  made-up  Villain. 

Pain.  I  know  none  fuci),  my  Lord. 

Poet.  Nor  L 

Tim.  Look  you, 
I  love  you  well,  I'll  give  you  Gold, 
Rid  me  thefe  Villains  from  your  Companies} 
Hang  them,  or  ftab  them,  cirown  them  in  the  draughty 
Confound  them  by  fome  Courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
1*11  give  you  Gold  eneugh. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  Lord,  let's  know  them. 

Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this; 
But  two  in  Company  : 
Each  Man  apart,  all  fingle  and  alone. 
Yet  an  arch  Villain  keeps  him  Company: 
If  where,  thou  arr,  two  Villains  (hall  not  be. 
Come  not  near  him.     If  thou  would'ft  not  refide 
But  where  one  Villain  i^  then  him  abandon. 
Hence,  pack,  there's  Gold,  ye  came  for  Gold  ye  Slaves: 
You  have  work  for  me  ;  there's  Payment,  thence^ 
You  are  an  Alchymift,  make  Gold  of  that : 
Out  Kafcal  Dogs.  -       [Beating dnd driving* tmom. 

Enter  Fhviixs  and  two  Senators. 
Flav.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  Timinx 
For  he  is  fet  fo  only  to  himfel^ 
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That  nothing  hut  himfelf,  which  looks  like  Man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

I  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  Cave. 
It  is  our  part  and  promife  to  th'  jithenians 
To  fpeak  with  Ttmen. 

1  Sen.   At  all  times  alike  . 
Men  are  not  ft  ill  the  fame ;  *twas  Time  and  Griefs 
That  fram'd  him  thus.    Time  with  his  fairer  Handy 
Offering  the  Fortunes  of  his  former  Days, 
The  former  Man  may  make  him ;  bring  us  to  him 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  Cave  2 
Peace  and  Content  be  here,  Timon  !  Tim$n  ! 
Look  our,  and  fpeak  to  Friends ;  Th'  Athenidns 
By  two  of  their  moft  reverend  Senate  greet  thee ; 
Speak  to  them,  Noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  out  of  his  Cavo. 

Tim.  Thou  Sun  that  comfort  burn. 
Speak  and  be  hang'd : 

For  each  true  Word  a  Blifter,  and  each  falfe 
Be  as  a  Cauterizing  to  the  root  o*th*  Tongue. 
Coofuming  it  with  fpeaking. 

I  Sen.  Worthy  Timon. 

Tim.  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you. 
And  you  of  Timon. 

I  Sen.  The  Senators  of  ^/^ri^i  greet  thee^  Timon. 

Tim.  I  thank  them, 
And  would  fend  them  back  the  Plague^ 
'  Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen.  O  forget 
What  we  are  forry  for  our  felves  in  thee  .• 
The  Senators,  with  one  confent  of  love* 
htreat  thee  back  to  jithens^  who  have  thought 
On  fpeciai  Dignities,  which  vacant  lye 
I'or  thy  beft  ufe  and  wearing. 

1  Sen.  They  confcfs 
Toward  thee,  forgetfuloefs  too  general  grofi, 
^hich  now  the  publick  Body,  which  ^oth  feldon 
Hay  the  Recanter,  feeling  in  it  felf 
A  lack  of  Timons  Aid,  h^h  Sence  withal 
Of  it's  own  fall,  reftraming  Aid  to  Timon^ 
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And  fends  forth  us  to  malce  theif  forrowed  render> 
Together  with  a  Recompence  more  fruitful 
Than  their  Offence  can  weigh  dt)wn  b/  the  Dram, 
Ay,  even  fuch  heaps  and  fums  of  Love  and  Wealth* 
As  (hall  to  thee  blot  out  what  Wrongs  were  theirs. 
And  write  in  thee  the  Figures  of  their  Love* 
Even  to  read  ttiem  thinie« 

Tim.  You  wikh  me  irt  ir. 
Surprize  mc  to  the  Very  brink  of  Tears ; 
Lend  me  a  tool's  Heart,  anif  a'  Woman's  Eyes, 
And  rU  beweep  thefe  Comforts,  worthy  Senators. 

I  Scpf.  Therefore  fo  pleafe  thee  to  return  with  us. 
And  of  our  jithe'ns^  thine,  atid'  ours  to  take 
The  Caotainffiip;  thotl  fhalt  be^  ihet  with  Thanks, 
Allowea  with  abfoluife  Pbwer,  and  thy  good  Name 
Live  with  Authority;  fo  foon  wie  (haiF drive  back 
Of  jikibiades  the  appm^Tctes  \^ild» 
Who  like  a  Boar  too  f^age,  doth  root  up 
His  Country's  Peace. 

iSen.  And  (hakey&fe  threatmng  Sword 
Againft  the  WalFsof  Atheni. 

I  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon 

Ttm.  Well  Sir,  I  will ;  therefore  I  wiffStr,  thus— 
If  jilcibiades  kill  my  Countk^iHett, 
Let  jikibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Ttmon  Car e^  nor.     ft^r  if  he  6ck  fair  Athns, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  Men  by  th'Reirrfs, 
Giving  our  Holy  Vtr^in^tothi^ftain 
Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  mad-feratu'dWar; 
Then  let  him  know,  and  tell  h\m,Timon  fpeaks  it. 
In  pity  of  our  Aged,  ittd  Our  Youth, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  tetf  fffftr  rhiatt  t  cfafre  itof. 
And  let  himtafr^litworflrr  for  their  Kftives  care  nor. 
While  you  have  Throarf *  to  tfrtf)irer;     For  my  felf. 
There's  not  a  whittle  in  th'  unruly  Caxrip; 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  Love,  before 
The  reverend'ft  t1ri*fl%it  ifi  Jkhem.    So  I  leave  you 
To  the  Prdted^fdii  o^  the  profpdious  God?^, 
As  Thieves  to  Keepers. 
FUv.  Stay  nor,  afh'  itt  vain. 
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Tim.  Why  I  was  writing  of  my  Cpitapliy 
It  will  be  feen  to  Morrow.  My  longtldcners 
Of  Healtfa.and  Living,  now  begins  to  mend* 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.  Go,  live  AiH^ 
Be  jikibiades  your  Plague;  you  his; 
And  laft  fp  long  enough. 

I  Sen.  We  (peak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  Country,  and  and  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  Wrack, 
As  common  Brute  doth  put  it. 

I  Sen.  That's  well  fpoke. 

T$m.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  Countrymen. 

1  Sen.  Thefe  Words  become  your  Lips,  as  they ftft  thro' 
them. 

2  Sen.  And  enter  into  our  Ears  like  great Trimnphers 
In  their  applauding  Gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them« 
And  tell  them,  that  to  eafe  them  of  their  Oriels^ 
Their  fears  of  Hoftile  Strokes,  their  Acbes>  LoflR>s, 
Their  pangs  of  Love,  with  other  incident  throws 
That  Nature's  fragile  Veffel  doth  fuftain 
In  Life*s  uncertain  Voyage*  I  will  fome  kindnefs  do  them, 
ril  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  jilci^iadefWn^* 

iSen.  I  like  this  well»  he  will  return  again. 

T$m.  I  have  a  Tree  which  grows  here  in  my  Ckyle, 
That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  tlown,    ■ 
And  (hortly  muft  I  fell  it.    Tell  my  Friends, 
Tell  Athensy  in  the  frequence  of  degree* 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo^leale 
To  ftop  Afflidion,  let  him  take  his  haAe ; 
Come  hither  e'er  my  Tree  hath  ftlt  Ae  Ax» 
And  hang^himifetf.    I  pray  3fou  do  my  greeting. 

FUv.  Trouble  htm  no  further,  thus  you  fiill  (hall 
Knd  hhn. 

Tm.  Come  not  to  me  again,  but  fay  to  Athns, 
Ttmon  hath  made  his  £ verlafting  Man&on 
Upon  the  beached  Verge  of  the  fait  Flood, 
Which  once  a  Day  wiith  his  enibdfled  l^rotb 
The  turbulent  Surge  ^all  covet ;  ihither  come^ 
And  let  my  Grav^ftofie  be  your  Oracle : 
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Lips,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  Language  end: 
What  b  amifs.  Plague  and  Infedion  mend. 
.  <^raves  only  be  Mens  Works,  rand  Death  their  ®ain,^ 
Sun,  hide  thy  Beaais,  TUmon  bath  done  his  Reign« 

\jExh  Timon, 
I  Sen.   His  Difcontents  are  unremoveably   coupled   to 
nature. 

\  Sen*  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead ;  let  us  return, 
And  ftrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 
In  oi^r  dead  peril. 

I  Se».  It  requires  fwift  foot,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  other  Senator Sj  with  a  Meffenger* 

1  Sen.  Thou  haft  painfully  difcover'd ;  are  his  Files 
As  full  as  they  report  ? 

Mef.  I  have  fpoke  the  leaft. 
Befides*  his  Expedition  promifes  prefent  approach. 

2  Sen.  We  ftand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not  Timon^ 
Mef.  I  met  %  Courier,  one  mine  ancient  Friend, 

Whom  though  in  general  part  we  were  opposed. 

Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force, 

And  made  us  fpeak  like  Friends.     This  Man  was  riding 

From  AUihiaies  to  Timon^s  Cave, 

With  Letters  of  Intreaty,  which  imported 

His  Fellowihip  i*th'  caufe  againft  your  City, 

In  part  fof  his  fake  mov'd. 

Effter  the  other  Senators. 
I  Sen.  Here  come  our  Brothers.  * 

J  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon^  nothing  of  him  exped. 
The  Enemies  prum  is  heard,  and  fearful  fcouring 
Doth  choak  the  Air  with  Duft ;  In,  and  prepare. 
Ours  is  the  Fall  I  fear,  our  Foes  the  Snare.  [Exem^ 

Enter  a  Soldier  in  the  JVoodsy  feeing  Timon. 
SoL  By  all  Defcription  this  (hould  be  the  Place. 

Who's  Kerel  Speak  ho. .Noanfwer?- What  is  this  ?:— 

Timon  is  dead^  who  hath  out7ftretcht  his  Span, 
Some  BeaiR;  read  this ;  there  does  not  live  a  Man. 
Dead  fure>  and  this  his  Grave*  what's  on  this  Tomb  ^ 
I  cannot  read;  the  Chara£l;er  111  take  with  XV'ax; 

Our  Captain  hath  in  every  Figure  skill,  y 

An  aged  Interpreter,  tho^  young  in  J^ays: 
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Before  proud  Athens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 

Whofc  Fall  the  mark  of  his  Ambition  is.  '     [Exit^ 

SCENE    II.    The  Walls  of  Athens: 

Trumpm  found.    Enter  Alcibiadcs  with  his  Fowers. 

Ale.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lafcivious  Town,  ; 
Our  terrible  approach. 

[Sound  a  Parley.   The  Senators  appear  upon  the  Walls. 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  Meafure,  making  your  Wills 
•The  fcope  of  Juftice.    Till  now  my  felf,  and  fuch  ' 
As  flept  within  the  fliadow  of  your  Power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  traverft  Arms,  and  breath*d 
Our  fufferance  vainly.     Now  the  time  is  tiuth^ 
When  crouching  Marrow  in  the  bearer  ftrong 
Cries,  of  it  felf»  no  more :  Now  breathlefs  wrong. 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  Chairs  of  eafe, 
And  purfy  Infolence  fhall  break  his  Wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen.  Noble  and  young ; 

When  thy  firft  Griefs  were  but  a  meer  Conceit^ 
E'er  thou  hadft  Power,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear. 
We  fent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  Rages  Balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  Ingratitude,  with  Loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  77mon  to  our  City's  Love 
By  humble  M effage,  and  by  promised  Mcalis : 
Wc  were  not  all  uiikind,  nor  all  defervc.  ' . 
The  common  flroke  of  War. 

I  Sen.  Thefe  Walls  of  ours  ;\ 

Were  not  erefted  by  their  Hands,  from  whom 
You  have  received  your  Grief.*  Nor  are  theyTuch 
That  thefe  great  Towers,  Trophies,  and  Schoolsf  fliould  fall 
For  private  Faults  in  them. 

1  Sen.  Nor  arc  they  living  J.  '        . 

Who  werethi  Motives  that  you  £irft ^went  out,  ^,  ' 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  Cunniii(^  in  excels^ 
llttb  brcA;e  ^ir  Hearts.    March*  Noble  Lord^ 
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Into  our  Ciqr  with  thy  Banners  ipred. 

By  Dccimition  and  a  tithed  Death ; 

It  thy  Revenges  hunger  for  that  Food 

Which  Nature  loaths*  take  thou  the  deftin'd  tenth. 

And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  die. 

Let  ik.  ^  fpotted. 

X  Sen.  All  have  not  offended : 
For  thofe  that  were,  it  is  not  fquare  to  take. 
On  thofe  that  are.  Revenge :  Crimes,  like  Lands, 
AfC.apt  inherited.    Then  dear  Countryman, 
Bring  in  thy  Rank^  but  leave  without  thy  Rage, 
Spare  thy  jfthenidn  Cradle,  and  thofe  Kin 
With  thofe  that  have  offended^  like  a  Shepherd, 
Approach  the  Fold,  and  cull  th'  Infeded  forth. 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wilt. 
Thou  rather  (halt  enforce  it  with  thy  Smile, 
Than  hew  to*t  with  thy  Sword. 

1  Sen.  Set  but  thy  Foot 

Againft  our  rampir*d  Gites^  Uid  th^y  fliall  ope  : 
So  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  Heart  before^ 
To  (ay  thou'lt  enter  friendly. 

2  JSmt.  Throw  thj  Glove, 

Or  any  tokeo  of  thme  Honour  elfe. 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  th^  Wars  as  thy  Redrefs, 
And  not  as  our  Confufioo :  AH  thy  Powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  Town,  'till  we 
Have  feard  thy  full  defire. 

j^.  Then  there's  my  Gbve, 
Defcend,  and  open  your. uncharged  PortSf 
Thofe  Enemies  of  Tomn'i^  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  your  fdves  (hall  fet  ouc  for  Reproof, 
FaU  and  no  more  $  and  to  atone  your  Fears 
With  mj  more  noUe  Meaning,  not  a  Man 
Shall  pa(a  jhjU  quarter,  or  oS^d  the  Stream 
Of  r^pu9lar  Juftice  in  your  City's  bounds. 
But  (hall  be  remedied  by  your  publick  Laws 
At  heavieft  anfwer. 

B0th.  Tty  mofi  npUy^fpokeo. 

jik.  Defcend,  and  k^p  your  Wor(&« 
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Enter  a  A^Jfiftger, 
Atef*  My  noble  General,  TUmcn  is  dead, 
Dtomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  b'th*  Sea^ 
nd  on  his  Graveftone*  this  Infculpture,  which 
^ith  Wax  I  brought  away ;  whofe  foft  Impreffion 
iterprets  for  my  poor  Ignorance. 

(]  Alcibiades  reads  the  Epitaph.'] 
Here  lyes  4  wretched  Gfnrfiy  of  wretched  Somlhir^, 
Seek,  net  my  IVkme :  A  Plague  confrnmejou  Cait^  left.    • 
Here  he  I  Timon,  who  all  Uvini  Men  did  hate^ 
Pafs  bjy  and  cmfe  thy  fitl^  butftaj  not  hero  thy  Gate. 

'hefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  Spirits : 

■'bo*  thou  abhorred'ft  in  us  oiir  human  Griefs, 

corn'dft  our  Brains  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets,  which 

'(Qm  niggard  Nature  fall ;  yet  rich  Conceit 

Taught  thee  to  make  Vaft  Neptune  weep  for  aye 

)ti  thy  low  Grave;  on  Faults  forgiven.    Dead 

s  Noble  Timon^  of  whofe  Memory 

hereafter  more.    Bring  me  into  your  Citv, 

SsA  I  will  ufe  the  Olive  with  my  Sword; 

Make  War  breed  Peace;  make  Peace  ftint  War,  make  each 

Prefcribe  to  other*  as  each  other's  Leach. 

Let  our  Drums  ftrike.  [Exeunt^ 
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Confpiratots  againfi  Julius 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

Julius  Casfar. 
Oftavius  Casfar. 
M,  Antony* 
Brutti5, 

CailiuS) 
Caska^ 

Trebonius, 

Ligarius, 

Decius  Brutus,      f     Caefar. 

IVIetellus  Cimber, 

Cinna, 

Flavius, 

Murellus,  j 

Artimedorus,  a  Sooth-fayer. 

Titinlus  J  ^^^^^^^  ^^  Brutus  and  Caff 

Cinna,  the  Toet. 

Lucius,  Servant  to  Brutus. 

Calpburnia,  Wife  to  Ca^far, 
Poctiai  Wife  to  Brutus. 

^lebeims^  Gwtrds  and  Attendants^ 

SCENE  for  the  three  firfi  ABs  and 
ghmiftg  of  the  Fourth  in  Rome,  -for 
nmainder  of  the  Fourth  near  Sardis, 
the  Fifth  in  the  Ftelds  of  Philippi. 
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A  C  T   I.    SCENE! 

SCENE    Rome. 

Knter  Flavius,  Murcllus,  and  certain  Commoners 
over  the  Sti^e. 

F  L  A  V  I  V  S. 

E  N  C  E ;  Home  you  idle  Creatures,  get  you 

home; 
Is  this -a  Holy-day?  What,  know  you  not. 
Being  Mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  Diy,  without  the  Sign 
Of  yourProfeffion  \  Speak,whatTnde  irt  thoul 
Gw.  Why  Sir,  a  Carpenter. 

Mm,  Where  is  thy  Leather  Apron,  and  thy  Rule? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  bed  Apparel  on  ? 
You  Sir,  what  Trade  are  you  f  ' 

Gii.  Truly  Sir,  in  refpect  of  a  fine  Workman,  I  am  but  • 
w  you  fay  would  fay,  a  Cobler. 
-*/»".  But  what  Trade  an  thou  ?  anfwcr  me  direftly. 
\t      (M.  A  Trade,  Sir,  that  1  hope  I  may  ufe  with  a  fafe 
I   CooTcience,  which  is  indeed.  Sir,  a  mender  of  bad  Soals. 

;_^fl(w.  What  Trade,  thou  Knave?  thounaughtyKnave,what 
\.   Tnde? 

^h.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  Sir,  be  not  out  whli  me;  yet 
if  you  be  out  Sir,  Z  can  mend  you. 

Mmr.  What  mean'ft  riiou  by  that  ?    Mend  ffle,   thou 
&»cy  Fellow? 
Oi.  Why,  Sir.  Cobble  you. 
TUv.  Thou  art  a  Cobler,  art  thou  I  Ca)*. 


i.x^o  Julius  Cxlar. 

Cfik  Truly  Sir,  all  that  I  live  by,  is  the  Awl :  I  i 
die  with  no  Tradefman's  Matters^  nor  Woman's  Mtti 
but  withal,  I  am  indeed.  Sir,  a  Surgeon  to  old  Sbo 
when  they  arc  in  great  Danger,  I  recover  them.  As 
per  Men  as  ever  trod  upon  N eats- Leather,  have  gone 
on  my  handy  work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  Shop  to  Day? 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  Men  about  the  Streets  <* 

Coif.  Truly  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  Shooes,  to  get 
felf  into  more  wotk.  But  indeed  Sir,  we  make  Holy- 
to  fee  Ca/ar^  and  to  rejoyce  in  his  Triumph. 

Mmt.  Wherefore  rejoyce  ? What  Conqueft  br 

(he  hoi 
What  Tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  Captive  Bonds  his  Chariot  Wheels? 
You  Blocks,  you  Stones  you  worfe  than  fenfelefs  Thir 
O  you  hard  Hearts  I  You  cruel  Men  of  Rome  I 
Knew  you  not  Pompej  many  a  time  and  oft  ? 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Wills  and  Battlements, 
To  Towers  and  Windows,  yea  to  Chimney  tops. 
Your  Infants  in  your  Arms>  and  there  have  fate 
The  live-long  Day  with  patient  Expei^ation, 
To  fee  great  Pompej  pafs  the  Streets  of  Rome  ? 
And  when  you  faw  his  Chariot  but  appear. 
Have  you  not  made  an  Univerfal  Shout, 
That  Tyter  trembled  underneath  his  Banks 
To  hear  the  Replication  of  your  Sounds, 
Made  in  his  Concave  Shores  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  Attire  ? 
^nd  do  you  now  cull  out  an  Holy-day  ? 
And  do  you  now  ftrew  Flowers  in  his  way. 
That  comes  in  Triumph  over  Pompefs  Blood  ? 

Be  gone 

Run  to  your  Houfes,  fall  upon  your  Knees, 
Pray  to  the  Gods>  to  intermit  the  Plague, 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  Ingratitude. 

FUv.  Go,  go,  good  Countrymen,  and  for  this  Fault 
A  (femble  all  the  poor  Men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tjter  Bank,  and  weep  your  Tears 
Into  the  ChanneU  'till  the  loweft  Stream 
'Do  kifs  tlis  moft  exalted  Shores  of  all.    [^Exeunt  Common 


juiius  ^ariar. 

See  where  their  bafefl  Nfettle  be  not  inov*d^ 
They  vanifli  tongue-ty'd  in  their  Guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  CapitoU 
This  way  will  I ;  Difrobe  the  Images* 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  Ceremonies. 

Mur.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  Feafl  of  LufcrcM. 

FUv.  It  is  DO  matter,  let  no  Images 
Be  hang  with  Cafar's  Trophies ;  I'll  about^ 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  Streets ; 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thicb 
Thefe  growing  Feathers  pluckt  from  Cifir^s  Wiogt 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  Pitch, 
Who  elfe  would  foar  above  the  view  of  Men, 
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And  k^ep  us  all  in  fervile  Fearfulnefs. 


[E^eMftii 


inter  Csfar,  Antony  for  the  Courfe^  Calphurnia,  Portia, 
Decius,   Cicero*   Brutus,   Callius,  Casb,  4  S^Pth/kjiri 
ier  them  Murellus  and  Flavius. 

tf.  Calphurnia. 
Cusk*  Peace  ho^  Otfar  fpeaks. 
Ce/T  Calfhmnia. 
Cf^.  Here,  my  Lord* 
(Uf.  Stand  you  diredly  in  Antenio's  way. 
When  he  doth  run  his  Courfe.  •— — «  jintome. 
jtnt.  CdfaVf  my  Lordt 
Ce/T  Forget  not  in  your  fpeecH  jintonU. 
1*0  touch  Calphurnia ;  for  our  Elders  fay. 
The  Barren  touched  in  this  holy  Chafe, 
Shake  off  their  fteril  Curfe. 

-4v.  I  (halltemember.  * 

When  Cf/4r  fay ^  Do  this ;  it  is  perform*d«  « 

Cc/T  Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 
^th,  C4far.  4- 

Cey:  Ha  I  Who  calls  ? 

^sk:  Bid  every  Noife  be  flill;  Peace  yet  agtio. 
(^f.  Who  is  it  in  the  Prefs  tluc  calk  on  me  f 
I  hear  a  Tongue»  fliriller  than  all  the  Mufick» 
Cry,  C^tfarx  Speak;  Cf/atristumM  to  hear* 
S9oth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  AUr$k. 
•€r/:*WlMtManisthat1 
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Bru.  A  Sooth-fayer  bids  you  beware  the  Ides  of  Mard 

Cef.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  Face. 

Caf.  Fellow,  come  from  the  Throng,  look  upon  Cdfkr. 

Cef.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  mt  now  i  Speak  Once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  Mdrch. 

Cef.  He  is  a  Dreamer,  let  us  leave  him ;  Pafs. 

[^Exmnf.  AtMcnt  Brutus  and  Caffioj 

Caf  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  thi;  Courfe  \ 

Bru.  Not  I. 

Caf.  I  pray  you  do« 

Brn.  I  am  not  Gamefom;    I  do  lack  fome  paYt 
Of  that  quick  Spirit  that  is  in  Antony : 
Let  me  not  hinder.  Coffins^  your  Defires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Caf  Brutusy  1  do  oblerve  you  now  of  late ; 
1  have  not  from  your  Eyes  that  Gentlenefs 
And  fliew  of  Love^  « 1  was  wont  to  have? 
You  bear  too  ftubborn,  and  too  ftrmge  a  Hand 
Over  your  Friends,  that  love  you. 

Bru.  CaffiuSy 
Be  not  deceiv'd  :  if  I  have  veiPd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  Trouble  of  my  Countenance 
Meerly  upon  my  felf.   Vexed  I  am 
Of  late,*  with  P^ffions  of  fome  Difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  my  felf. 
Which  give  fome  Soil,  perhaps,  to  my  Behaviour : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  jjbod  Friends  be  grieved* ' 
Among  which  Number  OtJ^s  be  you  one. 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  my  Negled, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus^  with  himr^lf  at  War; 
Forgets  the  (hews  of  Love  to  other  Men. 

Caf  Then  BrHtm^  I  have  much  miftook  your  Paffioi)) 
By  Means  whereof,  this  Breaft  of  mine  bath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  Value,  worthy  Cogitatiofls; 
Tell  me  good  Brutus^  can  you  fee  your  Face  ? 

Bm.  No  O^Hs;  ibr  the  Eye  fees  not  it  fei^ 
But  by  Refiedion,  by  fome  ocfaer  thngsi. 

Caf  'Tis  jufr. 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brmmf 
That  you  have  no  fucb  flikTor%  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  Eye, 

Tha 
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That  you  might  fee  your  Shadow.    I  have  heard 
Where  many  of  the  beft  Refpeft  in  Roim^ 
Except  immortab"C€/ir,  fpeaking  of  Brmms^ 
And  groaning  underneath  this  Age's  Yoak, 
Have  wi(h'd  that  noble  Brmtus  had  his  Eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  Dangers  would  you  lead  ihej  Csj^msi 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  my  felf. 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

C4/r  Therefore,  good  BrutHSy  be  prepared  to  hear  j 
And  fince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  Refle<9bion  j  I,  your  Glafs,        • 
WjU  modeftly  difcover  to  your  felf  ' 

That  of  your  felf,  which  yet  you  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutms; 
Were  I  a  common  Laugher,  or  did  ufe 
To  ftale  with  ordinary  Oaths  my  Love 
To  every  new  Proteftor ;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  Men,  and  hug  them  hard^ 
And  after  f(;andal  them ;  or  if  you  know> 
That  I  profefs  my  felf  in  Banqueting 
To  all  the  Rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[FloMriJb  and  Shorn. 

Brtt.  What  means  this  Shouting  ?  I  do  fear^  the  People 
Chufe  Ce/ar  for  their  King. 

dyr  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  foJ 

Brn.  I  would  not,  CafftMs ;  yet  I  love  him  well : 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  i 
^n  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
u  it  be  ought  toward  the  general  Good, 
Set  Honour  in  one  Eye,  and  Death  i*th*  other^ 
Aod  I  will  look  on  l>oth  indifferently : 
^or  let  the  Gods  lb  fpeed  me>  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death. 

Cafi  I  know  that  Virtue  to  be  in  you,  BrumSf 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  Favour  i 
Well,  Honour  is  the  mbjeft  of  tny  Story : 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  Men 
Think  of  this  Life  j  but  for  my  fingle  felf, 
rhad  as  lief  not  be#  as  live  to  be   - 
'  Vb  uY.  M  In 
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In  awe  oC  fuch  a  Thing  as  I  my  felf. 

I  was  born  free  as  C€far^  fo  were  you,^ 

We  both  have  fed  as  we]l»  and  we  can  Ath 

Endure  the  Winters  cold,  as  well  as  he« 

For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gufty  Day, 

The  trottbkd  Tjber  chafing  wich  his  Shores^ 

Qtfar  fays  to  me,  Dar'il  thou  CaffiMs  now 

Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Floods 

And  fwim  to  yonder  Point  \  Upon  the  word. 

Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 

And  bad  his  follow  ;  fo  indeed  he  did* 

The  Torrent  roar'd>  and  we  did  buffet  it 

With  lufly  Sinews,  throwing  it  afide. 

And  ftemming  it  with  Hearts  of  Controverfie. 

But  e'er  we  could  arrive  the  Point;,  proposed, 

Cafar  cry'd.  Help  me  Caffins^  or  I  fink* 

I,  as  t^Hcas^  our  great  Anceftor, 

Did  from  the^  Flames  of  Trpy^  upon  his  Shoulder 

The  old  Afichifes'ht^r^  k^  ffom  the  Waves  of  3)*rr 

Did  I  the  tired  Cafar  i  And  this  Man 

Is  now  become  a  God j  and  Caffius  is 

A  wretched  Creature,  and  muft  bend  his  6ody» 

If  O^lkr  careleCy  but  nod  on  him* 

He  had  a  Feaver  when  he  was  in  Spdin^ 

And  when  the  Fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  fh^ce:  *Tis  true,  this  God  did  (hakc^ 

His  coward  Lips  did  frojpi  their  Colour  fly^ 

And  that  fame  Eye,  whofe  beiuidotb  awe  the  Woiid» 

Did  lofe  his  Luftre ;  I  did  hear  him  groan : 

Ay,  and  that  Tongue  of  his  that  bad  tlie  Rtmam 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  Speeches  in  their  Books, 

Alas  I  it  cryed  • Give  me  fome  drinks  T$tinim$ 

As  a  fick  Girl.   Ye  God^^  it  doth  aioaze  me^ 

A  Man  of  fuch  a  feebit  Temper  ihould 

So  get  the  Start  of  the  o^jeftick  World, 

And  bear  the  Palm  alone.  [Shum.  Fkm 

Brt$.  Another  general.  Shout  { 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  Applau&s  are 
For  fome  new  Honours  that  are  heap*d  on  Cdfitn 

Caf.  Why  Man,  he  doth  befiride  the  i)arrow  World 

I 


Julius  Cadlar.  ii}5 

floJffiSj  and  wc  petty  Men 

der  hi$  \mgc  Legs,  and  peep  about 

ourfelves  difhonourable  Graves* 

bme  times  are  Mailers  of  their  Fates : 

It>  dear  Brnmsy  is  not  in  our  Stars, 

ur  felves,  that  we  are  Undtrlings. 

id  Cw/kt.   W<hat  (bould  bfe  io  that  Cafiiri 

»uld  thatoame  be  ibmided  mote  than  yours  } 

em  together^  yours  is  as  fa«T  a  Name; 

lem,  it  doth  become  the  MorAfch  as  well,      *     :    . 

hem,  it  is  as  he^vy ;  Conjure  with  ^em^ 

ill  dart  a  Spirit  as  fbon  as  Gafar. 

the  Names  of  aH  the  Gods  at  oece^ 

hat  Meat  doth  this  our  €€jar  feed, 

is  grown  fo  great  ?  Age»  thou  tart  ifliamM; 
lou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  Bloods. 
ent  there  by  an  Age,  (ince  the  >'g^eat  Flood,   . 
ras  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  Man  { 
)uld  they  fay,  'till  now,  that  talked  of  Rome^ 
r  wide  Walks  incompaft  but  one  Man  i 
it  Rome  indeed,  and  Room  enough 
lere  is  in  it  but  one  only  Man. 

and  I  have  heard  our  Fathers  fay,  • 
as  a  Brutfts  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
nal  Devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Romt^ 
J  as  a  King. 

That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous^ 
ou  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim; 
lave  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times 
scount  hereafter:  For  this  prefem^ 

not  fo  t^with  Love  I  might  intreatyou) 
further  mov'd.  What  you  have  faid, 
onfider ;  what  you  have  to  fay 
/ith  Patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
set  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  Thing 
:n,  my  noble  Friend*  chew  upon  this; 
had  rather  be  a  Villager, 

repute  himfelf  a  Son  of  Rnme 
fuch  hard  Conditions^  as  this  Time 
o  lay  upon  us« 

M  ^  C4fy 
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Caf.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  Words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  (hew  of  Fire  from  Brut0s^ 

Effter  CaEifar  afui  his  Tram.     ' 

Brf*.  The  Games  are  done,  and  Cafar  is  returnihg* 

Caf.  As  tlbtey  pafs  by,  pluck  dtskfi  by  the  Sleeve^ 
And  he  wilU  after  his  fowre  Fa(hion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  Note  to  day. 

BrUm  I  Will  do  fo :  But  fook  you,  Cajfrns^ 
The  angry  fpot  doth  blow  on  Cafar^s  Brow, 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  Train  ; 
CalphurKia*s  Cheek  is  pale,  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  Ferret*  and  fuch  fiery  Eyes 
As  we  havefeen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  croft  in -Conference  with  fome  Senators* 

Cafm  Caskf  will  tell  us  what  the  Matter  is. 

Otf.  Antonia* 

jintm  C^^ar.  -  "  ' 

Ca/l  Let  me  have  Men  about  me  that  are  Fat, 
Sieek-headed  Men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  a-Nights  : 
Yond  Cajpus  has  a  lean  and  hungry  Look, 
He  thinks  too  much ;  fuch  Men  are  dangerous. 

Afjt.  Fear  him  notxC^r,  he's  not  dangerous. 
He  is  a  noble  R§man^  and  well  given.  i 

Cef.  Would  he  were  fatter;  but  I  fear  him  not; 
Yet  a  my*  Name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  Man  I  (hould  avoid. 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caffius.  He  reads  much» 
He  is  a  great  Obferver*  and  he  looks 
Quite  throurfi  the  Deeds  of  Men.  He  loves  no  Plays, 
As  thou  doft,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  Mufick  : 
Seldom  he  fmiles,  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  Spirit 
That  could  he  mov*d  to  fmile  at  any  thing. 
Slich  Men  as  he^  be  never  at  Hearts  eafe, 
Whilft  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfclves. 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd. 
Than  what  I  fear ;  for  always  I  am  Cdfar. 

,  -';  Con 
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le  on  my  right  Hand^  for  this  Ear  is  dea^ 
tell  me  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him.       -  : 

[Exennt  Csfar  and  hh  Train. 
'kt  You  puU'd  me  by  die  Cloakj  would  you  fpeak  wkh 

V 

V.  Ay  Caskoj  teH  :Us  what  hath  chanced  to  Day, 

Cafdr  looks  ((:>  fad* 

^kz  ^^y  you  were  with  him,  wfere  you  not  ? 
V.  I  Ihoiikl  not  then  ask  Cdska  what  had  chanc'd. 
ri^.  Why,  there  was  a  Crown  oiFer'd  him;  and  beings 
d  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  Hand,  thus, 
len  the  People  fell  a  Shouting. 
#.  What  was  the  fecond  Noife  for  ? 
kz  Why,  for  that  too, 

^  They  Ihouted  thrice ;  what  was  the  laft  Cry  for  \ 
\kz  Why,  for  that  too. 
u  Was  the  Crown  offered  hira  thrice  ? 
'k*   Ay  marry  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every  time 
:r  than  other;  and  at  every. putting  by,   mine  honeft 
ibours  (homed. 

:  Who  oflFer'd  him  the  Crown  ? 
ki  Why,  jintonj. 

K  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Caska.  ' 

k.  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd  as  tell  the  manner  of  it : 
s  meer  Foolery,  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  faw  Atdrl^ 
y  offer  him  a  Crown,  yet  'twas  not  a  Crown .  neither^ 
one  of  thefe  Coronets;  and,  as  I  toldjyou,  jhe  purit 
ce  ;  but  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fain 
had  it.    Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again  ;  then  he. 

by  again  ;   but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loth  • 
his  Fingers  ofiF  it.    And  then  he  offered  it  the  third 

he  put  it  the  third  time  by;  and  flill  as  he  refused 
!  Rabblement  houted,  and  cbpp'd  their  chopt  Hands, 
irew  up  their  fweaty  Night-caps,  and  uttered  fuch  i 
of  (linking  Breath,  becaufe  Ca/kr  refus'd  the  Crown, 

had  almofl  choaked  C^ar;  for  he  fwooned,  and  fell 
at  it  :  And  for  mine  own  parr,  I  durft  not  laughi 
r  of  opening  nay  Lips,  and  receiving'Che  bad^  Air. 

But  foft  I  pray  you  ;  what^  did  Cd/kr  fwoon^ 

Mi  C^ 


xtyS  julius  (Jaclar. 

Cask.  He  fell  down  in  the  Markec*place»  and  faiwCd!- 
at  Mouthy  and  wa3  fpeechl^fs* 

Brti^  'Tis  very  Uke»  k^  b^th  the  Falling-Sicknefs. 

Gi/l  Ne,  Cdfar  h^ih  it  not ;  but  yoM,  and  I^ 
And  honeft  Caska  ;  we  have  the  Falhng-Sicknefs. 

Cask.  I  koow  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but  I  aiA  Cwre 
Cafar  fell  down  ;  if  the  tag-rag  People  did  npt  c\^  hiip^ 
and  hifs  bin>,  according  as  he  pleas'd,  and  difpleai^i'd  thevi, 
as  they  uf<ii  to  do  the  Players  in  the  Theatrcy  I  am  na  Cieue 
Man. 

Sr^y  What  faid  1^,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf? 

Cask:  Marry,  before  h^fe^down,  when  he  perceiv'd  the 
common  Herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  Crown,  be  pinckt 
me  ope  his  Doublets  and  o£FerM  them  his  Throat  to  ^ly; 
and  I  had  been  a  Man  o(  any  Occupation,  if  I  would  npt 
have  taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  ga  ta  ^W 
among  the  Rogues;  and  (b  he  fell.  When  he  catoe  to  ^p- 
folf  again,  he  faidi  I(  he  had  done,  or  faid  any  thM^g  Vf^ 
he  .^fir 'd  their  Worships  to  think  it  was  his  In^r^ity.. 
Three  or  four  Wenches  where  I  flood,  cryed,  AUs,  gpa4 
Soul  ■  and  forgave  him  with  all  their  HeaF|9  :  Pvt' 
there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them  ;  if  Cafar  had  Aal^d 
their  MotherS:i  th^y  would  have  done  no  lefs. 

grt^  Add  after  that,  he  came,  thus  fad,  away. 

Cask.  Ay. 

Caf.  Did  Cicero  (ay  any  thing  ? 

Q^h  Ay,  he  fpok^  Greek: 

Caf.  To  whatcffea? 

^askz  Nay,  and  I  tell  you  that,  V\\  ne'er  look  yqu  i'tti^ 
Face  again.  But  thofe  that  underftood  \i\w^  fmil'd  at  ooe 
another,  and  ihook  their  H^ads ;  but  for  mine  own  pa^t;  it 
was  Greeks  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  News  too :  M$h 
reUsn  and  FUvius$  for  pulling  Scarffs  o£F  Cffar^s  (mages,  s^e 
put  to  Silence.  Fare  you  well*  There  was  n\ore  Foigleiy. 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Caf.  Will  you  fup  with  m«  to  Nigh^,  Qtsk^4  f 

C4sk*  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Caf.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  Morrow  ? 

Casks  Ay,  ifl  be  alive,  and  your  Mind  hold,  andyoiif 
Dinner  be  worth  the  eating. 

Caf^  Good,  I  will  exped  you. 

Casks 
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Cask,,  Do  fo :  Farcwel  both.  [^Exit. 

Bru.  What  a  bhinfFellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  Mettel,.  when  he  went  to  School. 

Cdf,  So  is  he  now,  in  Execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  Enterprize, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  Form : 
This  Rudenefs  is  a  Sawce  to  hrs  good  Wit> 
Which  gives  Men  fiomach  to  digeft  his  Words 
With  better  Appetites. 

Brm*  And  fo  it  is:  For  this  time  T  will  leave  you. 
To  morrow*  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me« 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or  if  you  will* 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  w^it  for  you. 

Ca/1  I  will  do  fo :  'till  then,  think  of  the  World* 

[£;if /r  Brotui* 
Well  BrntHS^  thou  art  Noble:  Yet  I  fee 
Thy  honourable  Mette)  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  difpos'd,  therefore  "'tis  meet 
That  noble  Minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 
For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc'd? 
py^r  doth  bear  me  hard,  but  he  loves  Brmus. 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  CaJJtus^ 
He  ihould  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  Nighty 
In  feveral  Hands,  in  at  his  Windows  throw* 
As  if  they  came  from  feveral  Citizens,    . 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  Opinion 
Tbt  R§me  holds  of^his  Name:  Wherein  obfcurely 
Ci)2r*s  ambition  fhall  be  glanced  at. 
And  after  this,  let  Cafar  feat  him  fure> 
For  we  will  (hake  him,  or  worfe  days  endure.  [JExit. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.    Enter  Caska  with  hii  Sword  drawHt 

and  Cicero. 

Oc.  Good  Even,  Cask^\  brought  you  Cr/Str  home ? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs,  and  why  flare  you  fo  \ 

Cxskz  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  Earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm?  O  Gcero  ! 
I  b^ve  feeo  Tempefts,  wiien  the  fcolding  Winds 
%ve  riv'd  the  koouy  Oaks,  and  I  have  feen 
Th'  ambitious  Ocean  fwell,  and'rage^  and  foam» 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatning  Clouds: 

'        M  4  Bat 
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But  never  'till  to  Night,  never  'till  now,'  -         -^ 

Did  I  go  through  a  Tempeft  dropping  Fire. 

Either  there  is  a  Civil  Strife  in  Heav*n,  - 

Or  elfe  the  World,  too  fawcy  with  the  Gods, 

Incenfes  them  to  fend  Deftrudion.  , 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful? 

Cask.  A  common  Slave,  you  know  him  well  by  (ighr^ 
Held  up  his  left  Hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn, 
Like  twenty  Torches  joined;  and  yet  his  Hand, 
Not  fenfible  of  Fire,  remained  unfcorch'd. 
Befides,  I  ha'  not  fince  put  up  my  Sword, 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  Lion, 
Who  glaz'd  upon  me^  and  went  furly  by. 
Without  annoying  me.    And  there  were  drawn 
TJppn  a'heap,  a  hundred  ghaftly  Women, 
^Transformed  with  their  fear,  who  fwore,  they  faw  r  * 

Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  Streets. 
And  yefterday,  the  Bird  of  Night  did  fit. 
Even  at  Noonrday,  upon  the  Market  place. 
Homing  and  Airieking*    When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  Men  fay, 
Thefe  are  theii-  Reafons,  they  are  Natural : 
For  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Ch'mate,  that  they  point  upon# 

Cic»  Indeed,  it  is  a  flrange  difpofed  time: 
But  Men  may  cohftrue  things  after  their  Faihion, 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfelves* 
Comes  Cdfar  to  the  Capitol  to  morrow  ?  ^ 

Gr/i^.  He  doth:  For  he  did  bid  jintonio 
3end  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow* 
.    Cic.  Good  Nipht  then,  Cij/^it;  this  difturbed  Sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Cask.  Farewel,  Cicero.  [Exit  CiQtXQ. 

£»rfr  Caffius. 

Cj/:  Who's  there? 

Cask*  A  Roman. 

Caf.  Cask^yby  your  Voice. 

Cask:,  ^ovLX^  Ear  is  good.    CaJJins^,  what  Night  is  thisS 

Caf  A  vpry  pleading. Night  to  hbneft  Men. 

CajJ^  Wfibeyer  knew  the  Heav'ns  menace  foS.      . 


Julius  Csfar.  1141 

Cf/:  Thofe  that  have  known  the  Earth  fp  fiill  df  Faalt$f 
For  my  part  I  have  walked  about  the  Screets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perillous  Night; 
And  thus  unbraced,  Caska^  as  you  fee^ 
Have  bar'd  my  Bofom  to  the  Thundei^ftone: 
And  when  the  crofs  blue  Lightning  TeemM  to  open 
The  Breaft  of  Heav'n,  I  did  prefent  my  felf. 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  fla(h  of  it.    .  * 

Casl^  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  the  Heav'nsi 
It  is  the  part  of  Men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  moft  mighty  Gods,' by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful.  Heralds,  to  aftonifh  us. 

Cdf.  You  are  dull,  Casl^f ;  and  thofe  fparks  of  Life 
That  fhould  be  in  a  Ro9mn^  you  do  want, 
Or.elfe  you  ufe  not;^  You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  00  fear>  and  caft  your  felf  in  wonder, 
TTo  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the  Heav'ns : 
£ut  if  you  would  conHder  the  true  Caufe, 
Why  aU  thefe  Fires*  why  all  thefe  gliding  Ghofisg 
Vfhy  Birds  and  Beads,  from  quality  and  kind, 
^Why  old  Men,  Fools*  and  Children  calculate; 
Why  all  thefe  things  change  from  their  Ordinance^ 
*rheir  Natures,  and  pre-formed  Faculties, 
Tomonftrous  quality;  whv,  you  (hall  find, 
*That  Heaven  hach  infus'd  them  with  thefe  Spirit^ 
To  make  them  infiruments  of  fear  and  warnings 
XlDto  fome  monftrous  State. 
l^ow  could  T,  Casket  name  to  thee  a  Man, 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  Nighr, 
That  Thunders*  Lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  roars. 
As  doth  the  Lion  in  the  Capitol ; 
A  Man  no  mightier  than  thy  felf,  or  me» 
loperfonll,  Aaion;  yet  prodigious  grown. 
And  fearful,  as  thefe  flrange  Eruptions  are. 
Casl^  'Tis  Ceyirthat  you  mean;  is  itnot,C!^x? 
Cdf.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  For  JRomans  now 
Have  Thewes  and  Limbs  like  to  their  Anceftors ; 
1151     But  woe  the  while,  our  Fathers  Minds  are  deid, 
.  And  we  are  governed  with  our  Mothers  Spirit!^^ 
Our  Yoke  and  Sufferance  fhew  us  womanifli. 
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Casks  Indteif  they  fay,  the  SenatofS,  td  morrow^ 
Mean  to  eftabliih  Captr  as  a  Kiag : 
And  he*  (hall  wear  fa^  Crown  by  Sjea^  and  Land, 
In  every  Place»  fave  here  in  /x4/;f. 

Cask.  I  know  where  I  wil)  wear  this  Dagger  then ; 
CafftHs  from  Bondage  will  deliver  Caffims. 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  moft  firong ; 
7herelh>  ye  Gods,  you  Tyrants  do  defeat : 
Kbr  ftony  Tower,  nor  Walls  of  beaten  Brafs, 
Nor  airlefs  Dungeon,  nor  ftrong  Links  of  Iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  Spirit: 
But  Life,  being  weary  of  thef<^  worldly  Bars, 
Never  lacks  Power  to  difmifs  it  felf^ 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  Woi>kl  befides 
That  part  of  Tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  (hake  off  at  pleafure. 

Cask*  So  can  I: 
So  every  Bondman  in  his  own  Hand  bears 
The  pow,er  to  cancel  his  Captivity. 

Caf.  And  why  (hould  Cafar  be  a  Tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  Man,  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  Wolf, 
But  that  he  fees  the  Romans  are  but  Sheep; 
He  were  no  Lion,  were  not  Romans  Hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  Fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  Straws.    What  tralh  is  Romef 
What  Rubbi(h,  and  what  OfFal?  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  Matter,  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  ^  Ca/ar,     But,  oh  Grief  i 
Where  haft  thou  led  me?  I,  perhaps,  fpeakthis 
Before  9  wilting  Bondman:  Then  I  kno.w 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made.     But  I  am  arm*d. 
And  Dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cask*  You  fpeak  to  Caska,  and  to  (uch  a  Man, 
That  is  no  fl?ariiig  Tell-tale.     Mdld^  my  Hud : 
Be  faAious  (or  r^drefs  of  all  thefe  Griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  this  Foot  of  mine  as  £ar, 
As  who  goes  farthtft. 

dyr  There's  a  Bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Cask^,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nobleft-minded  R0msamy 


lonourable  (jangei;QVS  CQni/^<]:^i^f^jfc 
I  do  know,  by,  U^  th^  ft^y.  ^i;  ipe 
ompefs  Porch;  for  oo^  this  jarful  Ntghl;» 
:q  is.  no  ftv,  ojf  vwfliiug  in  the  Sl»rw<?i,   , 
the  Conniplexip9  of  cbe  £k)a^o;; 
^av'rous,  like  the  \<Qrk  we  h^va  in  ha^d^ 
I  Ulopdy,  fiery,  ^ffd  woft  Serrible^, 

Enter  Cinna^ 

isl^.  Stand  dofe  a  while*  for  here  comes  one  in  hade. 

i/l  'Tis  Ciin^4,.  I  49  know  hin\  b>y  his  GatCp 

s  a  Friend,     Cinna^  where  hafte  you  fo? 

in.  To  finij^  Ojjl  yx^ :  Who's  thaj^ji  ^et<ll'^sC  mber  ? 

af.  NO|  it  is  dj/^<^,  one  incorporate 

our  Attempts.     Am  I  noc  fta*d;  for,  Cinna  ? 

in.  I  am  glad  on*t.  What  qifeac^yl  Highf  is  tjhiA?' 

re's  two  or  th|;ee  ^  us  \^kq  fi^o,  (^rar^ge  $J^s. 

af.  Am  I  not  ftaid;  for  ?  tell  929. 

n.  Yes,  yqnar^. 

"aJfiHsl  H  y9U  coiujd  bui  win  th/;  npblC:  fruK^. 

Dur  Party— 

of.  Be  you  content.  Goodi  Cmwt,t^t  this^B^er, 

[  look  you  l>y  i|C  i^  (ho  Prqecof s  Chajr, 

ere  Brutus  may.  bMt  fi^d  i(;  aqd  thro>w:  dpuis 

this  Window;  fet  this  up  wi(h  Wax 

3n  oldi  ^'M^^J^  Sta/tue :  All  ci^is  dqn^,, 

>air  to  Pompeys  ?orch|,  ^her^  you  fliaJU  £^4  us« 

Wott  Sr«M^i^  a^  Trebpnms  there  i* 

'1^  AlJIi  biit  Ad-eteUus^  Gmber^  a/id  he's  gon^ 

feek  you  y  your  Hoijie.     Well^  I  wiU  hi^» 

1  £%  tlN^ftp.^  the(^  P4»/S!(s  as  you  b^  loe, 

iiy;  That  done*  repaid  ta  P^mgej^^  Theater* 

[Exu  cfaw; 

me  Cii/^,  yco^  and  I  wilL  yet;,  e*er  Pay, 
Brmus^  af  H^  HpuC^?;  thice  parts  of  him 
)ars  already,  a94  the  A(U^  entire, 
K>Q  the  next  BQCOunter,  yields  him  ours* 
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ii44  Julius  Caefar. 

Cask*  0>  he  fits  high  in  all  the  Peoples  Hearb: 
And  that  which  would  appear  Offence  in  us^ 
His  Countenance,  like  richeft  Alchymy^ 
Will  change  to  Virtue,  and  to  Worthineft, 

Cafl  Mim,  and  his  Worth,  and  our  great  need  of  hitta 
You  have  right  well  conceited;  let  us  go» 
For  it  is  after  Mid-night,  and  e'er  Day, 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  fure  of  him.  [Exa$n 


w 


A  C  T  II.     SCENE    I. 

S  C  E  N  E    y^  Gardtn, 

E$uer  BrutuSf 
HAT  LuciMs!  ho! , 


I  cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  the  Stars,' 

Give  guefs  how  near  to  Day Lucinsj  I  fay  I 

I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 
When,  LHcinSy  when  {  awake,  I  fay  I  what,  Lucius ! 

Eifter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Gaird  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  Get  nae  a  Taper  in  my  StViAy^  Lucius; 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here^ 

Luc.  I  will,  my  Lord.  [£^ 

Bru.  It  muft  be  by  his  Death:  And  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perfonal  Caufe  to  fpurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general.    He  would  be  crowned- 
How  that  might  change  his  Nature,  there-s  the  Queftibir. 
It  is  the  bright  Day  that  brings  forth  the  Adder, 
And  that  craves  wary  walking:  Grown  him    ,      that— -^  ' 
And Jthen  I  grant  we  put  a  Sting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
Th'  abufe  of  GreatncA,  is ;  when  it  disjoins 
Remorfe  from  Power :  And  to  fpeak  truth  of  Ce/Srr^ 
I  have  not  known,  when  his  Affedions  fway'd. 
More  than  his  Reafon;     But  *tis  %  common  Proof, 
That  Lowlinefs  is  young  Ambition's  Ladder, 
Whereto  the  Climber  upward  turns  his  Face; 
$ut  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  Round, 

'    -  ■  ■  ■  .  ^ .  ..     .  .    .  j^^ 


Julius  CxCit.  1245 

He  then  unto  the  Ladder  turns  bis  Back, 
Looks  in  the  Clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  Degrees 
By  which  he  did  afcend:  So  Ce/ir  may: 
Then,  left  he  may,  preveht.  And  lince  the  Quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Falhion  it  thus^  that  what  he  is  augmented. 
Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  Extremities: 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  Serpent's  Egg, 
Which  hatch'd,  would*  as  his  kind»grow  mifchievous. 
And  kill  him  in  the  Shell. 

Enter  Lucius» 

Lhc.  The  Taper  burncth  in  your  Clofet,  Sir ! 
Searching  the  Window  for  a  Flint,  I  found 
This  Paper,  thus  fcal'd  up,  and  I*  am  fure. 
It  did  not  lye  there,  when  I  went  to  Bed. 

[Oivis  him  the  Lttterl 

BfM.  Get  you  to  Bed  again,  it  is  not  Day : 
Is  not  to  Morrow,  Boy,  the  firft  of  March  f 

Lue.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

iru.  Look  in  the  Kalendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Ta$c.  I  will.  Sir.  [£;t/>: 

Bru.  The  Exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  Air* 
Give  lb  much  light ;  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

\Pp€HS  thi  Letter^  ami  reads. 
Brutus,   thouJleep*fi;  awake^  and  fee  thy  felf : 
SballKomc^—^/peal^  Jrike»  redrefs.   . 
Brutus,  thonjleep^fi:  Au/akf. 
Such  Inftigations  have  been  often  dropt. 
Where  I  have  took  them  up: 
^/ Rome,— Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out. 
Shall  Reme  ftand  under  one  Man's  awe  ?  What,  Romel 
My  An(feftors  did  from  the  Streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarqmn  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 

^^ifiriksy  redrefs Am  I  entreated 

To  i^tzkf  and  ftrike  ?  O  Rome^  I  make  thee  promife, 
If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiv'ft 
Thy  full  Petition  at  the  Hand  of  Brmus. 

•    Enter  Lucius. 

Lhc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fifteen  Days.      [Knecl^  within} 

Brn,  Tis  good.    Go  to  the  Gate,  fome  body  knocks  i 
Since  Caffi/fs  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Cafar, 
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I  have  not  (Icpt.  , 

Between  the  lifting 'of  a  di^adftd  tMng, 
And  the  firft  motionv  til  tt^  InHeriin  13 
Like  a  Phmefffrria^  '<>r  -a  hideous  Dream : 
The  Genius,  and  the  ai6rcal  Inftttimftits^ 
Are  then  in  Council  5  ttnd  the  ftate  of  Man, 
Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fbffers  then^ 
The  nature  of  an  Irfurrtdrion. 

-Enter  £ucicis* 

Lhc.  Sir,  'tis  your  Brotli&r  Ci^f#/4t  frheDbOf^ 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  yon, 

Bru.  Is  he  -rflonel  • 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  tJiere  fere  tiWre  with  him. 

Brn.  Do  you  kno^  theKSb  ? 

Lhc»  No,  Sir,  thcSr  Wats  are^kick'^  aboutthtir  Elrs^ 
And  half  their  Faceis  buried  in  their  CIoaths> 
That  by  no  means'!  may  dtfcover  themj 
By  any  mark  of  'fevottr, 

Bth.  Let  them  enter.  [Exit  LticJus^s 

They  are  the  Padion*.   *0  Gonfpiracy ! 
"Sham'ft  thou  to  (hew  thy  dang'rous  Brow  by  N%ht, 
When  Evils  gre  moft  free?  O  Aen,  by  Day 
Where  wilt  thou^find  *a  Gavem  dark  enough, 
X^  xnaA  thy  monftfous  Vi%e  ?  Seek  none,  Gonfpiracy, 
Hide  it  in  Smiles  and  Affiibility : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  Semblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enot^b, 
To  hide  thee  from  Prevdncion. 

Enter  Gaffius,  Gaska,  Decius,  Ginna,  Metelli^,  mid 

Trcbonius. 

Caf  I  -think  we*tf  e  (00  bold  upon  your  Reft  ; 
Good  Morrow,  ^Bratus^  do  we  troiible  you?  * 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  ^awake  all  Night : 
Know  I  thefe  Klen,  that  coifie-albng  witli  you?         [AfiJi* 

Caf.  Yes,  -every  Man  of  them ;  and  no  Man  here    • 
B  ut  honours  you  .•  And  every  one  doth  1vi(b, 
Yi^u  had  but  that  Opinion  of  yoUr  felf, 
W  hich  every  Noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
Th  is  is  Trebontus. 

Bru.^  He  is  welcome  hitSer* 

Cajl  This,  Decim  BrHi»s. 

Bru. 
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Brti.  He  is  welcome  tofo. 
Caf.  This  Caskfi ;  thi^  Cinna ; 
knd  this  Metellus  Cimhr. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welconre* 
Vhat  watchful  Cares  do  interpofe  th^mfdvcsi 
Setwixc  your  Eyes  atid  Night  ? 
Caf.  Shall  1  iritrcat  a  word?  [ThlgiSfht^er. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  Eaft  :  Doih  not  the  Day  br^A  hers  \ 
Cask,*  No. 

G».  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth,  and  jron  grey  Line^ 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  4rc  Mcflengers  of  Day^ 

Cask*  You  (hal  confefs  that  you  arc  both  dcceiv'd : 
Jere  as  I  point  my  Sword,  the  Sun  aril^^ 
Vhich  is  a  great  Way  growrng  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  Sdlafott  of  the  Year, 
ome  two  Months  hence,  up  higher  towird  the  North 
3e  firft^  prefents  his  6re,  arid  tbi  high  Eaft 
cands  as  the  Capitol,  diredly  here. 
Bru.  Give  me  your  Hands  all  over,  one  by  bire. 
Caf  And  let  us  fwear  our  KefolutioD. 
BrH.  No,  not  an  Oath:  If  n^tthc  Face  of  Mefl^ 
rheSuffcrancfeof  ourSouI$<>  the  Time's  abiifc, 
f  thefe  be  Motives  wtak,  bre&fe  off  betiiiies, 
i.nd  evVy  Man  hence,  to  his  idte  Bed  : 
o  let  high-{]ghted  Tyranny  range  on^ 
Till  each  Man  drop  by  Lottery.     But  if  thefe,^ 
Vs  I  am  Aire  they  do,  beaf  Fire  enough 
To  kindle  Cowards,  and  to  fteel  with  Valour 
l"he  melting  Spirits  of  Women;  th^Ok  Countrymen'^ 
what  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  Caufe 
"To  prick  us  to  rcdfefs?  What  other  Bond, 
Than  fecret  Romang^  that  have  (poke  th6  woi-d. 
And  will  not  palter  ?  And  what  other  Oath, 
Than  Honefty  to  Hdnefty  engag'd^ 
That  this  fliall  be,  or  v/e  will  frfl  for  it. 
Swear  Priefls,  and  Cowards,  arid  Men  caatelous,^ 
Old  feeble  Carrions,  and  fuch  fuffering  Souls 
That  welcome  wrongs:  Unto  bad  Caufes,  fw^ir^' 
^h  Creatures  as  Men  doubt ;  but  do  not  ftaifi 
The  even  Virtue  of  our  Eaterprize, 
Nor  th*  infuppreflive  Mettle  of  our  Spirits^ 

To 
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To  think)  that  or  our  Caufe,  or  our  Performance^ 
Did  need  an  Oath.    When  every  drop  of  Blood 
That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bearS) 
Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  Baflardy, 
If  he  doth  break  the  fmalleft  Particle 
Of  any  Promife,  that  hath  paft  from  him. 
^'   Cdfil^wt  What  of  Gcerol  Shall  we  found  him? 
3  think  he  will  ftaiid  very  ilrong  with  us. 
Cask.  Lee  us  not  leave  him  out. 
Gn.  No,  by  no  means. 
Met.  O  let  us  have  him,  for  his  Silver  Hairs 
Will  put  chafe  us  a  good  Opinion, 
And  buy  Mens  Voices,  to  commend  our  Deeds : 
It  (hall  be  faid»  liis  Judgment  rul'd  our  Hands; 
Our  Youths,  and  Wildnefs*  (hall  no  whit  appear. 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  Gravity. 

Bru.  O  name  him  not;  let  us  not  break  with  him. 
For  he  will  never  follow. any  thing  * 

That  other.  Men  begin. 
Cajl  Then  leave  him  out. 
CijJ^  Jtideed,  he  is  not  fit. 
Dec.  Shall  qo  Man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  only  Cafir  ? 
Caf.  Deciusy  well  urg'd ;  I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark^jintonjj  fo  well  belov*dof  Cafar^ 
Should  out-Uve  Cafari  we  ihall  find  of  him 
A  ftirewd  Cpntriver.     And  you  know,  his  means»  * 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fb  far. 
As  to  annoy  us  all ;  which  to  prevent. 
Let  jintqnj  and  Cafar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  Courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Cairn  CaJJlnSy 
To  cut  the  Head  off,  and  then  hack  the  Limbs ; 
Like  wrath  Iq  Death,  and  Envy  afterwards : 
For  jintonj  is  but  a  Limb  of  Cafar. 
Let*s  be  Sacrificers,  but  not  Butchers,  Cafprn : 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  Spirit  of  Cafar^ 
And  in  the,Spiritof  Men»  there  is  no  Blood: 
O  that  we  then  could  come  by  Cafar*s  Spirits, 
And  not  difioember  Cafar !  but*  alas  I 
Cafar  mufl:  bleed  for  it.    And,  gentle  Friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully ; 
Let's  carve  him,  ^  a  Dilh  lit  ibr  the  Gods, 
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>Tot  hew  him  as  a  Carkafs  fit  for  Hounds ; 
And  let  oiir  Hearts,  as  fubtle  Mafters  do. 
Stir  lip  their  Servants  to  an  aft  of  Rage, 
And  after  feem  to  chide  them*    This  (hall  make 
Our  purpofe  neceflary*  and  not  envious : 
Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  Eyes, 
We  fhall  be  calPd  Purgers,  not  Murderers. 
And  for  Marl^  Anunji  think  not  of  him ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Ce/4r's  Arm, 
,Whcn  C^faf%  Head  is  oflF.       . 

C^f.  Yet  I  fear  him ; 
For  in  the  ingr^ted  Love  he  bears  to  difi^r* 


tru.  Alas,  good  Caffim^  do  not  think  of  him : 
Jf  he  loVe  C^favy  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf,  take  thought,  and  die  for  Ce/Srr. 
And  that  were  mucK  he  fliould ;  for  he  is  giv'n 
To  Sports,  to  Wildnefs,  and  inuch  Company. 

Treh.  There  \%  ho  fear  in  him;  let  him  not  dye^ 
I^or  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter.     [Clock, fir ikfs', 

BrM.  Peace,  dount  the  Clock. 

a/.  The  Clock  hath  ftricken  thirce. 

Tret.  *Tis  time  to  part. 

Caf.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
Whether  Gf/ir  will  come  forth  to  Day,  ornoi 
^^or.  he  is  Superftitious  grown  of  late, 
Qiiite  from  the  main  Opinion  he  held  once^ 
^f  Fantafie^  of  Dreams,  and  Ceremonies: 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  Prodigies, 
fHie  unacduflomM  terror  of  this  Nfghti 
Add  the  perfuaHon  of  his  Augurers,  ? 

^y  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  Day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that ;  if  he  be  fo  refolv'dj 
I  can  o'cr-fway  him ;  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  Unicorns  may  be  betrayed  with  Trees, 
And  Bears  with  Glaffes,  Elephants  with  Holes^ 
Lions  with  Toils,  and  Men  with  Flatterers. 
But,  when  1  tell  him,  he  hates  Flatterers, 
He  fays,  he  does ;  being  then  moll  flattef  ed. 
Let  me  work : 

I^or  I  can  give  his  Humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  tq  the  Capitol. 

Vo  L.  V.  '  N  C<. 
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Caf.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  thereto  fetch himr 

Bm.  By  the  eighth  hour,  is  that  the  uttermoft?   ^ 

On.  Be  chat  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Cains  Ligarins  doth  bear  Oefar  hatred. 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompej; 
I  wonder  none  of  you  havfe  thought  of  him. 

BrH.  Now  good  Metellfis  go  along  by  him  : 
He  loves* me  well;  and  I  have  giv'nhim  Kealbns, 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fafhion  him. 

Caf.  The  Morning  comeS  upon's;  we'll  leave  yoVLyBrutnit 
And  Friends  difperfe  your  felves;  but  all  remember. 
What  you  have  faid,  and  (hew  your  felves  ixvit  Romans^ 

Bru.  Good  Gentlemen,  look  freih  and  merrily> 
Let  not  our  Looks  put  on  our  Purpofes, 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  Adors  do,   . 
With  untir*d  Spirits,  and  formal  Conftancy ; 
And  fo  good  Morrow  to  you  every  one,  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Brutus. 
Boy !  Lucius  \  faft  afleep  ?  It  is  r!o  matter. 
Enjoy  the  Hony-heavy-dew  of  Slumber : 
Thou  haft  no  Figures,  nor  no  Fantafies, 
Which  bufie  Care  draws  in  the  Brains  of  Men ; 
Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 

Enter  Portia. 

Por.  Brutus  J  my  Lord  J 

Bru.  Portia^  what  mean  you  }  Wherefore  rife  you  now  ? 
It  is  not  for  your  Health  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  Conditioi>  to  the  raw  cold  Morning. 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  •  You've  ungently,  Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  Bed :  And  yefternight  at  Supper 
You  fuddenly  arofe^  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing,  and  fighing,  with  your  Arms  a-crofs  : 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  ftar*d  upon  me  with  ungentle  Looks. 
I  urg'd  you  further,  then  you  fcratch'd  your  Head,  j 

.And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  Foot: 
Yet  I  infifted,  yet  you  arfwer'd  not. 
But  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  Hand 
Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you  -  So  I  did. 
Fearing  to  ft 'engthen  that  Impatience, 
-WJiich  fecm'd  too  much  inkindled  ;  and  withal. 

Hoping 
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Hoping  it  WIS  but  an  effed  of  Humour, 
Which  fometime  hath  his  Hour  with  every  Man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fleep  ; 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  Shape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  Condition, 
I  (h6uld  not  know  you,  Brutus.    Dear,  my  Lord, 
Mak6  me  acquainted  with  your  cauie  of  Grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  Health,  and  that  is  all. 

?9r.  Brutus  is  wife*  and  were  he  not  in  Healthy 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why  fo  I  do :  Good  Portia^  go  to  Bed. 

P9r.  Is  Brutus  fick?  And  is  it  Phyfical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  fuck  up  the  Humours    * 
Of  the  dank  Morning  ?  What,  is  Brsstus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  fteal  out  of  his  wholfom  Bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  Contagion  of  the  Night  ? 
And  teaipt  the  Rheumy  and  unpurged  Air, 
To  add  unto  his  Sicknefs?  No,  my  Brutus^ 
YouJuve  fome  fick  Offence  within  your  Mind^ 
^IL  by  the  Right  and  Vertue  of  my  Place, 
I  ougst  to  know  of :  And  upon  my  Knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  Beauty, 
By  all  your  Vows  of  Love,  and  that  great  Vow 
^hich  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
Tliat  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half; 
Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  Men,  to  Night, 
Have  had  refort  to  you;  for  here  have  been 
&xne  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  Faces 
Hven  from  darknefs. 

irts.  Kneel  nor,  gentle  Portia. 

f^r.  I  (hould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brii^fi^/. 
Within  the  Bond,  of  Marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus^  . 
's  it  excepted,  I  (hould  know  no  Secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  your  felf, 
But  as  it  were  in  fort,  or  Limitation  ? 
^0  keep  with  you  at  Meals,  Comfort  your  Bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  Suburbs 
Of  your  good  Pleafure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
for/U  is  Brutus  Harlot,  not  his  Wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  Wife, 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drop^ 

N  i  TVa\ 
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That  vifit  my  fad  Heart. 

Pot,  If  this  were  true,  then  fliould  I  know  this  Sec 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman;  but  withal, 
A  Woman  that  Lord  Brmus  took  to  Wife: 
I  grant  I  am  a  Woman ;  but  withal, 
A  Woman  well  reputed  :  Cmo'%  Daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  ftronger  than  my  Sex, 
Being  lo  father'd,  and  fo  husbanded? 
Tell  me  your  Counfcls,  I  will  not  difclofe  them : 
I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  Conftancy, 
Giving  my  felf  a  voluntary  Wound 
Here,  in  the  Thigh:  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience* 
And  not  m^f  Husband's  Secrets  ? 

Byh.  O  ye  Gods! 
Render  mci  worthy  of  this  Noble  Wife,  [ 

Hark,  hark,  one  knocks :  VortiAy  go  in  a  while. 
And,  by  and  by,  thy  Bofom  ihall  partake 
The  Secrets  of  my  Heart. 
All  my  Engagements  I  will  conftrue  to  thee> 
All  the  Charadery  of  my  fad  Brows:  '\ 

Leave  me  with  hafte.  \Ex%A 

Enter  Lucius  4ini  Ligarius* 
LuciHSt  who's  that  knocks  \ 

Luc.  Here  is  a  fick  Man  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Brn.  Cuius  Ligarius^  that  Aietellus  (pake  of. 
Boy,  Hand  afide.     Caius  Ligarius  \  how  ? 

Cai.  Vouchfafe  good  Morrow  from  a  feeble  Tongi 

Bru,  O  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave  Cat 
To  wear  a  Kerchief  ?  Would  you  were  not  fick. 

Cau  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  Exploit  worthy  the  name  of  Honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  Exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius'^ 
Had  you  an  healthful  Ear  to  hear  of  it. 

CaL  By  all  the  Gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  Sicknefs.     Soul  of  Rome^ 
Brave  Son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  Loins, 
Thou  like  an  Exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  Spirit.     Now  bid  me  run. 
And  I  will  ftrive  with  things  impoffible. 
Yea  get  the  better  of  them.    What's  to  do  ? 
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Brn.  A  piece  of  work,  that  will  make  fick  Men  v^hole. 

Ci/«  But  are  not  fome  whole  that  we  muft  make  fick? 

Brn.  That  mud  we  alfo.     What  it  is^  my  QUm^ 
I  (hall  unfold  to  the^',  as  we  are  going. 
To  whom  it  mud  be  done* 

Cdi.  Set  on  your  Foot^ 
And  with  a  Heart  new  fir'd>  I  follow  you^ 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  But  it  fufficeth 
That  BrmtHs  leads  me  on*  [Thundir. 

Brn.  Follow  me  then.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   II.     CafarV  Palace. 

Timdcr  and  Lightning.    Enter  Julius  Cxfar  in  his  Nights 

Gvwn. 

Ctf  Nor  H?av-n,  nor  Earth,  have  been  at  Peace  to  Night : 
Thr^c  bath  Calphurnia  in  her  Sleep  cry'd  out;« 
Helpi  ho  i  they  murder  Cafar.    Who's  within  i 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  My  Lord. 
I       Caf  Go,  bid  the  Priefts  do  prefent  Sacr^^ce, 
And  bring  me  their  Opinions  of  Succefs. 
Ser.  I  will,  my  Lord.       .  [£jv/V. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 
CaL  What  mean  you,  Cefar^.  Think  you  to  walk  iorth  ? 
You  ihall  not  ftir  out  of  your  Houfe  to  Day. 

Cdfi  Ca/ar  (hall  forth ;  the  things  that  threatned  me. 
Ne'er  lookt  but  on  my  Back:  When  they  ihall  fee 
The  Face  of  Cafar^  they  arc  vanifhed. 

Col,  Cafar,  1  never  flood  on  Ceremonies. 
.Yet  now  they  fright  me:  There  is  one  within^ 
^fides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feeii, 
K^ecounts  moft  horrid  lights  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  Lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  Streets, 
And  Graves  have  yawn'd  and  yielded  up  their  dead  i 
Kcrce  fiery  Warriors  fight  upon  the  Cbuds, 
In  Kanks  and  Squadrons,  and  right  form  of  War, 
''^hich  drizzled  Blood  upon  the  Capitol: 
The  noife  of  battel  hurried  in  the  Air, 
Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  Men  did  groan. 
And  Ghofts  did  (hriek  and  fqueal  about  the  Streets. 

N  3  O 
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O  Cdtfar  I  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe. 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Caf  What  can  be  avoided  ^ 

Whofe  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  Gods  f 
Yet  Cafar  (hall  go  forth :  For  thefe  Prediftions 
Are  to  the  World  in  general*  as  to  Cafar. 

CaL  When  Beggars  die  there  are  no  Comets  feen^ 
The  Heav'ns  themftlvcs  blaze  forth  the  death  of  Princes; 

Caf.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  Deaths^ 
The  Valiant  never  tafte  of  Death  but  once: 
Of  all  the  Wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 
It  feems  to  me  moft  ftrange  that  Men  (hould  fear, 
Seeing  that  Death,  a  neceflary  end, 
Will  come^  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Servanu 
What  fay  the  Augurers? 

Ser.  Trey  would  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  toDayt 
Plucking  the  Entrails  of  an  Offering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  Heart  within  the  Beaft. 

Caf,  The  Gods  do  this  in  ftiame  of  Cowardife ; 
C(efar  (hould  be  a  Beaft  without  a  Heart, 
If  he  fhould  ftay  at  home  to  Day  for  fear: 
No,  Cajar  (hall  not;  Danger  knows  full  well. 
That  Cafar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  heard  two  Lions  htter*d  in  one  Day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible  5 
And  Cf/2rr  ftiall  go  forth. 

CaL  Alaf,  my  Lord, 
Your  Wifdom  is  confum'd  in  Confidence : 
Do  not  go  forth  to  Day ;  call  it  my  Fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  Houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark^  Antony  to  the  Senate-houfe, 
And  he  (hall  fay  you  are  not  well  to  Day  : 
I-et  me,  upon  my  Knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Cizf.  Mark^Antony  (hall  fay  I  am  not  wellj 
And  for  thy  Humoqr,  I  will  ftay  at  home, 

r  Bnt^r  Decius. 

Here's  Becim  BrutnSy  he  (hall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec.  Ca/ary  all  hail  /  Good  Morrow,  worthy  Ce/ir, 
J  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe. 
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CtP  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  Greeting  to  the  Senators, 
J^nd  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  Day : 
C^annot  is  falfe,  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer  ;    • 
I  will  not  come  to  Day ;  tell  them  fo,  Dccius. 
Cal.  Say  he  is  fick. 
Caf.  Shall  Gefar  fend  a  Lie  f 
Hare  I  in  Conqueft  ftretcht  mine  Arm  fo  far, 
*To  be  afraid  to  tell  Grey-beards  the  Truth? 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Ct/ar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Moft  mighty  Cafar^  let  me  know  fome  Caufe, 
Xeft  I  be  laught  at  when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Cap  The  Caufe  is  in  my  Will,  I  will  not  come; 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  Satisfaftion, 
Xecaufe  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know, 
Olfb»KnU  here,  my  Wife,  ftays  me  at  home : 
She  dreamt  lad  Night  ihe  faw  my  Statue, 
Which  like  a  Fountain,  with  an  hundred  Spouts, 
Did  run  pure  Blood  ;  and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  Hands  in  it : 
And  thcfe  does  ftie  apply,  for  Warnings  and  Portents, 
And  Evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  Knee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  ftay  at  home  to  Day. 

Dec.  This  Dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted, 
It  was  a  Vifion  fair  and  fortunate : 
Vour  Statue  fpouting  Blood  in  many  Pipes^ 
In  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  (hall  fuck 
Reviving  Blood»  and  that  Great  Men  (hall  prefs 
.  J^or  Tinftures,  Stains,  Helicks,  and  Cognifance. 
This,  by  Calphurma*s  Dream  is  fignified. 

Cdf,  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it.. 
Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay ; 
And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  Day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Ca/ar. 
'f  you  (hall  fend  them  Word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  Minds  may  change.     Befides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
Break  up  the  Senate  'till  another  time, 
WhenCi/Sr's  Wife  (hall  meet  with  better  Dreams: 

.     N  4  ^^^ 
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If  Cdfar  hide  himrdf,  (hall  they  not  whifpcr^ 
Lo,  Cefar  is  afraid  I 

Pardon  me,  Ce/2jr,  for  my  $lw  dear  Love, 
To  your  Proceeding,  bids  me  tell  you  thi$ ; 
And  Reafon  to  my  Love  is  liable. 

Ctf.  How  foolifh  do  your  Fears  feem  nowt  Calphmnia  I 
I  am  afliamed  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go. 

Enter  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus,  Caska,  TreboniuSt 

Cinna,  ii^^Publius. 
And  look  where  T.nbliHs  is  come  to  fet^h  me. 

Pith.  Good  Morrow,  Cafar. 

Qtf.  Welcome,  Publim. 
What,  Brutus,  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too? 
Good  Morrow,  Caska :  Caius  Ligarius^ 
Cafar  was  ne*er  To  much  your  Enemy,    . 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  learn 
3Vhatis*t  a  Clocks 

Bru.  Gefar^  'tis  flrucken  eight. 

Cf/T  I  thank  you  for  your  Pains  and  Courtefie. 

Enter  Antony, 
See  jintony^  that  revels  long  a»nignts. 
Is  notwithftanding  up.     @ood  Morrow,  Jntonjn 

jint.  So  to  moft  noble  C^far^ 

Caf.  Bid  them  prepare  within  s 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now  CiVifM;  noMif  Metellus ;  yrh^X^TrekoMUsl 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  (lore  for  you. 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  Day, 
Be  near  me,  t)iat  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Cafar,  I  will;  and  fo  near  will  I  be^  [ji/i 

That  your  beft  Friends  fliall  wifli  I  had  been  further. 

Ce/t  Good  Friends  go  in,  and  tafte  fome  Wine  with  U 
Arid  we,  like  Friends,  will  ftraightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Cejar^ 
The  Heart  of  Brutus  cms  to  t^unk  upon.  lE:cem 
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SCENE   III.     7he  Street. 

Enter  Artimedorus  reading  a  Paper. 

Cxfiir,  beware  of  Brutus,  take  heed  of  Caffius,  come  not 
mrCaska,  have  an  Eje  to  Cinna,  trujl  not  Trebonius,  marl^ 
wdl  Metellus  Cimber,  Decius  Brutus  loves 'thee  not ;  thou 
yft  wronged  Caius  Lig^rius.  There  is  but  one  Mind  in,  all 
tlitji  Men,  and  it  is  bent  againjt  C^far.  If  thou  beefl  not  Im* 
mrtal^  loo^abont  thee  :  Security  gives  waj  to  Confpiracj.  The 
mgbij^  Gods  defend' thee. 

Thy  Lover  Artemidorus. 

• 

Here  will  I  (land,  'till  Cafar  pa's  along, 
And  as  a  Suitor  will  I  give  hiih  this : 
My  Heart  laments,  that  Virtue  cannot  live 
Oat  of  the  teeth  of  Emulation. 
li  diou  read  this,  O  Cafar^  thou  may 'ft  live ; 
If  00^  the  Fates  with  Traitors  do  contrive.  [JEji:i$m 

Enter  Portia  and  Luciuf. 
for.  I  prithee.  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate^houfe, 
^tay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone, 
why  doft  thou  ftay? 

Lmc^  To  know  my  Errand,.  Madam. 
Tor.  I  would  have  had  theetbere*  and  here  again* 
B*er  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  ihouldft  do  there— 
O  Conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide, 
^tt  a  huge  Mountain  'tween  my  Heart  and  Tongue; 
t  have  I  Man's  Mind,  but  a  Woman's  Might : 
How  hard  it  is  for  Women  to  keep  Counfcl !— • 
Art  thoa  here  yet  / 

Lhc.  Madain^  what  (hould  I  do  ?  • 
%.un  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
And  lb  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  i 

?or.  Yes,  biing  me  word.  Boy,  if  thy  Lord  look  well, 
I^r  he  went  fickly  forth :  And  take  good  note» 
What  Cafar  doth,  what  Suitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark  Boy  /  what  noife  is  that  ? . 
Luc.  I  hear  none.  Madam. 
For.  Prithee  lifien  well : 
I  heard  a  buftling  Rumour  like  a  Fray, 


] 


1158  Julius  CxCzr. 

And  the  Wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  Madaro^  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  Artemidorus. 

Par.  Come  hither  Fellow,  which  way  haft  thou  been  ? 

^rt.  At  mine  own  Houfc,  good  Lady. 

For.  What  is't  a  Clock  ? 

jirt.  About  the  ninth Jhour,  Lady. 

ppr.  Is  Cajir  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol? 

^rt.  Madam,  not  yet,  I  go  to  take  my  ftand. 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

For.  Thou  haft  fome  Suii  to  Cafary  haft  thou  not  ? 

jirf.  That  I  have,  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Cefar      •• 
To  be  fo  good  to  Ca/kr^  as  to  hear  me:   . 
I  ftiall  beleech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

Par.  Why  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards 
him  ? 

^rt.  None  that  I  Tcnow  will  be, 
Much  that  I  fear  may  chance. 
Good  Morrow  to  you. "  Here  the  Street  is  narrow : 
The  Throng  that  follows  Cafar  at  the  Heds 
Of  Senators,  of  Praetors,  common  Suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  Man  almoft  to  Death : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cafar  as  he  comes  along.  Exim 

Por.  I  muft  go  in«  >  Aye  me!  how  weak  a  thing 

The  Heart  of  Woman  is  f  O  Brutus ! 
The  Heav'ns  fpced  thee  in  thine  Enterprize. 
Sure  the  Boy  heard  me:  Brutus  hzxli  a  Suit 
That  Ctfar  will  not  grant.     O,  I  grow  faint :    . 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord, 
Say  I  am  merry ;  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee.       [^Exeu^^ 
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ACT   III.     SCENE    L 

■   S  C  E  N  E  r>&^  Capitol. 

Thwrijh.  Enter  Caefar,  Brutus,  Caffius,  Caska,  Decju?,  Me- 
celluv  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  '  Lepidus,  Artcmi- 
dorusi    and  Popilius. 

Ce/I''TpHE  Ides  of  March  are  come, 

i      Sooth.  Ay,  Qtfar,  but  not  gone. 
Art.  Hail,  Cefar;  Read  this  Schedule. 
Dec.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'er-rcad. 
At  your  bcft  leifure,  this  his  humble  Suit. 

Art.  O  Cf/4r,  read  mine  firft  i  for  mine's  a  Suit 
That  touches  Qefar  nearer.     Read  it,  great  Cdfar. 
Cf/T  What  touches  us  our  fclf,  Ihall  be  laft  fervU 
Art.  Delay  not,  Cafarj  read  it  inftantly, 
(Uf.  What,  is  the  Fellow  mad  ? 
Tub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

C^f.  What,  urge  you  your  Petitions  in  the  Street? 
Gome  to  the  Capitol. 

fop.  I  wifti  your  Enterprlze  to  Day  may  thrive. 

Ct/'  What  Enterpri2e,P^/>/7/W? 

fep.  Fare  you  well. 

Bnr.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  ? 

C^f.  He  wilh*d  to  Day  our  Enterprize  might  thrive: 
.  }  fear  our  Purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Br».  Look  how  he  makes  to  Cafar  \  mark  him. 

Cd/;  Cask^j  be  Aidden,  for  we  fear  prevention, 
^''wiu,  what  (hall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
^m  or  Qgfar  never  ftiall  turn  back, 
forlwiliaaymy  felf. 

^rn.  CaJJtHs  be  confiant : 
^^Uus  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  Purpofcs. 
^^^  look  he  fmiJes,  and  Cafar  doth  not  change. 

C^f.  Trebonius  knows  his  time ;  for  look  you,  Brutns^ 
He  draws  Alarl^  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

J>ec.  Where  is  M^tellus  Gmber  ?  Let  him  go. 
And  prefently  prefer  his  Suit  to  Cafar. 

Sru.  He  is  addreft;  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 

Cn.  Caska,  you're  fhe  firft  ^at  rears  your  Hand. 
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Caf.  Are  we  all  ready  }  What  is  now  amifs. 
That  Cdfar  and  his  Senate  muft  redrefs  ? 

Met.  Moft  high,  moft  mighty,  and  moft  puiffant 
MeteUus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  Seat,  [-K» 

An  humble  Heart.    . 

QtJ.  I  muft  prevent  thee,  Cimber ; 
Thcfe  Couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  Curtfies 
Might  fire  the  Blood  of  ordinary  Men, 
And  turn  Pre-Ordinance,  and  firft  Decree, 
Into  the  lane  of  Children,    Be  not  fond. 
To  think,  that  Cafar  bears  fuch  Rebel  Blood, 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  Quality, 
With  that  which  melteth  Fools ;  I  mean  fweet  Words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies,  and  bafe  Spaniel  Fawning. 
Thy  Brother  by  Decree  is  baniihed ; 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  fpurn  thee  like  a  Cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Cafar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  Caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  Voice  more  worthy  than  my  own^ 
To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  Cdfvrs  Ear> 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banilh^d  Brother  i 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  Hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Oejar; 
Defiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  Freedom  of  Repeal* 

Caf.  What  BrutHs! 

Caf.  Pardon,  Cr/ir,  Cdfar^  Pardon ; 
As  low  as  to  thy  Foot  doth  Cafjius  fall. 
To  beg  Enfranchifement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Ctf.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move.  Prayers  would  move  me : 
But  I  am   conftant  as  the  Northern  Star, 
Of  whofe  true,  fixt,  and  refting  Quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  jthe  Firmament; 
The  Skies  are  painted  with  unnumbred  fparks. 
They  are  all  Fire,  and  every  one  doth  ihine. 
But  there's  but  one  in^all  doth  hold  his  place. 
So,  in  the  World,  'tis  furniffi'd  well  with  Men, 
And  Men  are  Flelh  and  Blood,  and  apprehenfivc ; 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unaiTailable  holds  on  his  Rank, 
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Uo(hak'd  of  Motion  :  and  that  I  am  he. 
Let  me  a  little  fhew  it,  even  in  this ; 
That  I  was  conftant  Cimber  fliould  be  bani(h'd. 
And  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 

Cin.  O  Cdfar 

Ce/l  Hence!  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus? 

Dec.  Great  Geyir.— 

Cefl  Do  nots  BrntuSj  bootlefs  kneeL 

Cask:  ^?^^  Hands  for  me,  [Thejftab  C«far* 

Cdf.  Et  tH  Brute Tl^ti  fall  Ge/2rr. 

On.  Liberty  I  Freedom  1   Tyranny  is  dead 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  Streets* 

Caf.  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  our, 
^Liberty,  Freedom,  and  Enfranchifement. 

Bru.  People  and  Senaton^  be  not  affrighted ; 
Fly  not,  ftandftill,  Ambition's  Debt  is  paid* 

Cdskz  ®o  to  the  Pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  CaJJius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  ? 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  Mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  faft  together^  left  fome  Friend  of  Cey^r's 
Should  chance  — — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  ftanding,    PubUus^  good  Gheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  Perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elle;  fo  tell  them,  Publius.  \ 

Caf.  And  leave  u^,  Publius,  left  that  the  People 
Ruftiing  on  us,  ihould  do  your  Ace  fome  Mifchief^^ 

Bru.  Do  fo,  and  let  no  Man  abide  this  Deed> 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Effter  Trebonius. 

Cdfi  Where  is  ^to9sj  f 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amaz'd. 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  ftare,  cry  out,  and  rith^ 
As  it  were  Dooms-day, 

Bru.  Fatesj  we  will  know  your  Pleafures^ 
That  we  ihall  die,  we  know;  'tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  Days  out,  that  Men  ftand  upon. 

Caski  Why  he  that  cuts  off"  twenty  Years  of  Life, 
Cuts  off*  fo  many  Years  of  fearing  Death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  Death  a  Beiiefir«i 
So  are  we  Ca/ar^s  Friends^  that  have  tbctd^'d 


Vcfi. 


/ 


zidt  Julius  CxQlt. 

His  time  of  fearing  Death,  Stoop  RomanSy  ftoopi 
And  let  us  bathe  our  Hands  in  Cafafs  Blood, 
Up  to  the  ElbowS)  and  befmear  our  Swords ; 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Market-place, 
And  waving  our  Fcd  Weapons  o'er  our  Heads> 
Let's  all  cry  Peace  I  Freedom  I  and"  Liberty  f 

Caf.  Stoop  then,  and  walh How  many  Ages  h 

[popping  their  Swords  in  Casfar'i  B 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  aded  over^ 
In  States  unborn,  and  Accents  yet  unknown  { 

Bru.  How  many  times  fhall  Cefar  bleed  in  fport, 
That  now  on  Pomptjs  Bafis  lyes  along. 
No  worthier  than  ttie  Duft  ? 

Caf.  So  oft  as  that  (hall  be. 
So  often  (hall  the  Knot  of  us  be  call'd, 
The  Men  that  gave  their  Country  I^iberty. 

Dec.  Whari  what  (hall  we  forth  ? 

Caf.  Ay,  every  Man  away. 
Brutus  (hall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  Heels 
With  the  moft  bold,  and  the  beft  Hearts  of  JRomem 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here?  a  Friend  of -^^(»»y's. 

Ser.  Thus,  Brutus^  did  my  Matter  bid  me  Kneel; 
jj^Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down,  \Knet 

^  And  being  proftrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay, 
Brutus  is  Noble,  Wife,  Valiant  and  Honeft  ; 
Cafar  was  Mighty,  Bc^Id,  Royal  and  Loving;  . 
Say,  I  love  Brutus^  and  I  honour  him; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Cafar,  honoured  him,  and  Iov*d  him- 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  Cafar  hath  deferv'd  to  lye  in  Death, 
Mark^Antony  (hall  not  love  C(zfar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living;  but  will  follow 
The  Fortunes  and  Affairs  of  noble  Brutusy 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  Faith,    So  fays  my  Matter  Antony^ 

Byh.  Thy  Matter  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Romany 
I  never  thought  him  wor(5?. 
Tell  him,  fo  plejife  hFm  conie  unto  this  place,   / 
He  (hall  be  fatisfied,  and  by  my  Honour 
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Depart  untouched. 

Ser.  I'll  fetch  him  prefentljr.  [^Exit  savant. 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  (hall  have  him  well  to  Friend. 

Caf.  I  wi(h  we  may ;  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  mifgiving  fiill 
Falls  (hrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antonji 
Welcome,  Mark^jtntonj. 

Ant.  O  mighty  CAfar  !  doft  thou  lye  fo  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  Conquefts,  Gloriesi  Triumphs,  Spoils, 

Shrunk  to  this  little  Meafurc? Fare  thee  well, 

I  know  not.  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 

Who  elfi^muft  be  let  blood,  whoeUeis  rank; 

If  I  my  felf,  there  is  no  Hour  fo  fit 

As  Otfdrs  Deaths  Hour;  nor  no  Inftrument 

Of  half  that  worth,  as  thofe  your  Swords,  made  rich 

With  the  moft  noble  Blood  of  all  this  World. 

I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard. 

Now,  whilft  your  purpled  Hands  do  reek  and  fmoak, 

Fulfil  your  Pleafure.   Live  a  thoufand  Ye«rs, 

I  Ihall  not  find  my  felf  fo  apt  to  die  : 

No  Place  will  pleafe  me  (oy  no  mean  of  Death, 

As  here  by  C^far^  and  by  you  cut  off, 

*l*he  Choice  and  Mafter  Spirits  of  this  Age, 

Bru.  O  jintony  \  Beg  not  your  Death  of  us ; 
though  now  we  muft  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  Hands,  and  this  our  prefent  Ad, 
Vou  fee  we  do;  yet  fee  you  but  our 'Hands, 
And  this,  the  bleeding  Bufincfs  they  have  done. 
Our  Hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rofnc^ 
As  Fire  drives  out  Fire,  fo  Pity,  Pity, 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Ce/ir,   For  your  part, 
To  you,  our  Swords  have  leaden  Points,  Markjintonj^ 

Our  Arms  in  flrerigth  of  Malice,  and  our  Hearts 

Of  Brothers  temper,  do  receive  you  in, 

With  all  kind  Love,  good  Thoughts,  and  Reverence. 

dy;  Your  Voice  fhall  be  as  flrong  as  any  Man's,  . 
lii  the  difpofing  of  new  Dignities. 

Brn.  Only  be  patient  'till  we  have  appeased 


21(^4  Julius  C«fan 

The  Multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fcari 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  Caufe> 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Cafar  «fhen  I  ftrook  hifD, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  Wifdom, 
Xet  each  Man  render  me  his  bloody  Hand ; 
Firft,  MarcHs  Brutfts,  will  I  (hake  with  you ; 
Hext,  Cams  Cdffius^  do  1  take  your  Hand; 
Now  DeciHs  BrHtus^  yours;  how  yours,  Metellnsi 
Yours,  Cinna ;  and  my  valiant  Cask^^  yours  ; 
Though laft,  notleaft  in  love,  yours, good  Trcbonimi 
Gentlemen  all  *— -  alas,  what  (liiU  I  fay,    * 
My  Ctedit  now  (lands  on  fuch  flippery  6round» 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  mej 
Hither  a  Coward,  or  a  Flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Ce/Sr,  O  *tis  true ; 
If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now. 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  Deathf 
To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  Peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  Fingers  of  thy  Foes, 
Moft  Koble !  in  the  prefence  of  thy  Coarfe  ? 
Had  I  as  many  Eyes,  as  thou  haft  Wounds, 
Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  Bloody 
It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 
In  terms  of  FriendHiip  with  thine  Bnemies, 
Pardon  me,  Julius-^  here  waft  thou bay'd,  brave Hart^ 
Here  didft  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  Hunters  ftand 
Sign'd  in  thy  fpoil,  and  crimfon'd  in  thy  Lethe. 
O  World !  thou  w»ft  the  Foreft  to  this  Htrt, 
And  this  indeed,  O  World,  the  Hart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  Deer,  ftricken  by  many  Princes, 
Doft  thou  here  lye  ? 

Caf.  Afark^Antonj 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Cairn  CaJJiHs ;  ♦ 
The  Enemies  of  Cafar  (hall  fay  this  .• 
Then,  in  a  Friend,  it  is  cold  Modefty, 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Cafar  fo. 
But  what  compad  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  Friends, 
Or  (hall  we  on;  and  not  depend  on-  you? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  Hands,  but  was  indeed 

:         :  -      Swa3 
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Swiy*d  from  the  Pointy  by  looking  down  on  Cefirl 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all*  and  love  you  all, 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  ihall  give  me  Keafonsi 
Why,  and  wherein  Cd/ar  was  dangerous.' 

Bru.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  Speftacler 
Our  Keafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regards 
That  were  you  ^ntotiy  the  Son  of  Cefar, 
You  (hould  be  fatisfi«d. 

j^.  That's  afllfeek; 
And  am  moreover  Suitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  Body  to  the  Market-place,' 
And  in  the  Pulpit*  as  becomes  a  Friend, 
Speak  in  the  Order  of  his  FuneraL 
Brm.  You  ihall,  Marl^  j^tonj. 
Cajl  BrtifHSf  a  word  with  you  — — ^ 
You  know  not  what  you  do ;  do  not  confent  l^Jdil 

That  AntpM  fpeak  in  his  Funeral : 
Know  you  now  much  the  People  may  be  ihoy'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter  i 

Bru.  By  your  Pardon, 
I  will  my  felf  into  the  Pulpit  firft. 
And  fhew  theReafon  of  our  Qe/ir^s  Death* 
What  AntPffj  (hall  fpeak,  I  will  protefl 
Re  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiffion ; 
And  that  we  are  contented  Cg/kr  ihall  , 

Kive  all  true  Rites,  and  lawful  Ceremonies} 
It  ihall  advantage  more»  than  do  us  wrongs 
Caf.  I  know  not  what  may  falL  I  like  it  nor* 
Brm»  Murl^jSntofTi,  here  take  you  Cf/4r*s  Body^ 
iTob  ihall  not  in  your  Funeral  Speech  blame  Qs* 
tot  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  C^far^ 
'^Aod  fay  you  do*t  by  our  Permiifion : 
£He  fhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  Funeral.   And  you  ihall  (peak 
b  the  iame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
my  Speech  is  enderiw 
Am.  Beitfo; 
tdo  deiire  no  more. 
Bru.  PrepOfd  the  Body  then^  and  follow  ti.       [Ekiknf. 

^oi..  V»  O  Manu 
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.    Manet  Antony. 

jlnt.  O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  Earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  Butchers. 
Thou  art  the  Ruins  of  the  nobleft  Man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  Tide  of  Times. 
Woe  to  the  Haqd  that  Ihed  this  coftly  Blood  ! 
Over  thy  Wounds,  now  do  I  prophefie,. 
(Which,  like  dumb  Mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  Lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  Tongue) 
A  Curfe  fliall  light  upon  the  Limbs  of  Men  ; 
Domeftick  Fury,  and  fierce  civil  Strife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  oi  Italy  ; 
Blood  and  Deftrudion  fhali  be  fo  in  ufe. 
And  dreadful  Objeds  fo  familiar. 
That  Mothers  fliall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  Infants  quartered  with  the  Hands  of  War : 
All  Pity  choaVd  with  Cuftom  of  fell  Deeds,  j 

And  Cdfar^s  Spirit  ranging  for  Revenge, 
With  jite  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  Confines,  with  a  Monarch's  Voice^r 
Cry  havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  War, 
That  this  foul  Deed  fliall  fmell  above  the  Earth 
With  Carrion  Men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  Odavius'j  Servant* 
Yov^fervc  O^avius  Ge/ar J  do  you  noi^.  '    "^■ 

Ser»  I  do,  Mark^jintonj, 

Ant.  Cafar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome.  •  | 

Ser.  He  did  receive  his  Letters,  and  is  coming,  ' 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  Mouth  — ^ —  ,  1 

OCafarl  [Seeing  tbi  B^ij* 

Ant.  Thy  Heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep; 
PaflionT  fee  iscatchinp^  /or  mine  Eyes, 
Seeing  thofe  Beads  of  Sorrow  fland  in  thine. 
Began  to  water.   Is  thy  Matter  coming  ? 

&r.  He  lyes  to  Night  within  fe  ven  Leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Pofl  back  with  fpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hathchanc* 
Here  is  a  mourning  Romej  a  dangerous  Rome^ 
No  Rome  of  Safety  for  OSiavius  yet  ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.    Yet  flay  a  while. 
Thou  flialt  not  back,'  'till  I  have  born  this  Coarfe 
Into  the  Market-place:  There  fliall  I  try  *: 
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Ifi  iny  Oration,  how  the  People  take 

The  cruel  iflue  of  thefe  bloody  Men  ;  , 

According  to  the  which^  thou  (halt  difcourfe 

To  young  OSavius  of  the  ftate  of  things. 

Lend  me  your  Hand.  {Exettnt  with  Cxfar'i  Body. 

SCENE    II.     The  Forum. 

i.ntdr  Brutus,  and  goes  into  the  Pulpit;  and  Caffius,  witk 

the  Plebeians. 

Pleb.  We  ivill  be  fatisfied  ;  let  us  be"  fatisfied. 
Brn.  Then  follow  mc,  and  give  me  Audience,  Friends* 
Ci^i^/,  go  you  into  the  other  Street, 
And  part  the  Numbers  : 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  'em  ftay  here  ; 
Thofe  that  will  follow  Cajfms,  go  with  him, 
And  publick  Keafons  Aiall  be  rendred 
OfcJfar's  Death. 
1  PUb.  I  will  hear  Br  mm  fpeak. 
^  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Cajfrns^  and  Compare  their  Reafon^^^ 
When  feverally  we  hear  them  rendred. 

[Exit  Caflius  with  fome  of  the  Plebeians* 
}  Pleb.  The  Noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence* 
Bru.  Be  Patient  'till  the  laft. 

Romans^  Country-men,   and  Lovers>    hear  me  for  my 

Caufe,  and  be  filent,  that  you  n^y  hear.     Believe  me  for 

Jiiine  Honour,  and  have  refpeft  to  mine  Honour,  that  you 

'  niay  believe*     Cenfurc  me  in  your  Wifdom,    and  awake 

your  Senfes,  that  you  may  the  better  judge.    If  there  be 

any  in  this  Aifembly,  any  dear  Friend  of  G«/2rr*s,  to  them 

I  iiy.  That  Brutus  love  to  Cafar  was  no  lefs  than  his.   If 

^D,  tfaat|Friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Cajar^ 

this  is  my  Anfwer  :  Not  that  I  lov'd  Cefar  lefs,  but  that 

I  lov'd  Route  more*    Had  you  rather  Ctfar  were  living, 

«d  dye  all  Slaves ;  than  that  Cafar  were  dead,  to  live  all 

wee-meni  As  Cafar  lov'd  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he  was 

fortunate,  I  rcjoyce  at  it ;  as  he  was  Valiant,  I  honour  t 

lum ;  but  as  he  was  Ambitious,  I  flew  hitn.    There*  is 

Tears  for  his  Love,  Joy  for  his  Fortune,  Honour  for  his 

Valour,   and  Death  for  his  Ambition.    Who  is  here  fo 

life  that  would  kc  a  Bond-man  ?   If  any,  fpeak ;  for  htm 
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have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would  not  be 
a  Roman  ?  If  any,  fpeak  ;  for  him  have  t  offended.  Who 
is  here  fo  vile,  that  will  not  love  his  Country  ?  If  any,  fpeak  j 
for  him  have  I  offended.  -^ —  I  paufc  for  a  Reply         ■■ 

AIL  None,  Brumsy  none. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more 
to  C<efar  than  you  (hall  do  to  Brutus.  The  Qucftion  oi 
his  Death  is  inroU'd  in  the  Capitol ;  his  Glory  not  extenu- 
ated, wherein  he  was  worthy ;  not  his  Offences  enforc'd» 
for  which  he  fuffered  Death. 

Enter  Mark  Antony,  with  Caefar'j  Body. 
Here  comes  his  Body,  mourn'd  by  Mark^  jintony  i  who 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  Death,  (hall  receive  the  Be- 
nefit of  his  dyingj  a  Place  in  the  Conunonwealth  ;  as 
which  of  you  (hall  not  ?  With  this  I  depart.  That  as  I 
flew  my  beft  Lover  for  the  good  of  Rome^  I  have  the  fame 
Dagger  for  my  felf,  when  itlhall  pleafe  my  Country  to  need 
my  Death, 

jilL  Live,  Brutus,  live,  live. 

1  Plek  Bring  him  with  Triumph  home  unto  his  Houfe.^ 

2  Pleh.  Give  him  a  Statue  with  his  Anceftors. 

3  PUb,  Let  him  be  Cejar. 

4  put.  Cafar's  better  Parts 
Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1  Plek  We'll  bring  him  to  his  Houfe  .. 
With  Shouts  and  Clamors. 

Bru,  My  Countrymen  — 

2  Plet.  Peace  I  Silence  !  Brutus  fpcaks. 
I  Pleb.  Peace,  Ho! 

Bru.  Good  Countrymen,  let  me  depart  alonei 
And,  for  my  fake,  flay  here  with  Antony; 
Do  grace  to  C^fars  Corps,  and  grace  his  Speech 
Tending  to  defkr^s  Glories,  which  Mark^Antmjf 
By  our  Permiflion,  is  allow'd  to  make# 
I  do  intreat  you,  not  a  Man  depart. 
Save  I  alone,  'till  Antony  have  (poke. 

I  Pleb.  Stay,  Ho,  and  let  us  hear  Mark,  Antony. 

5  Pleb.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  publick  Chair, 
Well  hear  him  .•  Noble  Antony^  go  up. 

•^.  JFor  BrHtuss  fake  I  am  beholden  to  you» 
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^f.  Plet.  What  does  he  fay  of  Brmns  ? 
5  Pleh.  He  fays,  for  Brutus's  fake 
He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all.  ^ 
^  P/i^.  Twere  beft  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here, 
I  PUb^  This  Ctfar  was  a  Tyrant. 
5  put.  Nayt  that's  certain ; 
We  are  glad  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 
z  FlcL  Peace,  let  us  hear  what  jintopy  can  fayi 
jiui.  You  gentle  Romans  ■'    ..  t 

^^  Peace.  Ho,  let  us  hear  him. 
-^i^^  Friends,  Romans^  Countrymen,  kndmeyoqr  Ears; 
I  come  to  bury  Qefar^  not  to  praife  him. 
The  Evil  thit  Men  do  lives  after  them. 
The  Good  is  oft  interred  widi  the  Bones  i 
So  let  it  be  with  Cafar.    The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Cafiir  was  ambitious ; 
If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  Fault, 
And  grievoufly  hath  C(tfar  anfwer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus^  and  the  reft^ 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  Man, 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  Men^ 
Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Cajar's  Funeral. 
He  was  my  Friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me ; 
But  Brutus  fays.  He  was  ambitious. 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  Man. 
He  hath  brought  many  Captives  home  to  Rome^ 
Whofe  Ranfoms  did  the  general  Coffers  fill ; 
Did  this  in  C^e/ar  feem  ambitious  f 
When  that  the  poor  have  cry'd,  Cafar  hath  wept ; 
AoQbidon  ihould  be  made  of  Aerner  Stuff : 
Yet  Brutus  fays.  He  was  Ambitious, 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  Man. 
You  all  did  fee,  that  on  the  Lupercal^ 
I  thrice  prefented  him  a  Kingly  Crown,' 
,  Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.  Was  this  Ambition? 
Yet  Brutus  fays.  He  was  ambitious. 
And  fure  he  is. an  honourable  Man. 
I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke. 
But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 
,You  ail  didlove  him  once,  not  without  caufe^l 
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What  caufe  with-holds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 
O  Judgment !  thou  art  fled  to  brutifh  Beaf^s^ 
And  Men  have  loft  their  Reafon— ~Bear  with  me. 
My  Heart  is  in  the  Coffin  there  with  Cefar» 
And  I  muft  paufe  'till  it  come  back  to  me. 

I  Pleh.  Methinks  there  is  much  Reafon  in  his  Sayings. 
If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Cafar  has  had  great  wrong*  ("his  place, 

3  PUk  Has  he,  Mafters  ?  I  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in 

4  Pleh.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?  He  would  not  take  theCrown^ 
Therefore  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious* 

1  Pleh.  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  Plek  Poor  Soul  {  his  Eyes  are  red  as  if  ire  with  weeping, 

3  Pleh.  There's  not  a  nobler  Man  in  Rome  than  jintanj^ 

4  Pleh*  Now  mark  him»  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
!Ant.  But  Yefterday  the  word  of  Cafar  might 

Have  ftood  againft  the  World;  now  lye$  he  theret 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  Reverence, 

0  Mafters !  If  I  were  difpos'd  to  ftir 

Your  Hearts  and  Minds  to  Mutiny  and  Rage, 

1  fhould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cajfius  wrong ; 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  Honourable  Men. 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong :  I  rather  chufe 

To  wrong  the  Dead,  to  wrong  my  felf  and  youi 

Than  I  will  wrong  fuch  Honourable  Men. 

But  here's  a  Parchment,  with  the  Seal  of  Cd/ar^ 

I  found  it  in  his  Clofet,  'tis  his  Will, 

Let  but  the  Commons  hear  this  Teftament, 

Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  Read, 

And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  Ce/^r's  Wounds, 

And  dip  their  Napkins  in  his  facred  Blood  j 

Yea,  beg  a  Hair  of  him  for  Memory, 

And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 

Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  Legacy 

Unto  their  Iflue. 
4  Pleh.  We'll  hear  the  Will,  read  it,   Marl(  Autant, 
All.  The  Will,  the  Will;  we  will  hear  Cr/ir's  WiU. 
jint.  Have  Patience,  gentle  Friends,  Imiift  not  read  it,  ' 

It  is  not  mt^t  you  know  how  Qefar  lov'd  you. 

You  are  not  Wood)  you  jire  not  Stones,  but  Men : 
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And  being  Men,  hearing  the  Will  of  Cf/2rr, 
[t  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad ; 
Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  Heirs, 
For  if  you  fliouid O  what  would  come  of  it? 

4  PUb.  Read  the  Will,  we'll  hear  it,  jintony  t 
You  (hall  read  us  the  Will,  Ce/Sr's  Will. 

Anf.  Will  you  be  Patient?  will  you  ftay  a  while? 
I  have  o*er-fliot  my  felf  to  tell  you  of  it. 

I  fear  I  wrong  the  Honourable  Men, 

Whofe  Daggers  have  ftabb'd  Gefar — I  do  fear  it. 

4 Pick  They  were  Traitors  ■■  Honourable  Men  I 

All.  The  Will  1  the  Teftament  I 

1  Plet.  They  were  Villains,  Murderers ;  thfe  Will !  read 
the  Will ! 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will; 
Then  make  a  King  about  the  Corps  of  Ca/ar, 
And  let  me  (hew  you  him  that  made  the  Will. 
Shall  I  defcend  i  and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

jilL  Come  down.  \^He  eomes  down  from  the  Pulfit. 

z  fkb.  Defcend. 

3  fleb.  You  (hall  have  leave. 

4  ?leb.  A  Ring,  ftand  round. 

1  PUb.  Stand  from  the  Hearfe,  ftand  from  the  Body.      * 

2  Pleb.  Room  for  Antony  — —  moft  noble  Antony  I 
Ant.  Nay  prefs  not  fo  upon  me,  ftand  far  ofi> 
AIL  Stand  back  -^ —  room  — •  bear  back  — 

^Ant.  If  you  have  Tears,  prepare  to  (hed  them  now. 

You  all  do  know  this  Mantle,  I  remember 

Ae  firft  time  ever  Cafar  put  it  on, 

*Twas  on  a  Summers  Evening  in  his  Tent. 

That  Day  he  overcame  the  Nervii  ■  ■ 

I-ook!  in  this  place,  ran  Ci^;i*/s  Dagger  through  i*-— 

See  what  a  Rent  the  envious  Cask^  made  —— i- 

Through  this,  the  well  beloved  Brutus  ftab'd. 

And  as  he  pluck*d  his  curfed  Steel  away, 

Mark  how  the  Blood  of  Cefar  followed  it  ■ 

As  ru(hing  out  of  Doors,  to  be  refolv'd, 

II  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no. 

for  Brutus^   as  you  know,  was  Cafar's  Angel, 
/odgci  O  you  Gods  J  how  dearly  Cdfuf  lov'dhim ! 
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This  was  the  bofl:  unkindeft  Cut  of  all ; 

For  when  the  Noble  Ofar  faw  him  fiab^ 

Ingratitude,  more  ftrong  than  Traitors  Armf> 

Quite  vanquifh*d  him ;  then  burft  his  mighty  Heart ; 

And  in  his  Kfontle  muring  up  his  Face^ 

Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pompej^  Statue, 

Which  all  the  while  ran  Blood,  great  Cafar  felL 

0  what  a  Fall  was  there^  my  Countrymen  I 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  ox  us  fell  down, 
Whilft  bloody  Trealbn  flourifh'd  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep»  and  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  Pity  ;  thefe  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  Souls  I  what  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Cdefars  Vefturq  wounded  ?  Look  you  here. 
Here  is  himfelf,  marr'd  as  you  fee  with  Traitors^ 

I  PUb^  O  piteous  Speftacic  / 
a  Tleb.  O  Noble  C^far  I 

3  PUb.  O  woful  Day  I 

4  PUb»  O  Traitors,  Villains  ! 

1  Pick  O  moft  bloody  fight ! 

2  Plebf  We  will  be  revenged:  Revenge  ! 
About  -— —  feek  —  burn  — •  fire— —  kill 
I.et  not  a  Traitor  live. 

uint.  Stay  Countrymen  ■■ 
X  PUb.  P^ace  there,  hear  the  noble  Antony* 
z  PUb.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll  dye  wi 
him' 
jint.   Good   Friend^   fweet  Friends,   let  me  not  ^ 

you  up 
To  fuch  a  fudden  Flood  of  Mutiny : 
They  that  have  done  this.  Deed,  are  Honourable ; 
What  private  Griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 
That  made  them  do  it;  they  are  wife  and  honourable; 
And  will  no  doubt  with  Reafons  anfwer  you» 
y  come  not.  Friends,  to  fteal  away  your  Hearts ; 

1  ani  no  Orator,  as  BrutHS  is ; 

put,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  Man^ 
That  love  my  Friend,  and  t'tat  they  know  ifull  well. 
That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him  : 
Fpf  I  have  neither  Wit,  npr  Words,  nor  Worth, 
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Aftion  DorUtterance»  nor  the  power  of  Speech* 

To  fUr  Mens  Blood  ;  I  only  fpeak  right  on. 

i  tell  you  that,  which  you  your  felves  do  know» 

Shew  you  fweet  Ce/4ir*s  Wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb  Mouth^f^ 

And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me ;  but  were  I  Brutus^ 

And  Brutus  jintonjj  there  were  an  jintonj 

Would  ruffle  up  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  Tongue 

In  every  Wound  of  C^far^  that  ihould  move 

jKe  Stones  of  Rom^  to  rife  and  mutiny. 

All.  We'll  mutiny ^ 

i  PUb.  We'll  burn  the  Houfe  of  Brutus. 
3  Pkb.  hffzy  then,  come,  feek  the  Confpirators^ 
jint.  Yet  hear  me,  Countrymen,  yet  hear  me  fpeakf 
All.  Peace  ho,  hear  Antony^  moft  Noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Why,  Friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  wh^t^' 
Wherein  hath  Cafar  thus  deferv'd  your  Loves  i 
Alas  you  know  not;  I  muft  tell  you  then: 
.Vou  have  forgot  the  Will  I  told  you  of* 
All.  Moft  true— the  Will—let's  ftay  and  hear  the  WiH| 
Ant.  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  dtfur^s  Seal* 
To  every  Som^n  Citizen  he  gives. 
To  every  feveral  Man,  fevcnty  five  Drachma's. 
iP/^i'.  Moft  Noble  G^r  I  well  revenge  his  Death; 
J  Pleb.  O  Royal  C^jfarl 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
AIL  Peace  ho ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  Walks, 
His  private  Arbors,  and  new- planted  Orchards, 
On  this  fide  Ttber^  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  Heirs  for  ever;  common  Pleafures, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  your  felves. 
Here  was  a  Cr/^r,  when  comes  fufh  another  f        * 

I  Pkb.  Never, never;  come,  away,  away  ; 
We'll  burn  his  Body  in  the  holy  Place, 
And  with  the  Brands  fire  all  the  Traitors  Houfes^' 
Jake  up  the  Body. 
1  PUb.  Go  fetch  Fire. 
iPkb.  Pluck  down  Benches. 
4  Pick*  Pluck  down  Forms,  Windows,  any  thingJ 

lExtftnt^ehQmswiththiJfodjf^ 
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Anu  Now  let  it  work;  Mifchief  thou  art  a  foot^ 
Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt« 
How  Dow>  Fellow  I 

Ent9T  Servant. 

Scr.  Sir,  OQavms  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

ji»t.  Where  is  he? 

Sir.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Ctfar^s  Houfe. 

Jk0.  And  thither  will  I  ftraight,  to  vifit  him ; 
|He  comes  upon  a  wi(h.    Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Caffius 
Are  rid,  like  Madmen,  through  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

jtun  Belike  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  People, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Off ^t//i^/.     [Exeutft. 
Enter  Cinna  the  Poet^  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 

Gn.  I  dreamt  to  Night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  Cafar^ 
And  things  unluckily  change  my  Fantafie ; 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  K>rth  of  Doors, 
^et  fomething  leads  me  forth. 

1  Plek  What  is  your  Name  ? 

2  Pleb.  Whither  are  you  going  ?  ^ 

3  PUb.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Pleb.  Are.you  a  married  Man,  or  a  Batchellor  ? 
2  Pleh.  Anfwer  every  Man  direftly. 

1  Pleh.  Ay,  and  briefly. 
d^Pleb.  Ay,  and  wifely. 

5  Pleb.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  beft. 

Gn.  What  is  my  Name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Where 
do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  Man,  or  a  Batchellor  ?  Then  tc 
anfwer  every  Man  direftly  and  briefly,  wifely  and  truly 
.wifely,  I  fay  I  am  a  Batchellor. 

2  Pleb.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  Fools  that  Marry 
you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that  I  fear :  Proceed  diredly. 

Gn.  Diredly,  I  am  going  to  Cafars  Funeral. 

1  Pleb»  As  a  Friend,  or  an  Enemy  ? 
Gn.  As  a  Friend. 

2  Pleb.  That  matter  is  anfwered  direftly. 
^  Pleb.' For  your  Dwelling;  briefly. 
Gn.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3  Phb.  Your  Name»  Sir,  truly. 
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Gft.  Truly  my  Name  is  Cinna.  , 

I PUL  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Confeiritor. 
'  Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet,  I  am  GnM  the  Poet. 

4  Pleb.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verfes,  tear  him  for  his  bad 
Verfes. 

Ci».  I  am  not  Gnna  the  Confpirator. 

4  Pleb.  It  is  no  matter,  his  Name's  Cinfut^  pluck  but  hjs 
Name  out  of  his  Heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

;  put.  Tear  him,  tear  him ;  Come  Brands  ho,  Firebrandi : 
To  Brutus,  to  CdJJlus,  burn  all.  Some  to  Deciufs  Hoole* 
and  fome  to  Caska\  (omc  to  Ligariusi  Away,  go. 

[Exeunt  all  the  Pld>eiail9* 


A  c  T  IV.     s  c  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE   Rome. 

Enter  Antony,  Odavius,  aH4  Lepidus. 

•A^  'TpHefe  many  then  (hall  die,  their  Names  are  pridct, 
X      0£l.  Your  Brother  too  muft  die;  confenc  yoUt 

Lep.  I  do  confent.  (LepiJm  i 

0£l.  Prick  him  down,  Antonj. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  ihall  not  live, 
^hb  is  yotrr  Sifter's  Son,  Mark^jintonj. 

Ant.  )At  ihall  not  live;  look,  with  a  fpot,  I  damn  hiin. 
But  Lepidusj  go  you  to  Cafar's  Houfe ; 
^ch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  (hall  determine 
ftow  to  cut  off  fome  Charge  in  Legacies. 

Lep.  What?  fhall  I  find  you  here? 

oh.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  [£;i:^  Lepidus 

Ant.  This  is  a  (light  unmeritable  Man, 
^eet  to  be  fent  on  Errands :  Is  it  fit 
^he  three-fold  World  divided,  he  (hould  ftand 
One  of  the  three  to  fhare  it  ? 
,    OU.  So  you  thought  him. 
And  took  his  Voice,  who  (hould  be  prickt  to  di^ 
*«^  our  black  Sentence  and  Profcription. 

Ant.  OSaviuSf  I  have  feen  more  Days  than  you ; 
^d  though  we  lay  chefe  Honours  on  this  Man, 
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To  eafe  our  felves  of  divers  fland*rous  Loids, 
I^^e  (hall  but  bear  them,  as  the  Afs  bears  Gold; 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  Bufinefs, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  print  the  way. 
And  having  brought  our  Treafure,  where  we  will. 
Then  take  we  down  his  Load,  and  turn  him  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  Afs,  to'  jQiake  his  Ears, 
And  graze  in  Commons. 

OS*  You  may  do  your  Will; 
But  Ws  a  tryMand  valiant  Soldier* 

^tf  So  is  my  Horfe»  OUavius,  and  for  thsit| 
I  do  appoint  him  (lore  of  Provender* 
It  is  a  Creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  flop,  to  run  diredly  on. 
His  corporal  Motion,  governed  by  my  Spirit; 
And  in  fome  tafte,  is  Lepidns  but  fo; 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  fortb^ 
A  barren  fpirited  Fellow,  one  that  feeds 
On  Objeds,  Arts,  and  Imitations. 
Which  out  of  ufe,  and  flaPd  by  other  Men, 
Begin  his  faiHion.    Do  not  talk  of  him. 
But  as  a  Property.    And  now,  OSiavius^ 
Lifteti  great  things^— ^£r^/«/  and  Caffins 
Are  levying  Powers;  we  muft  ftraight  make  Headr^ 
Therefore  let  our  Alliance  be  combined. 
Our  beft  Friends  made,  and  our  beft  Means  ftreccht  out^ 
And  let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  Council, 
How  covert  Matters  may  be  beft  difclos'd| 
And  open  Perils  fureft  anfwered. 

0£i.  Let  us  do  fo ;  for  we  are  at  the  ftake,^ 
And  bayed  about  with  many  Enemies, 
And  fome  that  fmile  have  in  their  Hearts,  I  fear. 
Millions  of  Mifchiefs.  [£xeMm 

SCENE    II.     Before  BrutusV  TenU  in  th 

Camp  near  Sardis. 

Dmm.    Enter  Brucus»  Lucilius,  4nd  Soldiers:  Titioius  m 

Pindar  us  meeting  them. 
Bru.  Stand,  hoi 
.    ^w.  Give  the  word,  ho  I  and  ftand  I 

Bta 
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BrfC'  What  now,  Luciliusl  is  Cafflus  near  I 

Lhc.  He  is  at  hind,  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  Salutation  from  his  Mafter. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.    Your  Mafter,  Prndarm^ 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  Officers, 
Math  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifli  v 

Things  done,  undone ;  but  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  (hall  be  fatisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 
But  that  my  Noble  Mafter  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is»  full  of  Regard,  and  Honour. 

Brfi.  He  is  not  doubted.    A  word,  I.»«7ii^/i— 
How  he  received  you,  let  me  be  rcfolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtefie,  and  with  refpeft  enough. 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  Inftances, 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  Conference, 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Sru.  Thou  haft  defcribM 
A  hot  Friend,  cooling ;  ever  note,  LuciliuSf 
When  Love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay. 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  Ceremony. 
There  are  no  Tricks  in  plain  and  (imple  Faith ; 
But  hollow  Men,  like  Horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  (hew,  and  promife  of  their  Mettle^ 

[Liw  Marck  withinl 
But  when  they  (hould  endure  the  bloodv  Spur* 
They  fall  their  Creft,  and  like  deceitful  Jades, 
Sink  in  the^ Trial.     Comes  his  Army  on? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  Night  in  Sardis  to  be  quartered ; 
The  greater  part,  the  Horfe  in  general* 
Are  come  with  CaJJius. 

Enter  Caffi us  and  Soldiers^ 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arrived  ; 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Cdf.  Stand,  ho  I 

Bru.  Stand*  ho  !  fpcak  the  word  along; 

Within.  Stand ! 

Whhin.  Stand  I 

Within.  Standi 
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Cdf.  Moft  Noble  Brother  I  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me^you  Gods  1  wrong  I  mine  Enemies} 
And  if  not  (o,  how  fliould  I  wrong  a  Brother  ? 

Caf.  Brumsj  this  fober  form  of  yours,  hides  wrongs. 
And  when  you  do  them    ■   ■ 

Bru.  CaJJiHSy  be  concent. 
Speak  your  Griefs  foftly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  Eyes  of  both  our  Armies  here, 
(Which  fliould  perceive  nothing  but  Love  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.     Bid  them  move  away; 
Then  in  my  Tent  CaJJitts  enlarge  your  Griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  Audience. 

Oif.  Pindar  us 9 
Bid  our  Commanders  lead  their  Charges  off 
A  little  from  this  Ground* 

Bru.  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like,  and  let  no  Man 
Come  to  our  Tent,  'till  we  have  done  our  Conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  titinius  guard  our  Door.  [^Exeunt 

JUanent  Brutus  and  Caflius. 

Caf.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear  in  this, 
You  have  condemn'd,  and  noted  Lucius  Pclla, 
For  taking  Bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  Letter  praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  Man,  was  (lighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Caf  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet,^ 
That  every  nice  Offence  fliould  bear  his  Comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  CaJ/ius^  you  your  felf 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  Palm, 
To  fell,  and  mart  your  Offices  for  Gold 
To  Undefervers. 

Caf.  Ay,  an  itching  Palm  ? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeaks  this. 
Or  by  the  Gods,  this  Speech  were  elfe  your  laft. 

Bru:  The  J]ame  of  CaJJtus  honours  this  Corruption, 
And  Chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  Head. 

Caf  Chaftifement  I- 

Bru.  Remember  March^  the  Ides  of  March  remember ; 
Did  not  gvezt  yuUus  bleed  for  Juftice  fake? 
What  Villain  touched  his  Body*  that  did  ftab» 

And 


Juliu^  Caefan  xx79 


And  not  for  Juftice?  What,  Ihall  one  of  Us' 
That  ftruck  the  foremofl  Man  of  all  this  Worldy 
But  for  fuppohiing  Robbers,  (hall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  Fingers  with  bafe  Bribes? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  Honours 
For  fo  much  trafli,  as  may  be  grafped  thus?- 
I  had  rather  l)e  a  Dog,  and  bait  theMoon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Caf.  BrHtHs^  bait  not  me, 
ril  not  endure  it  j  you  forget  your  felJi 
To  hedge  me  in,  I  am  a  Soldier,  I, 
Older  in  pradice,  abler  than  your  felf 
To  make  Conditions. 

Brn.  Go  to;  you  are  not  CaJJius. 

Caf  1  am. 

Bru.  I  fiy,  you  are  not* 

Caf.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  Aiall  forgetmyfelf- 
Have  mind  upon  your  Health— Tempt  menofarther. 

Bru.  Away,  flight  Man. 

Caf.  Is*tpoffible? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way,  and  room  to  your  ralh  Choler  t 
^hall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  mad  Man  fiares  ? 

Caf.  O  ye  Godsl  ye  Gods  I  muft  I  endure  all  this  t 

Bru.  All  this !  Ay  more.     Ff  et  'till  your  proud  Heart  breaks 
Co  fliew  your  Slaves  how  Cholerick  you  are, 
<And  make  your  Bondmen  tremble.   Muft  I  budge  { 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  Muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  Humour  ?  By  the  Gods 
^ou  (hall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  Spleen, 
Tho'  it  do  fplit  you.     t^or  from  this  Day  fortb^ 
1*11  ufe  you  for  my  Mirth,  yea  for  my  Laughter, 
When  you  arc  wafpifti. 

Caf.  Is  it  come  to  this? 

Bru%  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  Soldier ; 
^n  it  appear  fo ;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  (hall  pleafe  me  well.    For  mine  own  pait,^ 
I  fliall  be  glad  to  learn  of  Noblemen. 

Cdf.  You  wrong  me  every  way— You  wrong  iBe^iBlrii^iri} 
iTaid,  an  Elder  Soldier,  not  a  Better. 

Did 
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I  fay  better?— 
BrH.  '■  If  you  did,  I  cir6  notl 

Caf.  When  Ce/4r  liv'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov*d  me* 
Brui  Peace,  peace,  you  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him* 
Cdf.  I  durft  not !  " 
Bru.  Mo. 


Caf.  What?  durft  not  tempt  him ! 

Bru.  For  your  Life  you  durft  not; 

Cdf.  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  Love^ 
I  may  do  that  I  ftiall  be  forry  (or. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  (hould  be  forry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cafjms,  in  your  Threats. 
For  I  am  arm^d  fo  firong  in  Honefty, 
That  they  pafs  by  me,  as  the  idle  Wind, 
Which  I  refped  not.    I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  Sums  of  Gold,  which  you  deny '4  me; 
For  I  can  raife  no  Mony  by  vile  means» 
By  Heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  Heart, 
And  drop  my  Blood  for  Drachma's,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  Hands  of  Peafants,  their  vile  tra(h 
By  any  Indiredion.    I  did  fend 
To  you  for  Gold  to  pay  my  Legions, 
Which  you  deny'd  me;  was  that  done  like  CaJJlus  5 
Should  I  have  anfwer'd  Caius  CaJJius  fo  i 
.When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous. 
To  lock  fuch  Rafcal  Counters  from  his  Friends, 
Be  ready  Gods  with  all  your  Thunder-bolts, 
Dafli  him  to  pieces. 

Caf  I  deny'd  you  nor. 

Bru.  You,  did* 

Caf.  I  did  not He  was  but  a  Fool 

That  brought  my  anfwer  hzAr'-^Brutus  hath  riv^d  my  Ueart# 
A  Friend  (hould  bear  his  Friend's  Infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are* 

Bru.  I  do  not  'till  you  pra&ife  them  on  me* 

Caf.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  ,do  not  like  your  Faults. 

Caf  A  friendly  Eye  could  never  fee  frch  Faults* 

Bf0.  A  Flatterer's  would  not;  tho'  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Oljmfus. 
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Ci/T  Come,  jtntonj^  and  young  OUai/im  coTosl 
Revenge  your  felves  alone  on  Caffins^ 
For  Ci^Ms  is  a  weary  of  the  World ; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves,  brav'd  by  his  Brother^ 
Checks  like  a  Bondman,  all  his  Faults  obferf^d. 
Set  in  a  Note-Book*  learn'd,  and  conn*d  by  rote^ 
To  call  into  my  Teeth.    O  I  could  weep 
My  Spirit  from  mine  Eyes !  There  is  my  Dagger^ 
And  here  my  naked  Breaft.  — —  Within,  a  Heart 
Dearer  than  Pluto's  Mine,  jricher  than  Gold ; 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  Romany  take  it  fortb. 
I  that  deny*d  thee  Gold,  will  giVe  my  Heart ; 
Strike  as  thou  didft  at  Cafar^  for  I  know, 
W^hen  thou  didft  hate  him  worft^  thou  lov'dft  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dft  Cajpus. 
Bru.  Sheath  your  Dagger  ; 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  (hall  have  fcope,' 
t>d  what  you  will,  Diflionour  ihall  be  Humour. 
O,  Cajjiusy  you  are  yoaked  with  a  Lamb» 
That  carries  Anger  as  the  Flint  bears  Fire, 
Who  much  inforced,  ihews  a  hafty  fpark. 
And  flraight  is  cold,  again. 

Caf.  Hath  Cafms  liv'd 
To  be  but  Mirth  and  Laughter  to  his  BrutMsl 
When  6rief  and  Blood  ill-temper*d>  vexeth  him  ? 
Brum  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  tooJ 
Cdjfl  Do  you  confefs  fo  much  ?  ® ive  me  your  band. 
Bru.  And  my  Heart  too.      _  [Embracin^i, 

Caf.  O  Brutui  !  ^ 

Bru.  What'$  the  Aattcr  ? 
Ci/r  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me^ 
^hen  that  ra(h  Humoilr  which  my  Mother  gave  m|s 
Makes  me  f orgetfirf  ? 

Bru.  Yes,  Cajjius^  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus^ 
He'U  think  your  Mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fcv 
Enter  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  and  a  Poet. 
Poet.,  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals, 
There  is  fome  grudgQ  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
^hey  be  alone* 
Vol.  V.  P  Lhc^ 
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Luc.  You  (hall  not  come  to  them. 
Poet.  Nothing  but  Death  (hall  (lay  me. 
Ctf.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? 
Poet.  For  (hame  you  Generals  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love,  and  be  Friends,  as  two  fuch  Men  (hould  be. 
For  I  have  feen  more  Years  I'm  fure  than  ye* 
Ca/1  Ha,  ha — how  vilely  doth  this  Cynick  rhime ! 
Bru.  Get  you  hence,  Sirrah{  lawcy  Fellow,  hence. 
Caf.  Bear  with  him>  Brutus^  'tis  his  fafhion. 
Bru.  I'll  know  his  Humour,  when  he  knows  his  Time; 
What  (hould  the  Wars  do  with  thefe  jigging  Fools? 
Companion,  hence. 

Cajfl  Away,  away,  be  gone.  [Exit  Peeti 

Bru.  LuciUus  and  Titinim,  bid  the  Commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  Companies  to  Night. 

Caf.  And  come  your  felves,  and  bring  Mejfala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us.  [Exeunt  Lucilius  and  Titioius^ 

Bru.  Lucius^  a  Bowl  of  Wine. 
Caf.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  fo  angry. 
Bru.  O  CaJJiusy  I  am  fick  of  many  Griefs.  j 

Caf.  Of  your  Philofophy  you  make  no  u(e,  j 

If  you  give  place  to  accidental  Evils. 

Bru.  No  Man-bears  Sorrow  better— P^r//4  is  dead* 

Caf  mi  Portia  I 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Caf  How  fcap*d  I  killing,  when  I  croft  you  (b? 
O  infupportable  and  touching  Lofs  I 
Upon  what  Sicknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence ; 
And  Grief*  that  young  OSavius  with  Mark  Antm^^ 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong:  For  with  her  Death 
That  tydings  came.    With  this  (he  fell  diftra6t. 
And  ("her  Attendants  abfeht)  fwallow'd  Fire. 
Caf  And  dy'd  fo  ? 
Bru.  Even  fo. 
Caf  O  ye  immortal  Gods! 

Enter  Boy  with  Wine  and  ToferSm 
Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her  ;  @ive  me  a  Bowl  of  WioCa 

In  this  r  bury  all  unkindnefs,  C^/.  [Drxfitf 
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tf.  My  Heart  is  thirfly  for  that  aoUe  Pledge^ 
ill,  Lucius^  *cill  the  Wine  o'er-fweil  the  Cup;  . 
cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brmufs  Love. 

Enter  Titinius,  and  MefTala. 
Bru.  Comt  in^Titinius i  yffdcome^goodJkfeffkUt 
Few  fit  we  clofe  about  this  Taper  here> 
.nd  call  in  queftion  our  Necemties. 

Caf.  Portia  I  art  thou  gone? 

Brti^  No  more,  I  jjray  you* 
icffala^  I  have  here  received  Letters^ 
'hat  young  OUaviusi  and  Mark  ^ntonj^ 
bme  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power^ 
ending  their  Expedition  toward  Philifpi.^ 
Mef.  My  felf  have  Letters  of  the  felf-fame  tenure. 

Bru.  With  what  Addition  2 

Mef.  That  by  Profcription,  send  Bilk  of  Outlawry, 
)Uavius^  jintonj^  and  LepiduSf 
lave  put  to  Death  an  hundred  Senators. 

Bra.  Therein  our  Letters  do  not  well  agree; 
4ine  fpeak  of  feventy  Senators,  that  dy*d 
ky  their  Profcriptfons,  Cicero  being  one. 

Ca/1  Cicero  one?— — — 

Mef.  Cicero  is  dead ;  and  by  that  Order  of  Profcrfpcion. 
^ad  you  your  Letters  from  your  Wife^  my  Lord? 

Bru.  ^o^Mefala. 

Mef.  Nor  nothing  in  your  Letters  writ  of  her  I 

Br$$^  nothings  Mefala. 

Mef  That,  methinks>  is  ftrange. 

Bru.Vf  hy  ask  you  I  hear  you  ought  of  her^  in  yours  t 

Mef  No,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Romany  tell  me  true. 
^  Mef  Then  like  a  Roman^  bear  the  Truth  I  telly 
'or  certain  (he  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  flianner. 

Bru.  Why,  fare wel,  P^/i4~-we  muft die,  Mojfala^ 
^ith  meditating  that  (he  muft  die  oncei 
( have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mef  Even  fo  great  Men,  great  Lofles  (hould  endure. 

Caf  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  Art  as  you^ 
hut  yet  my  Nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 

P  %  9t%1 
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Bru.  Well,  to  our  Work  alive.  Whit  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  PhiUffi  prefently. 

Caf.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  Reafon  ? 

Caf.  This  it  is : 
•Tis  better  that  the  Enemy  feek  usi 
So  (hall  he  wafte  his  means>  weary  his  Soldiers, 
Doing  himfelf  Offence,  whilft  we  lying  ftill. 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence  and  nimblenefs. 

Bru.  Good  Keafons  mufi  of  force  give  place  to  better 
The  People  'twixt  Philippic  and  this  Ground^ 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc*d  Affedion  ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  Contribution. 
The  Enemy,  marching  alpng  by  them. 
By  them  fliall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  refrefht,  new  added,  and  encourag'd  ; 
From  which  Advantage  (hall  we  cut  him  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  People  at  our  back. 

Caf.  Hear  me,  good  Brother  — — 

Bru.  Under  your  Pardon.  You  muft  note  befide, 
That  we  have  try 'd  the  utmoft  of  our  Friends ; 
Our  Legions  are  brim  fuU,^^  our  Caufe  is  ripe^ 
The  Enemy  encreafeth  .every  Day, 
We  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  Tide  in  the  Affairs  of  Men, 
Which  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  Fortune ; 
Omitted,  all  the  Voyage  of  their  Life, 
Is  bound  in  Shallows,  and  in  Miferies. 
On  fuch  a  full  Sea,  are  we  now  a-float. 
And  we  muid  take  the  Current  when  it  ferves^ 
Or  lofe  pur  Ventures. 

Caf.  Then  with  your  will  go  on ;  we  will  along 
Our  felvcs,  and  meet  them  at  Philippu 

Brn.  The  deep  of  Night  is  crepe  upon  ourl^^ 
And  Nature  muft  obey  Neceffity, 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  Reft ; 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 
.  Caf.  No  more;  good  Night;—— 
Early  to  Morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence. 
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Enter  Uidnu 

Brul  LhcIhs,  my  Gown ;  fareird»  good  MeJ/dlOj 
Good  Night,  rttimusz  Noble,  Noble  Caffius, 
Good  Night,  and  good  Repofe.  ^ 

Caf.  O  my  dear  Brother  ! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  Night, 
Never  canje  fuch  Divifion  'tween  our  Souk; 
l^t  it  not,  Brutus. 

Enter  Lucius  with  the  Gewn. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well.    '  • 

faf.  Good  Night,  my  Lord* 

Bru.  Good  Night,  good  Brother. 

Tit.  Afefa.  Good  Night,  Lord  Brutus  ! 

Bru.  Farewel,  every  one.  "  [ExeunK 

Give  me  the  Gown,  W here  is  thy  Inftrument  S 

Luc.  Here  in  the  Tent. ' 

Bru.  What,  thou  fpeakeft  drowfily  ? 
Poor  Knave,  I  blame  thee  not,  thou  art  b^er-watch'd. 
Call  CUudius^  and  fome  other  of  my  Men, 
rU  have  them  fleep  on  Cufhionsin  my  Tent. 

Luc.  Vkrre  aha  Claudius. 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 

ykr.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  I  pray  you.  Sirs,  lye  in  ifty  Tent,  and  flecp,' 
It  may  be,  I  ihall  raife  you  by  aiid  by. 
On  BuHnefs  to  my  Brother  Caffius.  ' 

Far.  So  pleafeyou,  we  willftand,  and  watch  your  Pleafure* 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  fo ;  lye  down,  good  Sirs^ 
It  may  be  I  (hall  other  wife  betnink  me. 
Look  Lucius^  here'3  the  Book  I  fought  for  fo ; 
I  put  in  the  Pocket  of  my  Gown.  , 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  Lbrdihipdidnot  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Be^r  with  me,  good  Boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  Eyes  a  while. 
And  touch  thy  Inftrumenr,  a  ftrainor  two? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  Lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Brfs.  It  does,  my  Boy  ; 
I  trouble  thee  too  nauch,  but  thou  att  willing^ 
Lt$c.  It  is  my  Puty,  Sir. 
Bru.  1  ftiould  not  urge  thy  Duty  paft  thy  Mi^Vs> 

P  ^  \ 
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I  know  young  Bloods  }ook  for  a  time  of  Reft* 

Luc.  I  have  flept,  my  Lord,  already. 

Bru.  it  was  well  done,  and  thou  flfialt  fleep  again  i 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long.    If  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee. 

[Mfffick.^u$d  a  £ 
This  is  a  fleepy  Tune  O  murderous  flumberi 

Lay'ft  thou  thy  Leaden  Mace  upon  my  Boy, 
That  plays  thee  Mufick  i  Gentle  Knave,  good  Night; 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wroi^  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  breakfi  thy  Inftrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee,  and,  good  Boy,  good  Night* 
Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  { is  not  the  Leafturn*d  down 
Where  I  left  reading  J  Here  it  is,  I  think, 

{^Hi  Jits  d^wn  to  f 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Gasfar. 
How  ill  this  Tiper  burns !  Ha  I  Who  comes  here? 
I  think  i(  is  the  weakoefs  of  mine  Eyes, 
That  ihapcs  this  monfirous  Apparition, 
It  comes  upon  me ;  Art  thou  any  thing  i 
Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  Angel,  or  fome  Devil,' 
That  mak'ft  my  Blood  cok),  and  my  Hair  to  flare  f 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art  ? 

Ghojt.  Thy  evil  Sphrir,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

Ghofi.  To  tell  thee  thou  (halt  fee  me  at  Philipfi. 

Bru.  Well then  I  (hall  fee  thee  again— 

Ghofi.  Ay,  at  Philifpi.  ,    [£a»>  G\ 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then; 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanifheft, 
111  Spirit ;  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy  f  Lupius !  Vkrro  /  Claudius  !  Sirs !  awake ! 
Claudius ! 

Luc.  The  ftrings,  my  Lord*  are  falfe. 

Bru.  He  thinks  he  is  ftill  at  his  Inftrument, 
Lucius !  awake. 

Luc.  My  Lord  !> 

Bru.  Didft  thou  dreap,  I^uciusy   that;  thou  fo  cri4 
out? 

Luc.  My  Loid,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 
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Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didft ;  didft  thou  fee  any  thing  % 

I0UC.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again^  Lnciusi  Sirrah9  Qaudius^  Fellow  t 
rjhou!  awake. 

Fkr.  My  Lord! 

CUu.  My  Lord ! 

Btm.  Why  did  you  fo  crv  out^  SirS|  in  your  fleep  i   , 

Both.  Did  we,  my  Lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  faw  you  any  thing  ? 

ykr.  No,  my  Lord,  I  (aw  nothing. 

CUh.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  CSo,  and  conunend  me  to  my  Brother  Cafftus ; 
Xid  him  fet  on  his  Powers  betimes  before^ 
i^nd  we  will  follow^ 

Both.  It  ihall  be  done,  my  Lord.  \Exet$Ht. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  the  Fields  of  Philippi,  with  the  two 

Camps. 

Enter  Odavius,  Antony,  and  their  Armj. 

O&4.  y^  O  W,  Antony^  our  hopes  are  anfwered^ 

xN  You  faid  the  Enemy  would  not  come  down^ 
But  keep  the  Hills  and  upper  Regions ; 
It  proves  not  fo  $  their  Battels  are  at  hand. 
They  mean  to  warn  ^s  at  Philippe  here, 
Aofwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

jSnt.  Tut  I  am  in  their  Bofoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it ;  they  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  Pbces,  and  come  down 
^ith  fearful  bravery ;  thinking  by  this  Face 
To  fatten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  CourageJ 
But  'tis  not  fo.  ^ 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  Prepare  you  Generals, 
The  Enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  fliew ; 

•    T  P  4  Their 
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.Their  bloody  Sign  of  Battel  is  hung  out. 
And  fomething  to  be  done  inunediately* 

jint.  OUaviHii  lead  your  JBattel  foftly  on 
^Jpon  the  left  Mand  of  the  even  Field. 

OSta.  Upon  the  right  Hand  h  keep  thou  the  left. 

ufnt.  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  'exigent  i 

OSia.  I  do  not  crofs  you;  but  I  will  dofo,         [Alarch^ 
Drnm.    £i^/^r  Btutus,  Caflius,  ^wd  their  Army. 

Sru.  They  ftand,  and  would  have  Parley. 

Caf.  Stand  fafl,  Tttinim^  we  muft  out  and  talk. 

0£la.  Mark,  jintony^  (hall  we  give  iign  of  Battel  \ 

Ant.  No,  Gj/ir,  we  will  anfwer  on  their  Charge. 
Make  forth^  the  Generals  would  have  foroe  Words. 

Olia.  Stir  fiot  until  the  Signal* 

Bru.  Words  before  Blows:  is  it  fo^  Countrymen  $ 

OS4.  Not  that  we  love  Words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bm.  Good  Words  are  better  than  bad  Strokes,  Ollgvitts^- 

Ant.  In  your  bad  Strokes,  Bruttts^  you  give  good  Words  ^ 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Cafir*^  Hearty 
Crying,  Long  Uve,  hail  Cefar. 

Caf,  Antonjy 
The  pofture  of  your  Blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
But  for  your  Words,  they  rob  the  Hibh  Bec5, 
And  leave  ihcm  Honey*lefs. 

Ant.  Not  ftringlefs  too. 

Bru.  p  yes,  and  foundlefs  too ; 
For  you  |^ave  ftoln  their  buzzing,  Antony^ 
And  very  wifely  threat  before  you  fting. 

Ant.  Villains!  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  Daggers 
Hack  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Cf/ir. 
You  fticw'd  your  Teeth  like  Apes,  and  fawned  like  Hounds^ 
And  bow'd  like  Bond-men,  kimng  C^fitr\  Feet ;  * 
Whilft  damned  G^sk^^  like  a  Cur,  behind 
Struck  Otfar  on  the  Neck.    O  you  Flatterers  I 

Caf  Flatterers  I  Now  Brntm  thank  your  felf ;     *  f 

This  Tongup  had  not  offended  fo  to  day. 
If  CaJJiHs  might  have  ruPd. 

OUa^  Come,  come,  the  Caufe.  If  ^rguing  make  us  fwet» 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  Drops.      ' 
Behold,  I  draw  a  Sword  ^gainft  Confpirat6rs, 
"^      •  ^  ^     ^  •    '     When 
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When  think  you  that  the  Sword  goes  up  again  ? 
Ifcver  'till  Ctfafs  three  and  thirty  Wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd  i  or  'till  another  Qtfiir     ^ 
Have  added  Slaughter  to  the  Sword  of  Tiratocs. 

Br».  Ccfar,  thoucanftnot  dye  by  Traitors  Hands* 
TJnlefs  thou  bringft  them  with  thee. 

OSa.  So  I  hope  ; 
2  was  not  born  to  dye  on  Urntus  Sword. 

BrH.  O  if  thou  wert  the  nobleft  of  thy  flrain,^ 
.TToung  Man,  thou  couldft  not  dye  more  Honourable* 

Caf.  A  pecvifti  School-boy,  worthlefs  of  fuch  Honour, 
Join  d  with  a  Masker  and  a  Reveller, 

jint.  Old  Caftus  ftill. 

Oila.  Come,  jintony^  away ; 
Xefiance,  Traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  Tc'eth, 
3f  you  dare  fighc  to  day,  come  to  the  Field, 
l^ooty  when  you  have  Stomachs. 

[^Exit  Oftavius,  Antony,  and  Armj. 

Caf.  Why  now  blow  Wind,  fwel)  Billow,  and  fwim  Bark; 
^he  Storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  Hazard. 

Bru.  Ho,  LttciliHs^  —  bark  a  word  with  you. 

[Lucilius  and  MtS^hfiand  forth. 

Luc.  My  Lord*  [Brutus  /peaks  apart  to  Lucilius* 

Caf.  Mefala. 

Mef.  What  fays  my  G«ieral  ? 

(kf  Mejfala^  this  is  my  Birthday ;  as  this  very  Day 
AVas  Caffius  born.   Give  me  thy  HBd,  MeffaU  ; 
2e  thou  my  Witnefs,  that  againft  ipy  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compelled  to  (et 
Upon  one  Battel  all  our  Liberties. 
Vou  know  that  I  held  Epicnrus  ftrong. 
And  his  Opinion ;  now  I  change  my  ^  Mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage. 
Coming  from  Sardis^  on  our  foremoft  EnHgn^ 
Two  mighty  Eagles  fell,  and  there  they  pearch'd. 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Soldiers  Hands, 
^ho  to  Philippi  here  conforted  us : 
This  Morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone, 
'  And  in  their  (leads,  dq  Ravens,  Crows  and  Kkes* 
%  o'er  our  Heads,  and  downward  look  on  us 


2t5>o  Julius  Csefar, 

'As  we  were  fickly  Prey;  their  (hadows  feem 
A  Canopy  moft  fatal,  under  which 
pur  Army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  Gbofl^ 
Mef.  Believe  not  fo. 
Caf.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 
For  I  am  frefli  of  Spirit,  and  refolv'd 
yb  meet  all  Peril,  very  conftantly* 
Bfu.  Even  fo,  Lucilim. 
Caf,  Now  moft  Noble  Brumsy 
The  Gods  to  Day  ftand  friendly ;  that  we  may 
Ijovers  in  Peace,  lead  on  our  Days  to  Age. 
But  fince  the  Affairs  of  Men  reft  ftill  incertain, 
Lefis  reafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  Battel,  then  is  this 
The  very  laft  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together/ 
*  What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Brt0.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  Philofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  d/#,  for  the  Death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf,  I  know  not  how ; 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly,  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  Life,  arming  my  felf  with  patience. 
To  ftay  the  Providence  of  fome  high  Powers, 
That  govern  us  below^ 

Cdfi  Then  if  we  lofe  this  Batt^t 
You  are  contented  to  bej^  in  triumph. 
Through  the  Streets  of  J^mr. 

Bru»  No,  Cajfms^  no ;  think  not  thou.  Noble  Jlcm^nf, 
That  ever  Brutfts  will  go  bound  to  Rome, 
Ue  bears  too  great  a  Mind.    But  this  fame  Day 
Muft  end  that  Work,  that  Ides  of  March  begun. 
And  whether  w«  (hall  meet  again,  I  know  not ; 
Therefore  our  everlafting  farewel  take; 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel,  Caffius ; 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  (hall  fmile. 
If  not,  why  then,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Caf  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel.  Brums  i 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we^U  fmile  indeed ; 
If  not,*  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 
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Bra.  Why  then  lead  on.    O  that  t  Mao  might  l^pw 
he  end  of  this  Day's  Bufinefs,  e'er  it  come  j 
ut  it  fufficetb,  that  the  Day  will  end, 
nd  then  the  end  is  known*    Come  ho,  away.      [Exemni^ 
jiUrum.    Enter  Brutus  mid  Meflala.^ 

Br$$.  Ride,  ride,  MeffkU^  ride  and  give  thefe  Bills 
^nto  the  Legions,  on  the  other  fide.  [^Umd  jllammn 

et  them  fet  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
ut  cold  demeanor  in  O£tavio*s  Wing  ; 
.nd  fudden  puih  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Jde>  ride,  Adcjfaia^  let  them  all  come  down.         [Exemsi 
jiUrnms.  JEn/^  Caifius^i/^Titinius. 

Oif.  O  look,  TttiniHs,  look,  the  Villains  fly  f 
ly  felf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  Enemy ; 

flis  Enfign  here  ot  mine  was  turning  back, 
(lew  the  Coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  CaJJiuSi  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  earlyj 
/ho  having  fome  advantage  on  OUdvius 
^ook  it  too  eagerly ;  bis  Soldiers  fell  to  fpoil, 
/hilft  we  by  Antwj  are  all  inclos'd. 

EratT  Pindarus. 

IHnJL  Fly  further  off  my  Lord,  fly  further  oflF, 
^ark^  Antony  is  in  your  Tents,  my  Lord ; 
•ly  therefore,  Noble  CaJJius^  fly  far  off. 

Caf.  This  Hill  is  far  enough.  Look,  look,  Tttinius^ 
Ire  thofe  ray  Tents  where  I  perceive  the  Fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  Lord. 

Cdf.  Titimusy  if  thou  loveft  me, 
Jount  thou  my  Horfe,  and  hide  thy  Spurs  in  him, 
rill  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  TreopSj 
Lnd  here  again,  that  I  may  reft  affur*d, 
Vhether  yond  Troops  are  Friend  or  Enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.        [ExiK 

Caf.  Go,  Pindarusj  get  thither  on  that  Hill, 
ly  fight  was  ever  thick ;  regard  Titinius^ 
Lud  tell  me  what  thou  not'ft  about  the  Field, 
'his  Day  I  breathed  firft,  time  is  come  round, 
ind  where  I  did  begin,  there  (hall  I  end, 
ly  Life  is  run  his  Cogrpafs.     Sirrah,  what  News? 


xt9^  Julius  Cacfar.^  * 

Pi$ul.  abdve.  O,  my  Lord ! 

Caf.  What  News  ? 

Pind.  TttiniHs  is  endofed  round  about 
With  Hiorfemen^  that  make  to  him  on  the  Spur, 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.  Now  they  are  almoft  on  him ; 
Now  TitiniHs !  Now  fome  Ligl^  — ;-  O  he  lights  too 
He's  ta'en  ■  [Shouts 

And  hark,  they  fhout  for  Joy. 

Caf.  Come  down^  behold  no  more ; 
O  Coward  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long. 
To  fee  my  beft  Friend  ta'en  before  my  Face  I 

Enter  Pindarus. 
Gome  hither  Sirrah  ;   in  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  PriiToncr^ 
And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  thy  Life, 
That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do^ 
Thou  fhouldft  attempt  it.  Come  now,  keep  thine  Oatlu 
Now  be  a  Freeman,  and  with  this  good  Sword 
That  ran  through  Cdfat^s  Bowels,  fearch  this  Bofom. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer  i  here,  take  thou  the  Hilts, 
And  when  my  Face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 
Guide  thou  the  Sword  —-Ge/Sr  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Bven  with  the  Sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Kills  hi\ 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free,  yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durft  I  have  done  my  Will.  O  Cajftus^ 
Far  from  this  Country  Pindarm  fhall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  ftiall  take  Note  of  him.'  [Ex^ 

£»/^r  Titinius,  ^n^Meffala. 

Mef  It  is  but  change,  Tttinius;  for  OStavius 
Is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus  Power, 
As  Caffius  Legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  Thefe  Tidings  will  well  comfort  CaJ^us. 

Mff.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  difconfolate. 
With  Pindarus  his  Bondman,  on  this  Hill. 

Mef.  Is  not  that  he  that  lyes  upon  the  Ground  i 

Tit.  He  lyes  not  like  the  Living.    O  my  Heart ! 

Me/l  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Mejfalaj 
But  CaJJIus  is  no  more.   O  fetting  Sm>! 
As  in  thy  red  Riys  thou  doft  fink  to  Night, 

So 
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C5i/#.  Brave  7J//wWi! 
Look  where  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Caffims. 

Brn.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe? 
Thou  laft  ot  all  the  Romdns^  fare  thee  well; 
It  is  impoffible  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  Fellow.  Friends,  I  owe  moreTean 
To  this  dead  Man,  than  you  (hall  fee  me  pay. 
I  (hall  find  time,  CafpHSy  I  (hall  find  time— — — 
Come  therefore,  and  to  Tharfus  fend  his  Body, 
His  Funerals.(hall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 
Left  it  difcoinfort  us.     LHcilius  come, 
And  come,  young  Cato^  let  us  to  the  Field» 
Labio  and  Pluvius^  fet  our  Battels  on ; 
*Tis  three  a  Clock,  and,  Romans^  yet  e'er  Night, 
We  (hall  try  Fortune  in  a  fecond  fight,  [£ 

jtlarum.   Enter  Brutus,  Me(rala,  Cato,  Lucilius*  and 

Flavius. 

Bru.  Yet  Countrymen,  O  yet,  hold  up  your  Heads. 

Cato.  What  Baftard  doth  notf  who  will  go  with  me  ? 
1  will  proclaim  my  Name  about  the  Field. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  CatOj  ho !  * 

A  Foe  to  Tyrants,  and  my  Country's  Friend. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato^  ho. 

Enter  Soldiers  and  fight. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus^  Marcus  Brutus^  I. 
Briiri^/ my  Country's  Friend;  know  me  (ot  Brutus* 

Luc.  O  young  and  noble  CatOj  art  thou  down  ?  * 
Why  now  thou  dieft  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 
And  may'ft  be  honour'd  being  Cato*s  Son. 

Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die; 
There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight^ 
Kill  Brutus^  and  be  honoured  in  his  Death. 

Sold.  We  muft  not ;  a  Noble  Prifoner. 

Enter  Antony. 

1  Sold.  Room  ho  /  tell  jintony^  Brutus  is  ta*cn. 

I  Sold.  Ill  tell  thee  News,  here  comes  the  General, 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta*en«  my  Lord. 

uint.  Where  is  he  ? 

Lu€.  Safe  jintony^  Brutus  is  fafe  enough. 
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dare  aflure  thee»  that  no  Enemy 
hall  ever  take  alive  the  Noble  Brmusi 
"he  Gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  (hame^ 
^hen  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead, 
le  will  be  found  like  Brntus^  like  himfelf. 

^nu  This  is  not  BrntHs^  Friend,  but  I  aflUreyott, 
.  prize  no  lefs  in  worth ;  keep  this  Man  fafej 
rive  him'  all  kindnefs.     I  had  rather  have 
uch  Men  my  Friends,  than  Enemies.    Go  oo^ 
ind  fee  where  Brmus  be  alive  or  dead^ 
Lad  bring  us  word  unto  OStavins  Tent, 
low  every  fhing  is  chanced.  [Ex0MMi2 

Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and  Volumoius. 

Bth.  Come»  poor  remains  of  Friends»  reft  on  this  Rod* 

at.  StatilliHs  ihew'd  the  Torch-light,  but,  my  Lord, 
le  came  not  back,  he  is,,  or  ta'en,  or  flain* 

Brn.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitns  >  flaying  is  the  word, 
t  is  a  deed  in  fafliion.     Hark  thee,  CUtus {Jflri/Hrmj^t 

au  What  I,  my  Lord?  No,  not  for  all  the  WorlA 

Bru,  Peace  then,  no  words. 

CB.  I'll  rather  kill  my  felf. 

Byu.  Hark  thee*  Dardanius 

Bar.  Shall  I  do  fuch  a  Deed? 

Cli.  O  Dardanius ! 

Dar.  O  Clhus! 

CU.  What  ill  requeil  did  Brrnm  make  to  thee  { 

Dar»  To  kill  him,  Clitus;  look  he  meditates. 

Cli.  Now  is  that  Noble  Veffel  full  of  Grief, 
'hat  it  runs  over  even  at  his  Eyes.   ' 
Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Folnmninsy  lift  a  word* 
Pol.  What  fays  my  Lord  ?  ^ 

Bru.  Why  this,  rolumnius; 
he  Ghoft  of  Cafar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
wo  feveral  times  by  Night ;  at  Sardis^  once  ; 
nd  this  laft  Night,  here  in  PhiUppi-Fields. 
know  my  hour  is  come. 
FbL  Not  (o^  my  Lord* 
Bru.  Nay,  I  am  fure  it  is,  VblumniHs. 
hou  feeft  the  World,  Fblumnins,  how  it  goes, 
»ur  Enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  Pit:  [JUw  jiidrMmm 
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It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  our  felves, ' 
Than  tarry  *till  they  pufh  us.    Good  f^obimhusi 
Thou  knoweft  that  we  two  went  to  School  together ; 
£ven  for  that,  our  love  of  old,  I  prethee 
Hold  thou  my  Sword's  Hilt,  while  I  run  on  it. 
ybL  That's  not  an  Office  for  a  Friend,  my  Lord. 

[Alar Hm  ft 

Cli\  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord,  there  is  no  tarrying  Here. 

Bru,  Farcwel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you,  VolttmniHS. 
Straioy  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep; 
Farewel  to  thee,  to  Strata,  Countrymen  ; 
My  Heart  doth  Joy,  that  yet  in  all  my  Life, 
I  found  no  Man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  fhall  have  Glory  by  this  lofing  Day, 
More  than  OBavius  and  Afarl^  Antony^ 
By  this  vile  Conqueft  fhall  attain  unto. 
So  fare  you  well  at  once,  for  Brmus  Tongue 
Hath  atmoft  ended  his  Life's  Hiftory. 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  Eyes,  my  Bones  would  reft, 
^That  have  but  laboured,  to  attain  this  Hour. 

[Alarum.  Cry  within^  Fljp  fljf , 

Ctu  Fly,  my  Lord,  fly 

Bru.  Hence;  I  will  follow; 
I  prethee,  Strata,  ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord, 
Thou  art  a  Fellow  of  a  good  refped ; 
Thy  Life  ^rffh  had  fome  fmatch  of  Honour  in  it. 
Hold  then  my  Sword,  and  turn  away  thy  Face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.  Wilt  thou.  Strata  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  Hand  firft.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lo 

Bru.  Farewel,  good  Strata  ^"-^Cafar,  now  be  ftiU, 
I  kiird  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  Will. 

[He  rnns  an  his  Sward  and  d 
Alarum.  Retreat.   Enter  Antony,  Oftavius,   Meffala,  1 

cilius,  and  the  Armj. 

0£ta.  What  Man  is  that  ? 

Mef.  My  Matter's  Man.   Strata^  where  is  thy  Mafter  \ 

Stra.  Free  from  the  Bondage  you  are  in,  Mejfala  5 
The  Conquerors  can  but  make  a  Fire  of  him :  * 
For  BrntHs  only  overcame  himfelf. 
And  no  Man  elfe  hath  Honour  by  his  Death. 
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Lmc.  So  BrutHt  {hould  be  found.  I  thank  thee,  Bruimj 
That  thou  haft  prov'd  LucilUm  faying  true. 

OfZi*.  All  that  ferv'd  Brmm  I  will  entertain  thenii 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bellow  thy  time  with  me  \ 

Stra,  Ay,  if  Mejfalt  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

OQiU  Do  fo,  good  MefaU. 

Mt/l  Motr  died  my  Lord,  Strata  ? 

Strti.  I  held  the  Sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Aief.  OSavims,  then   take  him  to  follow  thee* 
That  did  the  lateft  Service  to  my  Mafter. 

ufyt.  This  was  the  nobleft  Reman  of  them  all ; 
All  the  Confpirators  fave  only  be. 
Did  that  they  did,  in  envy  of  great  Ctjar: 
He,  only  in  a  general  honell  thought. 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them^ 
His  Life  was  gentle,  and  the  Elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that  Nature  might  ftand  up. 
And  fay  to  all  the  World ;  this  was  a  Man. 

OHm.  According  to  his  Virtue,  let  us  ufe  him. 
With  all  refped,  and  rites  of  Burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  Bones  to  Night  Ihall  lye. 
Mod  like  a  Soldier,  ordered  honourably. 
So  call  the  Field  to  reft,  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  Glories  of  this  happy  Day,      [SxetiKt  tmnts. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  L 

SCENE  a»  fen  BuiSi. 

Jhundtr  md Lightmt^.  Emtr  timWittiH. 

I  Wire u. 

H  E  N  aaU  wethne  neet  ipiii{ 
In  Thunder,  Ligfalnine,  at  u  Hiin  t 

1  Wiich.  Wbni  tbe  Uutljr-biiiljV  iaa^  , 
When  the  Binel's  loft  and  won.      ,.. 
;  Wnch.  Tbu  wiU  bce'adicltfjrSaai 
ilKxi.  Wherctheplue^ 
I  Wuch.  Upon  the  He»th. 
3  HSfci,  There  to  meet  with  ^«i<»k 
I  WMh.  I  cone,  Cmj-zMU^ 

^J:  PMtMkfci]s — anon Fiir  isibu^  todfettlil&ib; 

Hortr  through  the  fi>B  lod  6hhy  Air. 

[7b)r  rt/>  film  At  SUii-  —iff  —><^'. 

SCENE    II.     A  PalMt. 
EMUrKiHjt  Mdcohar,  Donalbain,  Lenox* 
mettiti^  A  iltidmg  C4ft4m. 
Kim[.  What  bloody  Man  ii  that  f  He  can  ItpoR^ 
At  fecmctli  by  hit  Fiighr,  of  tha  Ktwh 
Tbe  newcS  Sate* 
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3501        The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

.   Mdl:,  This  is  the  Se'ieant, 
Who  like  a  good  and  h^idy  Soldier  fought 
^'Gainft  my  Captivity  ;  Hail,  hail,  bravt  Friend  I 
Say  to  the  King,  the  Knowledge  of  the  broih 
As  thou  didf>  leave  it. 

Cap.  Doubtful  it  flood  ; 
A$  two  fpenr  Swimmers,  that  do  cling  together. 
Ana  cnoak  their  Art :   The  mercilefs  M^donnel 
(Worthy  to  be  a   Rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  Villaoies  of  Nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  fiom  the  Weftern  Ifles 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallow-glaffes  is  fupply'd. 
And  Fortune  on  his  damned  Quarry  fmiling. 
Shewed  like  a  Rebels  Whore.   But  all's  too  weak; 
For  brave  Macbeth,  well  he  deferves  that  Name, 
Difdaining  Fortune*  with  his  brandiftit  Steely 
Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  Execution, 
Like  Valours  Minion,  carv'd  out  his  Paffage, 
•Till  he  fac'd  the  Slave  ,• 

Whith  never  Ihook  Hands*  nor  bid  farewelto  hirt,* 
.•Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  Nave  to  th'  Chops, 
And  fix*d  his  Head  upon  our  Battlements. 
King.  O  valiant  Coufin  I  worthy  Gentleman  I 
Cof.  As  whence  the  Sun  gins  his  Refledion, 
Shipwracking  Storms  and  direful  Thunders  breaking; 
So  from  that  Spring,  whence  Comfort  feem'd  to  come, 
!bifcomfort  fwells  .*  Mark*  Kingof  «fro^/4»^,  mark; 
No  fooner  Juftice  had,  with  Valour  atm*d, 
Compeird  chefe  skipping  Kernes  to  truft  their  Heels^ 
But  the  Norwejan  Lord  furveying  Vantage, 
With  furbiiht  Arms  and  new  Supplies  of  Men, 
Began  a  frefh  affault. 

King.  Difmaid  not  this  our  Captains*  Macbeth  zndBanqM^ 
^  ^a^.  Ves,  as  Sparrows  Eagles; 
Or  the  Hare  the  Lion. 
If  I  fay  foorh,'  I  muft  report  they  were 
As  Cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  Cracks, 
So  they  doubly  redoubled  Stroaks  on  the  Foe : 
Except  they  meant,to  bathe  in  reeking  Wounds, 
Of  memorise  another  Colgctha^ 


TheDragedy  of  Macbeth.       330} 


I  cannot  tell 

But  I  am  hinxi  my'Gafhes.  cry  (oat'  help— f-9 


.J 


ISh£.  So  well  thy  Words  become  thee,,  ai  <hy  t|S'[oui)4sj 
They  fmack  of  Honour  both  :  Go»  get  himl  Surges j   ; 

£ftter  Roffe  oftd  Angus, 
who  conDi^  here  7   .  .     .       , 

Mai.  The  worthy  7%ane  of  Rep. 

Left.  What  hafte  looks  through  his  Eyqs  ?    .  ,    . 
So  (hould  he  look^  that  (eems  to  fpes^  things  ftraQge^    « 

jRoJfe.  God  fave  the  King.  t   . 

Kiftf.  Whence  cam'ft  thou,  worthy  Thawi 

Roffe.  From/V/f,  great  King,  ^  ' 

Where  the  iV^m/f 74;!.  Banners  flout  the  Sky,' 
And  fan  our  People  Cold. 
iNorwdj  himfelf,  with  terrible  Numbers^ 
Affifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  Traitor, 
The  Thane  of  Ckwdou  began  a  diimal  Cohfli^,^' 
iTill  that  BelioHM's  Bridegroom,  Japt  io  4>roof,   '  , 
Confronted  him  with  Self-comparifpns»    .      j 
Point  againft  Point,  rebellious  Arm  jgaiii(^  Arm^' 
Curbing  his  lavifli  Spirit :  And  to  conclude, . 
The  Viftory  fell  on  us., 

ISft^.  Great  Happinefs."    >      ,.     , 
>  Roffe.  That  now  Swem^  the Norwafs  Kjng^  <  .. 
Craves  Composition  :  ,  Y- 

Nor  would  we  deign  him  bupal  of  his  Mep,  : 
'TIS  be  disburfed>  at  St.  Colmos-hiU, 
Ten  thoufind  Dollars,  to  0||ttr  genoralufe.    .^  ^  -  ,^ . 


Ksng.  No  more  that  Thsfte.  of  Cwd$r  (hall  deceive,  . 

Our  bofom  Intereft.    Go,  pronounce  his  preJTent  Deathj 

And  with  his  jformer  Titlei  greet  MuchetL 
JUfe.  ni  fee  it  done.  »    ^  ;^  .  ,  ,_  , 

Kift£.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Magheih  hath  wpn» 

{Exomtii 


r  .        i» 


a  C  E  N  E    III;  The  Heath. 

Thunder,    ^nter  the  three  Witchiu 

t  TTffck  Where  haft  t^oii  been.  Sifter  ? 
%  Wttth*  Killine  Swirie* 
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3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  f 
I  Witch.  ASailor'sWifehadChcftnutsinherLap, 
And  mounchr,  and  mounchty  and  mounchc ; 
Give  me,  quoth  I. 

Aroint  thee,  Witch,  the  Rump-fed  Ronyon.  cries^ 
Her  Husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  Mafter  o'th*  Tigtr : 
But  in  a  Sieve  V\\  thither  fail. 
And  like  a  Rat  without  a  Tail, 

ni  do : —  ril  do  — and  Ml  do. 

z  Wttch.  I'll  give  thee  a  Wind, 
I  Witch.  Th*art  kind. 
I  Witch.  And  I  another. 
I  Witch.  I  my  felf  have  ail  the  other. 
And  the  very  Ports  they  blow, 
All  the  Qiiarters  that  they  know, 
I'th'  Shipman's  Card. 
I'll  drain  him  dry  as  Hay  ; 
Sleep  (hall  neither  Night  nor  Day, 
Hang  upon  his  Pent-houre  Lid ; 
He  (hall  live  a  Man  forbid  ; 
Wearv  Sev'nights,  nine  times  nine. 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine  : 
Though  his  B&tk  cannot  be  loft. 
Yet  it  fliall  be  tempeft-toft. 
Look  what  I  have. 
^  Witch.  Shew  me,  (hew  me. 
1  Witch.  Here,  I  have  a  Pilot's  Thumb, 
Wrackt  as  hom/eward  he  did  come.  [prum  mthin. 

J  Witch.  A  Drum,  i  Drum. 
Machih  doth  come. 

All.  The  weyward  Sifters,  Hand  in  Hand, 
Poftcrs  of  the  Sea  and  Land. 
Thus  do  go  about,  about. 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace,  the  CmrmV  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  Mftd  Banquo,  with  Soldiers  and  other  Attendants 
Macb.  So  fout  «d  fiur  a  Day  I  have  not  feen. 
Bun.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Sorn  \  * —  What  are  thefe  { 
So  wither'd,  and  (b  wild  in  their  attire. 
That  look  not  like  th'  Inhabitants  o'th*  Earth, 

And 
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\nd  yet  are  on't  i  Live  you,  or  are  you  ought 

That  Man  may  ^queftion  {   You  fcem  to  underftand  mc, 

3y  each  at  once  her  choppy  Finger  laying 

Jpon  her  skinny  Lips.  —  You  (hould  be  Women* 

\nd  ytt  your  Beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 

That  you  are  fo. 

m 

Aiacb.  Speak  if  you  can  ;  what  are  you  ? 
1  Witch.  All  hail,  -^^c^^ib  /  hail  to  thee,  Th^ne  o(  GUmisl 
1  Witch.  All  hail,  Machthl  hail  to  thee.  Thane  of  Qwdor  I 
5  Witch    All  hail,  Macbeth!  that  (halt  be  King  hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  fcem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?  i'th'  name  of  Truth, 
Vrq  ye  fantaftical,  or  that  indeed  \To  the  Witcheu 

Vhich  outwardly  ye  (hew  ?  my  noble  Partner, 
i^ou  greet  with  prefent  Grace,  and  great  Prcdifiion 
Df  noble  having,  and  of  Royal  hope. 
That  he  Teems  wrapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 
€  you  can  look  into  the  Seeds  of  Time, 
knd  fay,  which  Grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not* 
►  peak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear, 
^our  Favours,  nor  your  Hate. 

1  mtch.  Hail  / 

2  Witch.  Hail  / 

3  Witch.  Hail  ! 

1  Witch.  Lcfler  than  Macbeth^  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Winch.  Thou  (halt  get  Kingf,  though  thou  be  none  I 
K>  all  hail !  Macbeth  and  Banqno. 

I  Wttch.  BoH^uo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail  I 
Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfeft  Speakers,  tell  me  more ; 
^y  Siftel's  Death  I  know  I  am  Thane  of  Glamis  ; 

fiut  how  of  Cawdor  ?  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 

A^  profperous  Gentleman  ,•  and  to  be  King, 

Stands  not  within  the  profpeft  of  belief, 

No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.    Say  fiom  whence 

You  owe  this  (hrange  Intelligence  ?  or  why, 

^pon  this  blafied  Heath  you  ftop  our  way, 

^ith  fuch  Prophetick  Greeting  / 

Speak,  I  charge  you.  [WUehes  vtmifii* 

Ban.  The  Earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  Water  has ; 

^d  thefe  are  of  them  :  Whither  are  thev  N«s»&k^\ 
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M4cb.  Into  the  Air  :  and  what  feem'd  corporal. 

Melted,  as  breath,  into  the  Wind. 

Would  they  had  ftaid.  ;    , 

B^.  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  w^  do  fpeak  about  $ 

Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  Root, 

That  takes  the  Reafon  Prifoner  ? 

M^cb.  Your  Children  fliall  be  Kings. 

Bdn.  You  fliall  be  King. 

Maeb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too  ;  went  it  not  fo  ^  ^  ' 

Ban.  To  th*  felf-fame  tune,  .and  words  ;  who's  here  \ 

Enter  Roffe  and  Angus. 

Rofe.  The  King  hath  happily  received,  Macbeth^ 

JThe  News  of  thy  Succefs;  and  when  he  reads 

Thy  pcrfonal  Venture  in  the  Rebels  Fighr, 

His  Wonders  and  his  Praifes  do  contend. 

Which  ftiould  be  thine  or  his-;  Silenc'd  with  that| 

In  viewing  o'er  thexeft  o'th*. felf-fapie  day. 

He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norwejan  Ranks, 

Nothing. afraid,  of  what  thy  felf  didft  make. 

Strange  Inoages  of  Death;  as  thi^k  as  Hail 

Came  Poft  with  Poft,  and  every  one  did  bear 

Thy  Praifts  in  his  Kingdom's  great  Defence, 

And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

^ng.  We  are  fent. 

To  give  thee,  from  our  Royal  Matter,  thanks. 

Only  to  Herald  thee  into  his  fight. 

Not  pay  thee., 

Rojfe.  And  for  an  earneff .  of  a  greater  Honour, .    t 

He  bad  me,  fromb:m,  call  thee  7%4»^  ofCdwdor; 

In  which  Addition,  hail,  moft  worthy  Thane  I 

For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  Wl^at,  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true? 

Adacb.  The  Than^  of  Cawdor  lives  ;    - 

Why  do  you  drefi  me  in  his  borrowed  Robes  J 

Jtng.  Wl)p  was  the.  Thane^  lives  yet. 

But  under  heavy  Judgment  bears  that  Life^ 

Which  he  defcrves  to  lofe. 

Whether  he  was  comSin'd  with  thpfe  ofNorwaj^ 

Or  elfe  did  line  the  Rebel  with  hidden  help. 

And  vantage;  or  that  with  both  he  lal>our'd 

la  his  Country*s  wr^ck,  I  know  not  : 

But 
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But  Trcafons  Capital,  confefd,  and  proved. 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Mact.  GUmiSy  and  Tbdne  of  CmJor  !  '  [jIJuU. 

The  greateft  is  behind.    Thanks  for  your  pains.  [Ti  Angus. 
Do  you  not  hope  your  Childred  (hall  be  Kings  ?  [7^  Banquo* 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  Thdhc  of  Cawdmr  to  me, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That  trufted  home, 
Mieht  yet  enkindle  you  into  the  Crown, 
Beudes  the  Thane  of  CaTi^dor:    But  'tis  ftraoge  .* 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  Inftruments  of  darknefs  tdl  us  Truths, 
Win  us  with  honeft  Trifles,  to  betray's 
In  deepeft  Confequence. 
Coufins,  a  word;  I  pray  you.  [Ts  KoS^Md  Angus. 

Aiacb.  Two  Truths  are  told,  /w   [-4^* 

'h^  happy  Prologues  to  the  fweiting  K6t 
Of  the  imperial  Theam.    I  thank  you.  Gentlemen——* 
This  fupernatural  foUiciting 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good-  If  ill  ? 

Why  hath  it  gi;feh  me  earneft  of  Succef?, 
Commencing  in  a  i^^ruth?  I  am.  Tham  of  Cawdor. 
If  good?  Why  do  I  yield  to  that  Suggeftion, 
Whofe  horrid, Image  doth  unfix  my  Huiir, 
And  make  my  feated  Heart  knock  at  my  Ribs, 
Againft  the  ufe  of  Nature  ?  Prefent  fears 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginiiigs  i 
My  thought,  whofe  murther  yet  is  i>ut  fantafticaf^ 
Shakes  fo  my  fingle  State*of  Man, 
That  Fun Aion  is  fmother'd  in  rurmire» 
And  nothing  is,  but  what  is  not. 
^    Bom,  Look  how  our  Partner's  rapt. 

Mack  If  Chance  will  haye  me  King^  why  chance  ina^ 
^rown  me  [^^ifidiB 

W'ithout  my  ftin 

Ban.  Kew  Honours  come  upon  hiaif 
Like  our  ftrange  Garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mouldy 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Mack  Come  what  come  may,  ^ 

Time  and  the  Hour  runs  thro^  the  rou^hcft  t>«^i 
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Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth^  we  (lay  upon  your  leifure* 

Mack  Give  me  your  Favour : 
My  dull  Brain  was  wrought  with  things  forgotten. 
Kind  Gentlemen,  your  Pains  are  regiftrcd. 
Where  every  Day  I  turn  the  Leaf  to  read  them. 
Let  us  toward  the  King  ;  think  upon  [To  Banquo* 

What  hath  chanc'd,  and  at  more  time. 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  Hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  '  Till  then  enough  : 
Come,  Friends.  {Ex€tm$. 

^SCENE  IV.   A  Palace. 

fhrnijl^.    Enter  King.   Malcolme,  Donalbtin,  Lenox*  and 

Attendants. 

King.  Is  Execution  done  on  Cawdor  ? 
Are  not  thofe  in  C6mmiflion  yet  returned? 

MaL  My  Liege,  they  are  not  yet  comfe  bade 
But  I  have  fpoke  with  one  that  faw  him  die  : 
Who  did  report,  thai  very  frankly  he 
Confefs'd  his  Treafons,  implor'd  your  Htghoefs  pardon. 
And  fet  forth  a  deep  Repentance. 
Nothing  in  his  Life  became  him. 
Like  the  leaving  it.    He  dy'd. 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  hij  Death, 
To  throw  away  the  deareft  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.  There's  no  Art, 
To  find  the  Mind's  Conftrudion  in  the  Face : 
He  was  a  Gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolute  truft. 

Enter  Mackbeth,  Banquo,  Roffe,  and  Angus. 
O  worthieft  CouGn ! 
The  Sin  of  my  Ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.    Thou  art  fo  far  before. 
That  fwifteft  Wind  of  Rccompencc  is  flow. 
To  overtake  thee.    Would  thou  hadft  lefs  dcfertr'd, 

Tbfi 


That  the  Proportion  both  of  Thanks  artd  Payment, 
Might  have  been  mine :  Only  I  have  left  to  fay. 
More  is  thy  due,  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Much.  The  Service  and  the  Loyalty  I  owe. 
In  doing  it,  pa3rs  it  felf. 
Your  Highnefs  part  is  to  receive  our  Duties; 
And  our  Duties  are  to  your  Throne  and  State, 
Children  and  Servants ;  which  do  but  what  they  (houUtt 
By  doing  every  thing  fafe  toward  your  Love 
And  Honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither : 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  lahour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.     Noble  Ban^uo, 
That  haft  no  lefs  defcrv'd,  and  muft  be  known. 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo  :  Let  me  enfold  thee. 
And  hold  thee  to  my  Heart. 

Bm.  There  if  I  grow. 
The  Harveft  is  your  own. 

^«g.  My  plenteous  Joys, 
Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  nide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  Sorrow.     Sons,  Kinfman,  Thanes^ 
And  you,  whofc  Places  are  the  neareft,  know. 
We  will  eftabhlh  our  Eftate  upon 
Onr  tldtOif  Mdlcolm^  whom  we  name  hereafter. 
The  Prince  of  CumberUndi  Which  Honour  muft 
Kot  unaccompanied,  inveft  him  only. 
But  figns  of  Noblenefs,  like  Stars  (hall  (hine 
On  all  Defervers.     From  hence  to  Euvernes^ 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Mack.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  ; 
ril  be  m)r  felf  the  Harbinger,  and  make  joyful        ' 
The  hearing  of  my  Wife  with  your  approach. 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

King.  My  worthy  Cawdor  / 

AiMcb.  The  Prince  of  CtimberUndl that  isaftep. 

On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'er-Ieap,  \j1fid$% 

¥or  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars  bide  your  Firef, 

Let  not  Light  fee  my  black  and  deep  detires; 

The  Eye  wink  at  the  Hand ;  yet  let  that  be, 

Which  the  Eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.  [£^« 
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King.  True,  worthy  Banf$o ;  he  is  full  fo  valiant. 
And  in  his  Commendations  I  am  fed; 
It  is  a  Banquet  to  me»  let's  after  him» 
Wbofe  care  is  gone  before,  to  bid  us  welcome : 
jt  is  a  peerlefs  Kinfman.  [Exiunu 

SCENE  V.    An  Apartment  in  Mackbeth  i 

CaJUe. 

Enter  Ladj  Mackbeth  alone  with  a  Letter: 
Lady.  Thej  met  me  in  the  Daj  of  Succefs '^  and  I  have  learn  d 
bj  the  perfeSlfi  Reports  thej  have  more  in  them^  than  mortal 
Knowledge,  When  I  burnt  in  defire  to  quefiion  them  further^ 
they  made  them/elves  Air^  into  which  they  vani/h^d.  Whiles  I 
fiood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  Mifjives  from  the  King, 
who  all^  hail'd  me  Thane  of  Cawdor»  hjf  which  Title  before^ 
thefe  wayward  Sifters  fainted  mej  andreferrdmeto  the  coming 
on  of  time,  with  hail  King  that  fhalt  be*  This  have  I  thought 
geodto  deliver  thee  (my  aearefi  partner  of  Greatnefs)  thatthoit 
might* fi  not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejojcing  bj  being  ignorant  of  what 
Greatnefs  is  promised  ^thee.     Laj  it  to  thy  Hearty  ondfareweL 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor and  (halt  be 

What  thou  art  promised.'    Yet  I  do  fear 'thy  Nature, 

It  is  too  full  o'th*  Milk  of  human  Kindnefs,     ' 

To  catch  the  neareft  way.     Thou 'wouldft  be  great. 

Art  not  without  Ambition,  but  without  * 

The  Illnefs  (hould  attend  it.     What  thou  wouldft  highl/) 

That  wouldft  ihou  holily;  wouldft  not  play'falfe,  ' 

And  yet  wouldft  wrongly  win.  <    -     . 

Thou'dft  have,  great  Glamis,  that  which  cries. 

Thus  thou  muft  do  if  tho^  have  it ; 

And  that  which  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do. 

Than  wi(heft  (hould  be  undone.     Hie  thee  hither. 

That  I  may  pour  my  Spirits  in  thine  Ear, 

And  chaftife  with  the  Valour  of  my  Tongue 

All  that  thee  hinderS  from  the  Golden  Round, 

Which  Fate  and  Metaphyfical  aid  doth  feem     ' 

To  have  thee  crowri*td  withal.  ' 

"^  Enter  Meffenger. 

What  is  your  Tidings  ? 

Mef 
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Mef.  The  King  comes  here  to  Night, 

Ladj*  ThouVt  mad  to  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  Maftcr  with  him?  who,  weft  (o^ 
.  Would  have  inform'd  for  Preparation. 

Atef  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true :  Our  Thane  is  coming» 
One  of  my  Fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him ; 
Who  almoft  dead  for  Breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  MefTage. 

Ladj.  Give  him  tending. 
He  brings  great  News.     The  Raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe, 

[Exit  Me^engcn 

That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  Battlements.     Come  you  Spirits, 
That  tend  on  mortd  Thoughts,  unfex  me  here. 
And  fin  me  from  the  Crown  to  the  Toe,  top-foU 
Of  direft  Cruelty;  make  thick  my  Blood, 
Stop  up  the  accefs  and  pafTage  to  Remorfe* 
That  no  compundious  vifitings  of  Nature 
Shake  my  fell  Purpofe,  nor  keep  Peace  between 
Th'effeft,  and  it.     Come  to  my  Woman's  Breaftsj, 
And  take  my  Milk  for  Gall,  you  murth'ring  MinifterSi 
Where-ever  in  your  fightlefs  Subftances, 
You  wait  on  Nature's  Mifchief.  Come,  thick  Night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  Smoak  of  Hel], 
That  my  keen  Knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes. 
Nor  Heav'n  peep  through  the  Blanket  of  the  dark 
To  cry,  hold,  hold. 

Enter  Macbeth, 
^xtitGlamis!  worthy  Cawdor!  [Embracing  him^ 

Greater  than  both,  'by  the  all  hail  hereafter. 
Thy  Letters  hivdf  jtranfported  me  beyond    . 
This  ignorant  Prefent,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inflant. 

Macb.  My  dearefl  Loye» 
Duncan  comes  here  to  Ni^r. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Macb.  To  Morrow,  as  he  purpofes* 

Lady.  O  never. 
Shall  Sun  that  Morrow  fee. 
Your  Face,  my  Thahe^  is  as  a  Book,  where  Men 
May  read  ftrange  Matters  to  beguile  the  time. 
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Look  like  the  time,  bear  welcome  in  your  Eye, 

.Your  Hand,  your  Tongue ;  look  like  the  innocent  Flower, 

But  be  the  Serpent  under*t.     He  that's  coming, 

Muft  be  provided  for  ;  and  you  (hall  put 

This  Night's  great  Bufinefs  into  my  difpatcb, 

Which  (hall  to  all  our  Nights  and  Days  to  come» 

Give  folely  fovereign  Sway  and  Mafterdom. 

Afacb.  We  will  (peak  further. 

Lddj.  Only  look  up  clear  : 
To  alter  Favour  ever  is  to  fear. 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    The  Caftle  Gate. 

HdHtbojs  and  Torches.     Enter  Kingj   Malcolm,  D^nalbain, 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macdu(F,  RofTe,  Angus«  Ai$d  Attendamu 

King.  This  Caftle  hath  a  pleafaotSeat ;  the  Air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  it  ftlf 
Unto  our  gentle  Senfes. 

Ban.  This  Gueft  of  Summer. 
The  Temple*haunting  Martlet  docs  approve, 
By  his  lov'd  Manfonry,  that  the  Heav'n's  breath. 
Smells  wooingly  here.     No  jutty  frieze, 
Buttrice,  nor  Coigne  of  Vantage,  but  this  Bird 
Harh  made  this  pendant  6ed>  and  procreant  Cradle: 
Where  they  moft  breed,  and  haunt,  I  have  obferv'd. 
The  Air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Ladj. 

fCing.  See]  fee,  our  honour'd  Hoftefs/ 
The  Love  that  follows  us,  fometime  is  our  Trouble, 
,Which  ftill  we  thank  as  Love.     Herein  I  teach  you. 
How  you  (hall  bid  god-eyld  us  for  yourPains^ 
And  thank  us  for  your  Trouble,  * 

Ladj.  All  our  Service, 
In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  iJonc  double* 
Were  poor,  and  (ingle  Bu(ine(5,  to  contend 
!^gainft  thofe  Honours  deep,  and  broad. 
Wherewith  your  Majefty  loads  our  Hou(e: 
For  thofe  of  old,  and  the  late  Dignitie^^ 
Heap'd  up  to  them,  we  reft  your  Hermits. 
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JQwg.  Where's  the  TTjane  of  Otwdor  } 
Vc  courft  him  at  the  Hdels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  Purreyor :  But  he  rides  well, 
\nd  his  great  Love»  iharp  as  his  Spur,  hath  holp  him 
To  his  home  before  us :  Fair  and  noble  Hoftefs, 
We  are  your  Gueft  to  Night, 

Ladj.  Your  Servants  ever, 
^ave  thcirsi  themfelves*  and  what  is  theirs  in  compr. 
To  make  their  Audit  at  your  Highnefs  Pleafure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  Hand ; 
ConduA  me  to  mine  Hoft,  we  love  him  jiighly, 
ind  (hall  continue  our  Graces  towards  him. 
iy  your  leave,  Hoftefsi  [^Exeuftt. 

SCENE    VII.     An  Apartment. 

HAHtb$js^  Torchei.    Enter  divers  Servants  with  Dijbes  dnd 
Service  ever  the  Stage.   Then  Macbeth. 

Mack  If  it  were  done,  when  *tis  done,  then  'twere  well, , 
Tt  were  done  quickly  ;  if  the  Aflfaffination 
would  trammel  up  the  Confequence,  and  catch 
^ith  his  furceafe,  Succefs ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be  all,  and  the  end  all  ■'         Here, 
Sut  here,  upon  this  Bank  ^nd  School  of  time  •^->— 
Vt'ld  jump  the  Life  to  come.   But  in  thefe  Cafes, 
Ve  ftill  have  Judgment  here^  that  we  but  teach 
bloody  Inftrudions,  which  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  th'ingredience  of  our  poifon'd  Chalice  * 
To  our  own  Lips.    He's  here  in  double  truft  i 
?irft»  as  I  am  his  Kinfman,  and  his  Subjeft, 
Strong  both  againft  the  Deed ;  then^  as  his  Hoft, 
Who  (hould  aetinft  his  Murtherer  (hut  the  Door, 
^ct  beat  the  Knif^  my  felf.  BeHdes,  this  Duncan, 
Hath  born  his  Faculty  fo  meek ;  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  Office,  that  his  Virtues 
Will  plead  like  Angels,  Trumpet  tongu'd  againft 
The  deep  Damnation  of  his  taking  off  i 
And  Pity,  like  a  naked  New-born  Babe, 
Striding  the  Blaft,  or  Heavens  Cherubin,  hors'd 

Vol,  V.  R  ^^xv 
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Upon  the  fightlefs  Curriers  of  the  Air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  dejed  in  every  Eye, 
That  Tears  (hall  drown  the  Wind.    I  have  no  SpUf' 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  Intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  Ambition,  which  o'er-leaps  it  felf,    , 

Enter  LaJj. 

And  falls  on  th'other  < m 

How  now  ?  What  News  ? 
Lady.  He  has  almoft  Tup'd ;  why  have  you  left  the  Chambei 
Macb.  Hath  he  ask*d  for  me  ? 
Ladj.  Know  you  not,  he  has  ? 
Alaclf.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  Bufinefs. 
He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late  ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  Opinions  from  all  forts  of  People, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  Glofs, 
Not  caft  afide  (b  foon/ 

Ladj.  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
^herein  you  dreft  your  felf  ?  Hath  it  flept  fince  ? 
And  wakes  it  now  to  look  fo  green  and  pale. 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?   From  this  time, 
Such  I  account  thy  love.   Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  Aft,  and  Valour,- 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  wouldft  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  efteem'ft  the  Ornament  of  Life, 
And  live  a  Coward  in  thine  own  Efteem  ? 
Letting  I  dare  not,  wait  upon  I  would, 
Like  the  poor  Cat  i'tb*  Adage. 

Maclf.  Prethee,  Peace  : 
I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  Man  ; 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 

L^dj.  What  Beaft  was't  then, 
Thjt  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me  ? 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  Man ; 
And  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you.  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  Man.  Nor  time,  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They  have  made  themfelves,  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
Do's  unmake  you.  I  have  given  Suck,  and  know 
How  tender  *cis  to  love  the  Babe  that  milks  me  — — 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmiliog  in  my  Face, 
Have  pluckt  my  Nipple  from  his  bonelefs  Gums^ 

Aw 
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)d  daihc  the  Brains  out,  bad  I  but  fo  fworn 

;  you  have  done  to  tnis. 

Macb.  If  we  fliould  fail  S  ■ 

Lady.  We  fail  I 

It  fcrew  your  Courage  to  the  flicking  Place* 

id  we'll  npt  fail.   W  hen  Duncan  is  aueep^ , 

/hereto  the  rather  (hall  his  day's  hard  Journey 

undly  invite  him)  his  two  Chamberlains 

^ill  I  with  Wine  and  Waffel,  fo  convince* 

sat  Memory,  the  warder  of  the  Brain* 

all  be  a  Fume,  and  the  receipt  of  Reafbll 

Limbeck  only  ;  when  in  fwinifli  fleep, 

leir  drenched  Natures  lye  as  in  a  Death* 

hat  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 

I'unguarded  Duncan  ?  What,  not  put  upon 

s  fpungy  Officers  i  Who  (hall  bear  the  Guile 

F  our  great  Quell  I 

Mack  Bring  forth  Men-Children  only  t 

r  thy  undaunted  Metal  (hould  compofe 

:)thing  but  Males.     Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 

hen  we  have  marked  with  Blood  thofc  fleepy  two 

r  his  own  Chamber*  and  us'd  their  very  Daggers* 

lat  they  have  don't  i 

Ladj.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 

we  ihall  make  our  Griefs  And  Claolour  roar^ 

>on  his  Death  f 

^acb.  I  am  fetlcd,  and  bend  up 

ch  corporal  Agent  to  this  terrible  Feat, 

'ay*  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  ihow^' 

fe  Face  mud  hide  what  the  falfe  Heart  doth  know. 

[Extuntl 


A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
SCENE  a  Hall, 

Etfier  B»nquo,  WffiFleaoce>  with  a  Ttreh  hfort  himi 

HOw-  goes  the  Nigbt,  Boy  I 
FU.  The  Moon  i$  down :    I  have  not  heard 
e  Clock. 


M. 
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Ban.  And  (he  goes  down  at  Twelve. 
Fie.  I  take't  'tis  later,  Sir» 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  Sword;  there's  Husbandry  in  Heaven, 
Their  Candles  are  all  out.  ■  Take  thee  that  too. 

A  heavy  Summons  lyes  hke  Lead  upon  me^ 
And  yet  I  would  not  fleep  :  Merciful  Powers 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  Thoughts,  that  Nature* 
Gives  way  to  in  repofc. 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  with  a  Torch^ 
Give  me  my  Sword  :  Who's  there  ? 
Macb.  A  Friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  The  King's  a.bed. 
He  hath  been  in  unufual  Pleafure* 
And  fent  forth  a  great  Largefs  to  your  Officers, 
This  Diamond  he  greets  your  Wife  withal. 
By  the  Name  of  moft  kind  Hoftef^ 
And  fhut  it  up  in  meafurelefs  Content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd, 
Our  Will  became  the  Servant  to  defect,      * 
Which  elfe  ftiould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All's  well. 
I  dreamt  laft  Night  of  the  three  wey ward  Sifters; 
To  you  they  have  fhew'd  fome  Truth. 

Macb.  I  chink  not  of  them  ; 
Yet  when  we  can  intreat  an  Hour  to  ferve 
We  would  (pend  it  fome  Words  upon  that  Bufinef^ 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 
Ban,  At  your  kind  Leifure. 
Macb.  If  you  (hall  cleave  to  my  Confent,  when  ^^^ 
It  ftiall  make  Honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I  lofe  none, 
Jn  feeking  to  augment  \U  but  ftil!  keep- 
My  Bofom  Franchis'd,  and  Allegiance  clear, 
I  iha!l  be  counfell'd. 
Macb.  Good  Repofe  the  while. 
Ban.  Thanks,  Sir;  the  like  to  you.  \ExU  BanqttC' 

Macb.  Go,  bid  thy  Miftrefs,  when  my  Drink  is  ready? 
She  ftrike  upon  the  Bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.     \Exit  Servtati^ 
Is  this  a  Dagger  which  I  fee  before  me»    * 
The  Handle  toward  my  Hand  {  Come  let  me  clutch  thee—— 

'■" ■■        -      I 


.-r* 
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I  htve  thee  Qot»  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftilf. 

Art  thou  not,^  fatal  Vi(ioo»  fenfible 

To  feeliof I  as  to  fight  \  Or  art  thou  but 

A  Daj^er  of  the  Mind>  a  falfe  Creadon, 

Proceeding  from  the  HeatK>ppreired  firain  i 

I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form,  as  palpable 

As  this  wl^ich  now  I  draw  • 

Thou  mariharft  me  the  way  that  I  ^was  going. 

And  fuch  an  Inilrument  I  was  to  ufe. 

Mke  Eyes  are  made  the  Fools  o'th'  other  Senfes^ 

Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft  »    ■  I  fee  thee  ftill. 

And  on  thy  Blade,  and  Dudgeon,  Gouts  of  Blood, 

(Vhich  was  not  (o  before.  There's  no  fuch  thing  ••— 

[t  is  the  bloody  Bufinefs,  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  Eyes.    Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 

MTature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  Dreams  abufe 

The  Curtained  Deep  ;  now  Witchcraft  celebrates 

I>ale  HtcMc%  Offerings  and  withered  Mivther, 

Alarum'd  by  his  Sentinel,  the  Wolf, 

HVhofe  howKs  his  Watch,  thus  with  his  fteahhy  pace> 

V^ith  TArtpiit(s  raviihing  fides,  towards  his  Defign 

Aloves  like  a  Ghoft.  Thou  four  and  firm-fet  Earth, 

Eiear  not  my  fteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 

Thy  very  Stones  prate  of  my  where-about. 

And  take  the  prefent  Hotror  from  the  time, 

VThich  now  fuits  with  it.  Whilft  I  threat,  be  lives; 

Words  to  the  heat  of  Deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

{A  BiU  ring*. 
t  go,  and  it  is  done ;  the  Bell  invites  me« 
liear  it  not,  DuncAn,  for  it  is  a  Knell, 
That  fummons  thee  to  Heaven,  or  to  HcU*  £f  ^i^ 

Enter  Ladj.  [bold  : 

Lddjf  That  which  hath  made  them  druhk,  hath  made  me 
What  hath  quencht  them,  hath  given  me  Fire,  Hark  I  Peace  I 
It  was  the  Owl  that  ffariek'd,  the  fatal  Bell-Man, 
Which  gives  the  ftern*ft  cood  Night  --  he  is  about  it  -— 
Vhe  Doors  are  open  ;  and  the  furfeited  Grooms 
Sb  mock  their  Charge  with  Snores,  I  have  drugged  their 
Poffets, 

9.  f  That 
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That  Death  and  Nature  do  contend  about  thenit 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  Who's  there  ?  What  ho  ?  — ^ 

Ladj.  Alack  I  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd. 
And  'tis  not  done;  the  Attempt,  and  not  the  Deed 
Confoui^ds  us  — —  Hark  I  —  I  laid  their  Daggers  ready» 
He  could  not  mifs  'em.   Had  he  not  refembled 
My  Father  as  he  flept,  1  had  don't  —  My  Husband  I 

Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed  ■ }  Didft  not  thot 

hear  a  Noife  i 

Lady.  I  heard  the  Owl  fcream9  and  the  Crickets  cry. 
pid  not  you  fpeak  f 

Macb.  When  ? 

Lddj.  Now. 

Mdcb.  As  I  defcended  i 

Ladj.  Ay. 

Macb.  Hark !  — »-•  who  lycs  i'th'  fccond  Chamber  \ 

Lady.  Donalbaine. 

Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fight. 

Lady.  A  foolifli  Thought^  to  fay  a  forry  fight* 

Macb.   There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep,  and  onccry'i 
Marcher, 

That  they  did  wake  each  other  ;  I  flood,  and  heard  themr 
But  they  did  fay  their  Prayers,  and  addreft  them 
Again  to  deep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

Macb.  One  cry'd,  God  blefs  us,  and  Amen  the  other^ 
As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  Hangman's  Hands> 
Liftning  their  Fear ;  I  could  not  fay  Amen, 
5Vhen  they  did  fay, '  God  blefs  us. 

Ladj.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  Amen  \ 
I  had  mbft  need  of  Bltfllng,  and  Amen  ftuck  in  npy  ThroatT 
'  Lady.  Thefe  Deeds  tnuft  not  be  thought,  after  thefe 

wajfs; 
So,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  M^  bought  I  heard  a  Voice  cry.  Sleep  no  morCij 
Macbeth'  dots  murther  fleep,  -he  innocent  fleep. 
Sleep  that  knits  fip  the  raveird  Sleeve  of  Care, 

The  Death  of  etch  day^s  I.ife>  fore  Labours  Batb^ 

^  '  ^'  '■     '.'■■•—     -^-      -  ^       Balm 
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Bftlm  of  hurt  Minds,  great  Nature's  fecond  Coupfe* 
•Chief  Nouridier  in  Life's  Feaft. 

Lsdj.  What  do  you  mean  f 

jiiacb.  Still  it  cry'd.  Sleep  no  iDorf>  to  all  the  Houfe  ; 
.Ciamfs  hath  murther'd  Sleep,  and  therefore  Cdwdvr 
Shali  fleep  no  more  ;  j^4cbeth  (hall  deep  no  moriE^. 

Ladj.  Whowasit  that  thus  cry 'dr?  Why,  worthy  Thdne^ 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  Strength,  to  think 
So  biain-fickly  of  things ;  gqj ,  get  fome  Water» 
^nd  wa(h  this  filthy  Wunefe  from  your  Hand. 
W\iy  did  you  bring  thefe  Daggers  frofu -the  placq? 
Th<^y  nauu  lye  there.  CSo,  carry  tbeip*  andfip^ar 
The  ileepy  Grooms  with  Blood*  ^ 

A^cb.  ril  go  no  fnore ; 
I  am  afraid,  to  think  what  I  h/ive  d^ne; 
Lock  on't  again,  I  dare  nor. 

L4djp  Infirm  of  purpofe  J 
Give  me  the  Daggers ;  the  fleeping  and  the  dead, 
Are^but  as  Figures ;  'tis  the  Eye  ofChild^iiood, 
That  fears  a  painted  Devil.   IfhcdobIeed» 
rjl  gild  the  Faces  of  the  Grooms  withil, 
f^or  it  muftfeem  their  Guik.  [£Ar//. 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  Knocking  ?  [SuMipig. 

How  is't  with  me>  when  every  Noife  appalls  4nei 
What  Hands  are  here  ?  Hah  I  they  pluck  out  ipine  ;Byes. 
Will  all  great  Ngptun^s  Ocean  was  this  Blood 
Clean  from  my  Hand?  No,  this rmy  Hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  Sea  incarnadine. 
Making  the  green  one  red. 

Entir  Lady. 
iMj*  My  [lands  are  of  your  dolour :;  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  Heart  fo  white.  \Kn9ck^ 

I  hear  a  Knocking  at  the  South  Entry ; 
Jietire  we  to  our  Chamber ; 
A  little  Water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 
How  cafie  is  it  then  ?  YourConftancy 
Math  left  you  unat4bded. 

Harkf  more  Knocking.  IKmkIu 

^et  on  your  Night-Go^^n,  left  ocafion  call  us, 

H  f^  And 
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And  (hew  us  to  be  Watchers  j  be  not  loft  V 

So  poorly  in  your  thoughts.  \ 

MAcb.  To  know  my  deed,  \KnH\^^     \ 

*Twcre  beft  not;  know  my  felf.  ' 
Wake  Dunc4n  with  this  Knocking  ; 

I  would  thou  could'ft.  {Exchhu 

Enter  a  Pprter. 

[Knocking  v^ithin. 
P§rt.  Here's  a  Knocking  indeed  ;  If  a  Man  were  Porter^ 
of  Hell-Gate,  he  Ihould  have  old  turning  the  Key«  Kn^ck^m^ 
Knock,  knock,  knock.     Who's  there,  i*th'  name  of  Bel'^ 
z^ebuh  f    Here's  a   Farmer,  that  hang'd  himfelf  on  th'ex- 
peftalion  of  Plenty  :  Come  in  time,  have  Napkins  enough 
about  you,  here  you'll  fweat  for*r.     Knock*   Knock,  knocks 
Who's  there  in  th'  other  Devils  Name  ?   Faith,  here's  an 
Bquivocator,    that    could  fwear  in  both  the  Scales,  a- 
gainft  either  Scale,   who  committed  Treafon  eftough   fbi 
God's  fake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  Heaven :  On  come 
in,  Equivocator.    Knofk.     Knock,  knock,  knock^    WhoV 
there  ?    Faith,  here's  an  En^lijb  Taylor  come  hither  for 
ftealing  out  of  a  French  Hofe  :  Come  in,  Taylor,  here  you. 
tnay  roaft  your  Goofe.  Kn0ck.  Knock,  knock,  never  at  quiet ! 
What  are  you  i   But  this  place  is  too  cold  for  Hell.  I'U 
Devil- Porter  it  no  further  :  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in 
feme  of  all  Profeffions,  that  go  the  Primrofe  way  to  th*" 
cverlafting  Bonfire.    Knecks   Anon,  anon,  I   pray  ypu  r( 
member  the  Porter. 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lencx. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late.   Friend,  c*er  you  went  to  be^j 
That  you  do  lye  folate? 

Port.  Faich,  Sir,  we  were  caroufing  'till  the  fecond  C^ck  J^ 
And  Drink,  Sir,  is  a  great  Provoker  of  three  things. 

A/4cd.   What  three   things  does   Drink  efpecially  prc-^ 
voke  ? 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  Nofc-painting,  Sleep,  and  Urinc^ 
Lerchery,  Sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes;  it  provokes  the? 
Defire,  but  it  takes  away  the  Performa^e.  Therefore  much 
Drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  Equivocator  with  Letchenf ; 
it  m^kes  him,  and  it  mars  him  ;  it  fets  him  on,  an^  (t  takes 
hinooff;  it  r^rfwades  him,  anddifheartenshim:  makes  him 
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(land  to,  and  not  ftand  to ;  in  Conclufion,  cquivoates  him 
into  a  'fleep,  and  giving  him  the  Lie*  leaves  him* 
Mdcd.  I  believe  Drink  gave  thee  the  I^ie  laft  Night. 
Paru  That  it  did.  Sir,  i'lhc  very  Throat  on  ine ;  but  I 
requited  him  for  his  Lie,  and,  I  think,  being  too  ftrong 
for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  Leg$  fometime,  yet  I  made 
a  (hift  to  caft  him. 

£if/fr  Macbeth* 
Mdcd.  Is  thy  M  after  ftirring  ? 
Our  Knocking  has  awak'd  him ;  here  he  comes* 
Latf  Gobd  Morrow,  Noble  Sin 
•  Mscb^  Good  Morrow  both. 
Mscd^  Is  the  King  ftirring,  worthy  Tlumi  i 
Muct*  Not  yet. 

Mdcd.  He  did  conmiand  me  to  call  timely  on  him» 
I  have  almoft  dipt  the  Hour* 
Mdcb.  I'll  bring  you  to  him. 
Mdcd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  t 
But  yet  *tis  one. 

Mdck.  The  labour  we  delight  in,  Phyfick's  pain; 
This  is  the  Door. 

Mdcd.  ru  uakt  lb  bold  to  call,  for  'cis  my  limited  Ser^ 
vice.  [£Ar/>  Macduff^ 

Lm.  Goes  the  King  hence  to  day  ? 
Mdch.  He  does  ;  hf  did  appoint  fo^ 
Lift.  The  Night  has  been  unruly ;  where  we  lay 
Oar  Chimneys  were  blo^ndown.  And*  astheyfav, 
lamenting!  heard i'th*  Air ;  ftrange  fcreams  of  Deatb^  ^ 

And  Propbefving,  with  Accents  terrible. 
Of  dire  Combuftions,  and  confus*d  Events, 
New  harch'd  to  th*  woful  time; 
The  obfcure  Bird  clambr'd  the  live^long  Night, 
Some  fav  the  Earth  was  Feaverous,  and  did  ftiake. 

MdcL  *Twas  a  rough  Night. 
^  Lern*  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  if. 

EntiT  Macduff. 
MMcd.  O  horror  f  horror  t  horror  I 
Tpngii'e  nor  Heart  cannot  conf  eive,  nor  name  thee    i 
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M4ch.MdLen.  What's  the  Matter? 

Aiacd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  Mafiei>pieC(^ 
Moft  facrilegious  Murther  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  Temple,  and  dole  thence 
The  Life  o'th'  Buildings 

M4cb*  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  Life? 

Len^  Mean  you  his  Majefty? 

Mdeb,  Approach  the  Chamber^  and  deftroy  your  £ght 
With  a  new  Gorgon.     Do  not  bid  me  fpeak; 
See,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves :  Awake  1  awake  I 
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[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox.^ 
Macd*  Rirg  the  Alarun^-Bell.— Murther  I  and  Treafon  J«-— 
Sanquoj  and  Donalbaine  !  Makolme  !  awake  1 
Shake  off  this  downy  Sleep,  Death's  Counterfeit, 

And  look  on  Death  it  felf up,  up,  and  fee 

The  great  Doom's  Image  !  Aiakome  !  Banqu9  ! 
As  from  your  Graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  Sprights^ 
To  countenance  this  horror.     R»ng  the  Btll 

Bell  Rings.     Enter  Lad]  Macbeth. 
Ladj.  'What's  the  BdHnefs? 
That  (uch  a  hideous  Trumpet  calls  to  Parley^ 
The  Sleepers  of  the  Houfe  ?  Speak,  fpeak, 

Macd.  O  gentle  Lady, 
^Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak.; 
*  ^The  Repetition  in  a  Woman's  Ear, 
Would  murther  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banqifb. 

0  Banqm^  Banqm^  our  Royal  Matter's  murther'd* 
Ladjf.  Woe,  alas ! 

What,  in  our  Houfe? :-* 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  any  where. 
Pear  Duff^  I  prithee  contradift  thy  felf. 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  Ofui  Roffe* 

Macb:  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance^ 

1  had  liv'd  a  blelTed  time:  For  from  this  inftant. 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  Mortality ; 

All  is  but  Toys;  Renown  and  Grace  is  dead; 
The  Wine  of  Life  is  drawn,  and  the  mereLeeis 
Is  left  this  Vault  xo  br^g  of. 
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Euter  Malcolme,  and  DoflatbaiBff 

p0n.  What  is  amifs  i 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know't } 
The  Spring,  the  Head,  the  Fountain  of  yo^  PIoc^ 
Is  ftopt;  the  very  Source  of  it  is  ftopt*  * 

M^cd.  Your  Royal  Father's  murder^d^ 

Mai.  Oh,  by  whomi 

Lin.  Thole  of  his  Chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  doA%; 
Their  Hands  and  Faces  were  all  badgfd  with  Bloody 
So  were  their  Daggers,  which  unwip'd,  wefoond 
Upon  their  Pillows  i  they  fiar*d,  and  were  diftrafted  { 
No  Man's  Life  was  to  be  trufted  wi^h  them. 

Mac^  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fuiy^ 
That  Idid  kill  them ^ 

Macm  Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Jl^dacb.  Who  can  be  wife,  amaz'd,  tempVate^  tnd  fiirtousj| 
Loyal,  and  Neutral,  in  a  moment?  No  Mam 
Th'  expedition  of  my  violent' Love 
put-run  the  paufer,  Reafon.     Here  lay  Duncan^ 
His  filver  Skin,  lac*d  with  his  golden  Blood, 
And  his  gafhM  Stabs,  look'd  like  a  Breach  in  Nature,^ 
For  Ruins  waftful  entrance;  there  the  Murtherers, 
Steep'd  in  the  Colours  of  their  Trade ;  their  Daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  ^ore :  Who  could  refrain. 
That  had  a  Heart  to  love,  and  in  that  Heart, 
Courage,  to  make's. Love  known  / 

Ladj.  Help  me  hence,  ho ! \Steming  to  faintl 

Macd.  Look  to  the  Lady. 

MaU  Why  do  we*ho]d  our  Tongues, 
That  moft  may  claim  this  Argument  for  ours  \ 

Don.  What  (hould  be  fpoken  here. 
Where  our  Fate  hid  withio  tn  awger^hok, 
May  rufli,  and  fejte  us  ?  Lf t*s  away. 
Our  Tears  arc  not  yet  brew'd. 

MaL  Nor  our  ftrong  Sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  Mori9ii» 

Ban.  Look  to  the  Lidy  J        [/^  Macbeth  i/oimW^/W, 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  Frailties  hid. 
That  fufFer  in  expcTure :  let  us  meet. 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  piece  cf  Work, 
To  know  it  f^rthert    Fears  and  S«;tuo\ts  fiiiALt>aa^ 
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In  the  great  H$nd  of  God  (  ftand,  and  tbencc^ 
Againft  the  un- divulged  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treafonous  Malice. 

Macb.  And  fo  do  I, 

jilL  So  all. 

Macb.  Let's  briery  put  on  manly  readinefs. 
And  meet  i'th'  Hall  together. 

jUL  Well  contented^  [Exemu 

MoL  Wbap  will  you  do  {  Let's  not  confort  with  them : 
To  fliew  an  unfeit  Sorrow^  i&  an.Offipe 
Which  the  falfe  Man  does  eafie.     I'll  to  lE^ngUnd. 

Don.  To  IreUndr^  I ;  our  feparated  Fortune^ 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer;  where  we  are* 
There's  Daggers  in  Mens  Smiles;  the  near  in  Bloody 
^he  nearer  bloody. 

M^.  This  murcherous  (haft  that's  fhot. 
Hath  not  yet  lighted ;  and  our  fafeft  way» 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore  to  Horfe^ 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking. 
But  (hift  away ;  there's  warrant  in  that  Theft, 
Which  fteals  it  fclf,   when  there's  no  Mercy  left. 

S  C  E  N  C    II. 

Enter  VioS^^  with  an  Old  M^n^ 

OU  M.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well* 
Within  the  Volume  of  which  time,  I  have  feen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  ;  but  this  fore  Night 
Hath  trifled  formei:  knowings. 

Roffe.  Ah,  good  Father, 
Thou  feeft  the  Heavens,  as  troubled  with  Man's  Afl", 
Threaten  his  bloody  Stage:  By  th*  Clock  'tis  Day, 
And  ytt  dark  Night  ftrangles  the  travelling  Lamp  i 
Is*r  Night's  predominance,  or  the  Day's  ihame^ 
That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  Earth  intomb^ 
When  living  Light  (hould  kifsit? 

Old  M.  'Tis  unnatural. 
Even  like  the  Deed  that's  done.  On  T$$efdaj  laftt 
A  Faulcon  towring  in  her  pride  of  Place, 
Was  by  a  lOQufiq^  Qwlbawkt  at,  and  kiU'd, 
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Rofft*  And  DuHcans  Horfes,  * 
A  thiog  moft  ftrange  and  certain  / 
Beauteous  and  fwifr,  the  Minions  of  their  Race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  Nature,  broke  their  Stalls^  flung  oatt 
Contending  'gainft  Obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  War  with  Mankind. 

Old  M.  Tis  (aid,  they  eat  each  other* 

RoSi.  They  didfo;  • 

To  th'  amazement  of  mine  Byes,  that  look'd  upon't. 

EfUtT  MacduC 
riere  comes  the  good  Mscdnjf. 
How  goes  the  World,  Sir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why  fee  you  not? 

Rojfe.  Is*t  known  who  did  this  more  than  bidody  Deed? 

Macd.  Thofe  that  Macteth  hath  (lain* 

Rofc.  Alas  the  Day  / 
kVhat  good  could  they  pretead!  ' 

Macd.  They  were  mborn'd  ; 
Makolmy  and  Donalbainy  the  King's  two  Sons, 
Aire  ftoln  away  and  fled,  which  pots  upon  them 
mfpicion  of  the  Deed. 

Rojfe.  ^ainft  Nature  ftill; 
rhrifrlefs  Ambition !  that  will  raven  upon  ^ 

Thine  own  lives  means;  then  'tis  moft  like 
The  Sovereignty  will  fall  upon  Mmbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam*d,  and  gone  to  Scmtt 
To  be  invefled. 

Roft.  Where  is  Duncans  Body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  ColmeJbiU^ 
The  Sacred  St(M-e*houfe  of  his  PredeceflbrSj 
And  Guardian  of  their  Bones. 

Rojfe.  Will  you  to  Scorn? 

Macd.  No,  Coufin,  VWttyFife. 

Rofc.  Wefl,  I  win  thither. 

Macd.  Welt  may  you  fee,  things  well  done  there;  tdiea. 
Left  pur  old  Robes  (it  eafier  than  our  new. ' 

R^ffe.  Farewel,  Father.  • 

Old  M.jrGod's  benifon  go  with  you.  Sir,  and  with  thole 
Tbt  would  make goodof  bad,  and  Friendsof^l^   lExiim, 
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ACT    IIL     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  A  Royal  Apartment. 

Enter  Banquo* 

B4n.  MpHO  U  haft  it  now,  King,  Cawdor ^  GUthis^  allj 

X    As  the  wey ward  Women  promised,  and  I  fear 
Thou  plaid'ft  moft  foully  for't  t  Yet  it  was  (aid 
It  fhould  not  ftand  in  thy  Pofterity^ 
But  that  my  felf  Ihould  be  the  Root,  and  Father 
Of  many  Kings.    If  there  come  truth  from  then)^ 
As  upon  thee,  Macbeth^  their  Speeches  (bine* 
Why  by  the  Verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  Oxaeles  as  well. 
And  fetme  up  in  hope?  But  bu(h»  no  more. 

Trumpets  found.  £«/^r  Macbeth  as  King^  Lady  Macbeth  j 
Lenox,  Rofle,  Lords  and  Attendants; 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  Gueft. 

Lady.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
1ft  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  Feaft^ 
And  all  things  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To  Night  we  hold  a  folemn  Supper,  Sir^ 
And  ril  requeft  your  prefence.    . 

Ban.  Lay  your  Highnefs's 
Command  upon  me,  to  the  which,  my  Duties 
Are  with  a  moft  indiiToluble  tye 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  Afternoon  } 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  We.lhould  have  clfe  defir'd  your  good  Advice^^ 
Which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave  and  profperous, 
In  this  Day's  Council ;  but  we'll  take  to  Morrow^ 
Is't  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far>  my  Lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
*Twixt  this  and  Supper*   Go  not  my  Horfe  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  Night, 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twdin* 

Aiacb.  Fail  not  our  Feaft* 

Ban.  My  Lord,  I  will  not. 

Aiacb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  Coufins  are  beftow'd 
In  England^  and  in  Ireland^  not  confeffing 

Their 
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Their  cruel  Parricide,  filling  their  hearers 

With  ftrange  Invention,  but  of  that  to  Morrow^- 

When  therewithal  we  ftiall  have  caufe  of  State» 

Craving  us  jointly.    Hie  you  to  Horfe : 

Adieu,  'till  you  return  at  Night. 

Goes  FUanee  with  you? 
Ban.  Ay>  my  good  Lord ;  our  time  does  cdl  uponV^ 
Macb.  Iwilh  yourHorfesfwift,  and  Aire  of  Foot  r 

And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  Backs# 

FareweL  [Exk  Banquo» 

Let  every  Man  be  mafter  of  his  Time» 

'Till  feven  at  Night*  to  make  Society 

The  fweeter  welcome :  We  will  keep  our  felf 

Till  Supper  time  alone  z  While  then,  God  be  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Ladj  Macbeth,  and  Lords. 

Sirrah,  a  word  with  you :  Attend  thofe  Men    [7$  ^ServM/u. 

Our  pleafurei 
Ser.  They  are,  my  Lord,  without  the  Palace  Gate* 
Atacb.  Bring  them  before  us.  [Exk  ScrvMnK 

To  be  thus^  is  nothing. 

But  to  be  fafely  thus :  Our  fears  in  Bdnqno 

Stick  deep,  and  in  his  Royalty  of  Nature 

K^eigns  that  which  would  be  fear*d.    'Tis  muchhedares>r 

And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  Mind, 

He  hath  a  Wifdom  that  doth  guide  hisYaloury 

To  ad  in  fafety.    There  is  nose  but  he» 

Whofe  Being  I  do  fear :  And  under  him. 

My  Genius  is  rebuk*d;  as  it  is  faid 

Mark  jinthmf^  was  by  Ce/Srr;  he  chid  the  Sifter;^ 

When  firft  they  put  the  Name  of  King  upon  me. 

And  bad  them  fpeak  to  him ;  then  Prophet  like^ 

They  hail*d  him  Father  to  a  lint  of  Kings; 

Upon  my  Head,  they  plac*d  a  fruitlefs  Crown, 

And  put  a  banren  Scepter  in  my  Gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wrefich'd  with  an  uolineal  Hand, 

No  Son  of  xnint  fucceeding :  IPt  be  fb^ 

For  BantjfMS  IfTue  have  I  fird  my  Mind» 

For  them,  the  gracious  Dmcan  have  I  muxth^^d* 

Put  Rancors  in  the  VeflH  of  my  Peace 

Only  for  them>  and  mitft  Eternal  Jewel 

Given  to  the  coaamon  Enemy  of  Mmi^ 
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To  make  them  Kings,  the  Seeds  of  Baff(jH0  Kings: 
Rather  thain  fo,  cotoie  Fate  into  the  Lift, 

And  Champion  me  to  th*  utterance ^— 

Who's  there? 

Enter  Servant^  and  two  Mf^thcrm. 

Now  go  to  the  Door,  and  ftay  there  'till  we  call. 

[Exit  SirvAnu 
Was  it  not  Yefterday  wc  fpoke  together  ? 

Mtir.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs< 

Macb.  Well  then, 
Kow  you  have  confider'd  6f  my  Speeches  i  knovi^ 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  paft^  which  Keld  you 
So  undet  Foitune>  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf,  this  I  made  good  to  you> 
In  our  laft  Q}nference,  paft  in  probation  with  you  : 
How  you  were  born  in  Hand,  how  croft,  the  Inftruments^ 
Who  wrought  with  them :  And  all  things  elfe  that  might 
To  half  a  Soul,  and  to  a  Notion  cra^'d, 
Says  ^hus  did  Banquo.    . 

X  MfiT.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Mucb.  I  did  fo ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  Nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?  Are  you  fo  GofpeU'd 
To  pray  for  this  good  Man,  and  for  his  Iffue» 
Whofe  heavy  Hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  Grave^ 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

I  Mm.  We  are  Men,  my  Liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  Catalogue  ye  go  for  Men, 
As  Hounds,  and  Greyhounds,  Mungrels,  Spaniels^  Cur5# 
Showghes,  Water-Rugs,  and  Demy-Wolves  arc  clipt 
All  by  the  Name  of  Dogs ;  the  valued  file 
Diftinguifties  the  fwifr,  the  flow,  the  fubtle. 
The  Houfe-Keeper,  the  Hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  Gift,  which  bounteous  Nature 
Hath  in  him  dos'd?  whereby  he  docs  receive 
.  Particular  addition,  from  the  BilU 

That 
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That  writes  them  all  alike :  and  fo  of  Men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a  ftatiOQ  in  the  file. 

And  not  in  the  Wdrft  rank  of  Manhood,fay  it; 

And  I  will  put  the  buflnefs  in  your  Bofoms, 

Whofe  Execution  takes  your  Enemy  o£F; 

Grapples  you  to  the  Heart,  and  love  of  us,  .- 

Who  wear  our  Health  but  fickly  in  his  Life,' 

Which  in  his  Death  were  perfcft. 

1  Mm.  I  am  one,  my  Liege, 
Whom  the  vile  Blows  and  Buffets  6f  the  World 
Have  fo  incens'd  that  I  am  recklefs  ttbac 
I  do,  to  fpite  the  World. 

I  Mur*  And  I  another, 
So  weary  with  Difaflers,  tugg'd  with  Forcune* 
That  I  would  fet  my  Life  on  any  Chance, 
To  mend  tr,  or  be  rid  on't. 

MAch.  Both  of  you 
Know  8a»quo  was  your  Enemy. 

Aiur.  True,  ifly  Lord. 

Mack.  So  is  he  mine :  and  ii  fuch  bloody  diftucCi 
That  every  Minute  of  his  being,  thrufts  r- 

Againfl  my  near'ft  of  Life;  and  though  I'could 
With  bare-fac'd  Power  fweep  him  fronl  ihy  figh^ 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it;  yet  I  muft  not. 
Tor  certain  Friends  that  are  both  his,  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall* '  • 
Who  I  my  felf  ftruck  down :  and  thence  it  is* 
That  I  to  your  a{Hflatice  do  make  love, 
^Masking  the  bufinefs  from  the  comrara  Eye^  ' 

For  fundry  weighty  BLeafons.  \ 

i  Mmr,  We  fliall,  my  Lord, 
Ptrform  what,  you  command  us* 

I  Mur.  Though  our  Livef      •*^ 

Msci.  Your  Spirits  ftiine  through  yoU* 
Within  this  Hour,  at  moft, 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  pJint  your  felvcj; 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfefli  Spy  o'th'  timci  ' 

The  moment  bn't,  for't   muft  be  done  to  Night,' 
And  fomething  from  ihe Palace:  always  thought,   '      -■ 
Thit  I  require  a  clearnefs;  and  with  him. 
To  leave  no  Rubs  nor  Botches  in  the  Work; 

Vol.    V.     '"  S  ¥U*»« 


"^iw»^» 
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TUance^  his  Son,  tbtt  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  \tk  material  to  me. 
Than  is  his  Father's,  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  Hour.    Hefolve  your  felves  a-pirt^ 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur.  We  are  refolv*d,  my  Lord, 

Mach.  I'll  call  upon  youftraight;  abide  within^ 
It  is  concluded;  Bunquoj  thy  Soul's  flight. 
If  it  find  Heav'n,  muft  find  k  out  to  Night.  [Rxcmu 

Emtr  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  ScrvanU 

Ladj.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  Court)  , 

Serv^.  Ay>  Madam,  but  returns  again  to  Night. 

Ladj.  Say  to  the  King,  I  would  attend  his  leifure. 
For  a  few  words. 

Strif.  Madam,  Iwill^i  [Exil. 

L4dj.  Nought's  had,  alPs  fytn% 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  fafcr,  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
|Than  by  deftrudion  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  i 
Of  forrieft  Fancies  your  Companions  making, 
Ufing  thofe  Thougfc«5«  which  fhould  indcea  have  dy'd 
With  them  they  think  on;  things  without  all  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard;  what's  done»  is  done. 

Al4$b.  We  have  fcorch'd  the  Snake,  not  kill'd  it : 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  her  feU*,  whilft  our  poor  Malice 
Hemains  in  danger  of  her  former  Tootht 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disjoint) 
Both  the  Worlds  fuflFer, 
E'er  we  will  eat  our  Meal  inr  fear,  aod  ileep 
In  the  a£9idion  of  thefe  terrible  Dreams^ 
That  (hake  us  Nightly  :  Better  be  with  the  dead> 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  hvrt  fe«t  10  peac^ 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  Mind  to  Ue 
In  reftlefs  ecftafie.    Duncan^  is  in  his  Grave ; 
After  Life's  fitful  Fever,  he  fleeps  well, 
Treafon  has  done  his  wqr({ ;  nor  Steel  oor  Poi£>fi^ 
Malice  DoQieftic^  Foreigjn  Levy^  Ddtl)H)g 
Can  touch  him  further*.  \ 

Lndj^  Come  oof 

C«tlf> 
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3emle,  my  Lewd,  fleck  o*«  your  rugged  LodIp^, 
3e  bright  and  jovial  'mong  your  Guefis  to  Ni^ht. 

Maci,  So  fhall  I,  Love,  and  To  I  pray  be  you; 
Let  your  remembrance  ftill  apply  to  Banquo, 
Prtfent  him  Eminence,  Ixith  with  Eye  aad  Tongue t  ! 

Unfafe  the  while,  that  we  muft  lave  our  Honours 
In  thefe  fo  flattering  ftreams, 
Aod  make  our  Faces  Vizards  lo  our  Hearts, 
Difguifing  what  they  arc.  '"  '  , 

Ladj.  You  mufl  leave  this. 

Mach.  O,  full  of  Scorpions  is  my  Mind,  dear  Wlfet 
Thou  know'ft*  that  Bm^ho  and  his  fleswe  lives. 

Ladj.  But  in  them,  Nature's  Copy's  not  eterue, 

Adacb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  a0ail^e. 
Then  be  thou  jocund  :  e'er  the  Bat  hath  flown 
His  Cloyfler'd  flighr,  e'er  to  black  Heeat's  Summons 
The  fliard<horn  Beetle,  with  his  drowHe  hums. 
Hath  rung  Night's  yawning  Peal, there  fliall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Jjddy.  What's  to  be  done!  ' 

Macb^  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  Chick, 
'Till  thou  applaud  the  deed :  Come,  lealing  Night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  Eye  of  pitiful  Day, 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  Hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  Bond, 
Which  keeps  me  pale.     Li^ht  thickens,  and  tfae  Crow 
Makes  Wmg  to  th'  Rooky  Wood: 
Good  things  of  Day  begin  to  droop,  and  drowze* 
Whiles  Night's  bladi  Agents  to  their  Preys  do  rowaft 
Thou  marvell'ft  at  my  words;  but  hold  thee  ftill; 
Thinps  bad  beglin,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill: 
So  prithee  go  with  me.  [Exitm. 

S   C   E   N   E     11. 
SCENE  A  Tark,  the  Caftie.  at  a  "B^Mse, 

Enter  three  Afurtherers. 

I  Mur.  Bufwho  did  bid  thee  join  with  us!  - 
J  Mur,  Muhib, 
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z  Mmt.  He  needs  not  our  miftruft,  Gnce  he  deltven 
Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do> 
To  ihe  diredion  juft, 

I  Mitr.  Then  (tand  with  us. 
The  Weft  yet  glimmers  with  rome  ftreaks  of  Day* 
Now  fpuTS  the  lateft  Traveller  apace. 
To  gain  the  timely  Inn,  and  near  approaches 
The  fubjeft  of  our  Watch. 
3  Mht.  Haik,  I  hear  Horfes. 
BimtjHo  within.  Give  us  a  Light  there,  ho^ 
t  MMr.  Then  'tis  he  ; 
The  icft,  that  are  within  the  note  of  expeftaticm^ 
Already  are  i'th'  Court. 

I  Mur,  His  Horfes  go  about. 
3  Mitr.  Almoft  a  Mile  :  but  he  does  ufually. 
So  all  Men  do.  from  hence  to  th*  Palace  Gate* 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Banquo  dnd  Fleance,  with  a  Torch. 
z  Mur.  A  Light,  a  Light. 
5  Mftr.  'Tis  he, 
I  Mxr.  Stand  to't. 
Ban,  It  will  be  rain  To  Night. 
[TheyfdUftpon  Banquo  and  kiB  him ;  in  the  fit^  Fleance  ife^- 
I  Mitr.  Let  it  come  down. 
Ban.  O,  Treachery  ! 
Fty,  good  FUtince,  fly,  fly,  fly. 

Thou  may'ft  revenge.     O  Slave  I  L^'' 

3  Mfir.  Who  did  ftriJte  out  the  Light  i 
I  Mi».  Was't  not  the  way  ? 
.    5  Mitr.  There's  but  one  down ;  the  Son  it  fieJ. 

z  Mur,  We  have  loft 
Beft  half  of  our  Affair. 

I  Mtr.WelU  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is  done.[£*'*'f' 

SCENE     III.     A  Room  of  State. 

A  BM^metfrtpM-^i.     Enter  Macbeth,  Laij^  Roffe,  L«»^ 
Lords,  and  Attendanti. 
Macb.  You  know  your  own  Deforces,  fit  down  :  , 
At  firfl  and  laft,  the  hearty  welcome.  \ 

fc.        Lordt.   Thanks  to  your  Majcfty. 

^ack  Our  felf  will  mingle  with  Society,  i 
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And  plijr  the  bumble  Hoft  : 
Our  Hoftelis  keeps  her  State^  but  in  the  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome,  [They  fit. 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me.  Sir,  to  all  oui  Friends. 
For  my  Heart  fpeaks,  they  are  welcome. 
Enter  firfi  Mnrthtrtr, 

Mach.  See  they  encounter  thee  with  their  Hearts  thanks. 
Both  lides  are  even  :  here  I'll  (it  i'th'  mid'A, 
Be  large  in  Mirth,  anon  we'll  drink  a  Meafure 
TheTableround.  There'sfilood  upon  thy  Face.  [7«rjEwi1/«r. 

Mur.  'Tis  Balsam's  then. 

Mach.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  witliin. 
Is  he  difpatch'd? 

Mnr.  My  Lord,  his  Throat  ts  cut,  that  I  did  for  him. 

Mach.  Thouartthe  bcft'o'th'Cut-throais;  yethc'sgood. 
That  did  the  like  for  FleaMce .-  if  thou  did'A  it. 
Thou  art  the  Non-pareil, 

Mur.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 
Fleance  is  Ycap'd. 

Mach.  Then  comes  my  Fit  again ! 
I  had  eirp  been  perfefi  ; 
Whole  as  the  Marble,  founded  as  the  Rocl^ 
As  broad,  and  general,  as  the  caHng  Air  : 
But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  crib'd,  conBn'd,  bound  in 
Tofiwcy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Bai^uo's  fafe  ? • 

Mur.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  :  fafe  in  a  Ditch  he  bide^ 
With  twenty  trcndied  gaflies  on  his  Head  j 
The  leaft  a  Death  to  Nature. 

Mach.  Thanks  for  that 
There  the  grown  Serpent  lyei,  the  Worm  that'sfled 
Hath  Nature,  that  in  time  will  Venom  breed. 
No  Teeth  for  th'  prefenu     Get  thee  gone,  to  morrow 
We'll  hear  our  felves  again.  \_Exit  Murtberef, 

Lady.  My  Royal  Lord, 
You  donot  give  the  Cheer;  the  Feaft  isfold 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  making: 
'Tis  fiven  with  welcome;  tofeed  were beft  at  home; 
From  thence,  theSawceto  Meat  is  Ceremony, 
Meeting  were  bare  without  ir. 

Tke  Ghofi  gf  Banquo  rifet,  aridjiis  inlAicbtth't  fldtt. 

Math.  Sweet  Rcipembrancer  ! 
^ow  good  DigeftioD  wait  on  Appetite,  t** 
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And  Health  on  both. 

Len.  May't  pleafe  your  Highncfs,  fit. 

Mach.  Here  had  we  now  our  Country's  Honour,  rooPd, 
Were  the  grac*d  Perfon  of  our  Banqm  prcfcnt; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  Unkindneft 
Than  pity  for  Mifchance. 

RoJ}e.  His  abfence,  Sir, 
Lays  blan)c  upon  his  promife.    PIeas*t  your  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  Royal  Company? 

Macb,  The  Table's  fuH.  [Stming. 

Len.  Here  is  a  place  referv'd.  Sir. 

Macb.  Where  ? 

Lcn.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
What  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs  ? 

MAcbn  Which  of  you  have  done  this? 

Lordi.  What,  my  good  Lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  canfl  not  fay  I  did  it:  never  (hake 
Thy  goary  Locks  at  me. 

Roj[e.  Gentlemen  rife,  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 

Ladj.  Sit,  worthy  Friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thusi 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth.     Pray  you  keep  featt 
The  fit  is  momentary,  upon  a  Thought 
He  will  again  be  well.     If  much  you  note  him 
You  (hall  offend  him,  and  extend  bisPaifion, 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not.   Are  you  a  Man  ?      [ToMacbetk 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appall  the  Devil. 

Ladj.  O,  proper  ftufff 
TThis  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear ; 
This  is  the  Air-dravn-Dagger  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     O,  thefe  flaws  and  ftartVy 
Impoftors  to  true  fear,  would  well  become 
A  Woman's  ftory  at  a  Winter's  Fire 
Authorized  by  her  Grandam:  (hame  it  felfl    ■     -w 
Why  do  you  make  fuch  Faces  ?  when  all's  dooe 
,You  look  but  on  ^  ftool. 

Mack  Prithee  fee  there : 
Behold!  look!  loe{  how  fay  you!         [Pointing  to  tbiOhfti 
Why,  what  care  I,  if  thou  canft  nod,fpeak  too. 
If  CharnetHoufts,  and  our  @inives  muft  fend 
l^Tbofe  that  we  bury,  bgck ;  our  Monmnenfs 

.  "T  Siiil 
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Shall  be  tbe  Maws  of  Kites.  ^  [7£r  Gk^  WamJbf'sJ 

Lady.  What  i  quite  unmanned  in  Folly  ? 

Miui.  If  I  ftand  here»  I  faw  him. 

Lduly.  Fie  for  ihameii 

Macb.  Blood  hath  been  (hed  e'er  now,  i'th'olde  time 
E*er  humane  Statue  purg'd  the  geatlc  Weal; 

Ay»  and  fince  too,  Murthers  have  been  ^erlbrm*d 
Too  terrible  for  the  Ear:  the  times  liave  been^ 
That  when  the  Brains  were  oTur^  the  Man  would  die^' 
And  there  an  end ;  But  now  they  life  ^om 
With  twenty  mortal  Murtbers  oh  their  Crowns, 
And  pu(h  us  froiabur  Stook;  this  is  Aore  ftrange 
Than  fuch  a  Murther  is. 

Ladj.  My  worthy  Lord» 
Your  Noble  Friends  do  lack  you.    ' 

Mdck  I  do  forget  ^  . 

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  «y  moft  worthy  Friends^ 
I  have  a  ftrange  Infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.    Come,  Love  and  Health  to  all^ 
Then  111  fit  down  :  Give  me  fome  Wine,  fill  full 

[^jA  he  is  drinking*  the  Ghofi  rifes  agsift  jitfi  k^ore  himi 
I  drink  to  th^  general  joy  of  the  whole  Table, 
And  to  our  dear  Friend  Banqtte,  whom  we  mifSf 
Would  he  were  here;  to  all,  and  hifflt  we  Airfi^ 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  tbe  pledge. 

Mdcb.  Avant,  and  quit  my  fight,  let  the  Earth  hide  fhte ; 
Thy  Bones  are  marrowlefs;  thy  Blood  is  cold ; 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  Eyes, 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with. 

Z.^.  Think  of  this,  good  Peers^ 
But  as  a  thing  of  Cuftom ;  'tis  no  other* 
Only  it  fpoik  the  pleaf ure  of  the  time* 

A/acb.  What  Man  dare,  I  dare  ; 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Rttffian  Bear^ 
Thearm'd  R^hinoceros^  or  th' A^'^'^^"  Tyger,^ 
Take  any  ftiape  but  that,  and  my  firm  Nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.     Or  be  altvt  ^gain. 
And  dare  me  to  the  Defart  with  thy  Sword; 
(f  trembling  I  inhabits  then  proteft  me 
The  Baby  of  a  ^iil«    Ifence  hx^rrible  Shadowt 
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Unreal  Mock'ry  hence,    Why  fo,.^ be  gone 

[The  Ghofi  vanijbes^ 
1^  am  a  Mati  again:  pray  vou  fit  ftill.  \The  L$rds rife. 

Ladj.  You    have  difplac'd  the  Mirth,  broke  the  goo4 
Meeting, 
With  moft  admir'd  diforder. 

Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be. 
And  overcome  us  like  a  Summer's  Cloud 
Without  our  fptcial  wonder  ?  You  make  me  ftranget 
Bven  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe» 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights. 
And  keep  the  natural  Ruby  of  your  Cheeks, 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear, 

Rojfe.  What  fights,  my  Lord  ? 

Ladj.  I  pray  you  (peak  not;  he  grows  worfe  and  worfe, 
Queftion  enrages  him :  at  once.  Good-night. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
B  it  go  at  once. 

Lin.  Good-night)  and  better  Health 
Attend  his  Majefty. 

Ladj.  A  kind  Good<-night  to  all.  [Exenm  herds. 

Mdkcb.  It  will  have  Blo^  they  fay ;  Blood  will  have  Blood : 
Scones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  Trees  to  fpeak ; 
Augures,  that  underftood  Relations,  have 
By  Maggot* Pyes,  and  Choughs,  and  Rooks  brought  forth 
The  fecret'ft  Man  of  Blood.     What  is  the  Night  ? 

Luij.  Almoft  at  odds  with  Morning,  which  is  which. 

l/Ucb.  Haw  fay'ft  thoii,  that  Maedufdcnks  his  Perfon, 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him.  Sir  ? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way ;  but  I  will  fend : 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  Houfe 
I  keep  a  Servant  Fee*d.    I  will  to  Morrow 
(And  beumes  I  will^  to  the  wizard  Sifters. 
More  (hall  they  fpeak ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft,  for  mine  own  good; 
All  Caufes  (hall  give  way,  I  am  in  Blood 
Spent  in  fo  far,  that  (hould  I  wade  no  more. 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o*er  : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  Head,  that  will  to  Hand, 
Which  muft  be  afted,  €*er  they  may  be  fcano'd 

Udj. 
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tody.  You  lack  the  Seafon  of  all  Katurei,  Sleep. 

Mach.  Cotne,  we'll  to  3Ieep  >  My  ftrange  ana  felf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  Fear,  that  wants  bard  uTe  : 
W?  are  yet  but  young  ipdeed.  [£x«m/. 

SCENE     IV.     The  Heath. 

Thitndir,    Entir  the  thrtt  Witchttt  metting  Hecate. 

I.  Wtt,  Why  how  now,/f«M»,you  look  ingerlyf 
/A;c.  Have  I  not  reafon,  Beld»ns,  as  you  are  ! 

Sawcy,  and  over-bold,  how  did  you  dare 

To  trade  and  tra£Bck  with  M4cbetlt, 

In  Riddles,  and  Affairs  of  Death; 

And  I  the  Miftrefs  of  your  Charms^ 

The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms. 

Was  never  cali'd  to  bear  my  part. 

Or  Ihcw  the  glory  of  our  Art  % 

And  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done  '    ; 

Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  Son, 

Spightful,  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do^ 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amends  now;  Get  you  gon. 

And  It  the  Pit  qf  jicheren 

Meet  me  i'th'  Morning  :  thither  he 

Will  come,  to  kiiow  his  Deftiny; 

Your  VefTels,  and  your  Spells  provide. 

Your  Charms,  and  every  thing  befidej 

I  am  for  th*  Air :  this  Night  I'JI  fpend 

Unto  a  difmU,  and  a  fatal  End. 

Great  bulinefs  muft  be  wrought  e'er  Noon^ 

Upon  the  Corner  of  the  Moon 

There  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profound, 

I'll  catch  it  e'er  it  come  to  ground; 

And  thatdiftill'd  by  Magick  flights. 

Shall  raife  fuch  Ariificiat  Sprights, 

As  by  the  ftrength  of  their  Illufion, 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  ConfuGon. 

He  Aiall  fpum  Fate,  fcorn  D:ath,  and  bear 

His  hopes  'bove  Wifdom,  Grace,  and  Fear  ; 

And  you  all  know,  Security 

Is  Mortal's  chiefeft  £nemy.  [Miijkk^  *ftd  m  Sa«%f 
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jiU.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble; 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

1  ffit.  Fillet  of  a  Fenny  Sojke, 
In  the  Cauldron  boil  and  bake; 
Eye  of  Newt,  and  Toe  of  Frog; 
Wool  of  Bat,  and  Tongue  of  DDg; 
.Adders  Fork,  and  Blind-worms  Sting, 
Lizirds  Leg,  and  Howlet's  Winfj: 
For  a  Charm  of  powerful  Trouble, 
Like  a  Hell-broth,  boil  and  bubl)Ic. 

^U.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble* 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

3  ffii.  Scale  of  Dragon,  Tooth  of  Wolf, 
Witches  Mummy,  Miw,  and  Gulf 
Of  the  ravin'd  falc  Sea  Shark; 
Root  of  Hemlock,  dipg'd  i'rh*  dark; 
Liver  of  Blafpheming  yew:  . 

Gall  uf  Gosr,  and  Slips  of  Yew, 
Sliver'd  in  the  Moon's  Edipfe;  :, 

Nofe  of  Turl^,  and  Tartar's'Llps; 
Finger  of  Birth-ftrangled  B|be, 
Ditch  delivcr'd  by  a  Drab, 
Make  the  Gruel  thick,  and  Hib. 
Add  thereto  a  Tyger's  Chawdron, 
For  th*  Ingredients  of  our  Cauldron. 

j^ll.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble,' 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

1  ^it.  Cool  it  with  a  Baboon's  Bipod, 
Then  the  Chatm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,   And  ether  three  V\&tehetm 

Hte.  O!  well  done!  I  commend  your  pain^j 
And  every  one  fhall  fbare  i'th' gains: 
And  now  about  the  Cauldron  ling 
Like  Elves  and  Fairies  in  a  Ring, 
Inchinting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Miijick^  4Utd  a  Seni,  % 

Slack  Spirits  and  Vi^ite, 

Bl/ti  Spirits  and  Gray, 
AifingU,  mingle,  mingle, 
Tou  thai  mingle  may. 

1  Wtt,  By  the  pricking  of  my  Thumbs^ 
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That  by  the  help  of  thef?,  with  him  above 
To  ratjfie  the  Work«  we  mar  again 
Give  to  our  Tables  MeH*  Steep  to  our  Nights; 
Free  from  our  Feifts,  aud  Banquets  bloody  Knives; 
Do  faithful  Homage,  and  receive  free  Honours, 
All  which  we  pine  for  now.     And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafperate  their  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  War, 

Ltu.  Sent  he  to  Mtuduffh 

Lord.  He  did ;  and  with  an  abfolutr,  Sir,  not  T, 
Tlie  cloudy  MelTenger  turns  me  his  Back. 
And  hums;  as  who  Ihould  faV*  you'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  Anfwer. 

LifM.  And  that  well  might, 
Advife  him  to  a  caution,  t'hold  what  diftance 
Hb  Wifdom  can  provide.     Some  Holy  Angel 
FJy  to  the  Court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  Meffage  e'er  he  come,  that  a  fwift  Bleffing 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  Country, 
Under  a  Hand  accurs'd. 

Lard.  I'll  fend  my  Prayers  with  him,  \Exemt, 


A  G  T   IV.     SCENE!. 

SCENE  A  dark  Cave,  in  the  middle  a  grest 
Cattidron  bttmin^. 

Thunder,    Exter  tiM  thrn  Witchu. 
I  W^j.'TpHrice  the  brinded  Car  hath  mew'd. 

J.    zWtt.  Thrice,  and  on<e  the  Hedges  Pig  whin'd. 
3  Wit.  Harpier  crys,  'lis  time,  'tis  rime. 
1 7f£r.  Round  about  the  Cauldroin  go. 
In  the  poifon'd  Entrails  throw.  -■ 

\Thtj  march  round  tht  Caitldrmtf  ndthrovf  in  $hi  fevertil 
Ingredient  I  m  for  the  Prtfdrtaim  of  their  Outrw. 
Toad,  that  under  cold  Stone, 
Days  and  Nights,  has  thirty  one :   - 
Sweltred  Venom  fleeping  got. 
Boil  thou  firft  ith"  cfaarmed  Poti 
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apparition  of  a  bloody  Child  rifis. 

App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth  I  Macbeth! 
^  Mack  Had  I  three  Ears,  I*d  hear  thee. 

jipp.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute ;  laugh  to  fcorn 
The  power  of  Man  ;  for  none  of  Woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [Defcends, 

Macb.  Then  live  Macduff:  What  need  I  fear  of  thee? 
But  yet  ril  make  afTurance^  double  fure. 
And  take  a  Bond  of  Fate ;  thou  (halt  not  live, 
.That  I  may  tell  pale^-hearted  Fear,  it  lyes ; 
And  fleep  in  fpight  of  Thunder,  \ThHnda. 

Apparition  of  a  Child  crowned^  with  aTree  in  his  Hand,  rifeu 
what  is  this, 

That  rifes  like  the  ifTue  of  a  King^ 
And  wears  upon  his  Baby-brow,  the  round 
And  top  of  Soveraignty  I 

All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not  to^t. 

App.  Be  Lion  metled,  proud,  and  takd  no  care^^ 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  Confpirers  are; 
Macbeth  (hall  never  vanquifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Bimam  Wood,  to  high  Df$nfinane  Hill, 
Shall  come  againft  him.  [Dejcindu 

Macb.  That  will  never  be : 
Who  can  imprefs  the  Forelt,  bid  the  Tree 
Unfix  his  Earth-bound  &oot{  Sweet  Boadments  1  goodl 
Rebellious  dead,  rife  nev6r  'till  the  Wood 
Of  Birnam  rife*  and  our  high-plac*d  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  Leafe  of  Nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time,  and  mortal  Cuftom.    Yet  my  Heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing ;  tell  me,  if  your  Art 
Can  tell  fo  much :  Shall  ffanqt$$*s  Iffue  ever 
Reign  in  this  Kingdom? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

[The  Cauldron  Jinks  into  the  Ground* 

Macb.  I  will  be  fatisned.    Deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  Curfe  fall  on  you :  Let  me  know. 
yn^y  finks  that  Cauldron  {  and  what  noiie  is  this?  Tftoboysi 

1  mt.  Shew  I  ~    ""      ~      r—  r   -    ^       ^ 

zWit.  Shewf  / 

^mt,  Shewl     '  ,  .^ 
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^l.  Shew  his  Eyes,  and  grieve  his  Heart, 
Come  like  Shadows,  fo  deput. 

[£ilht  Kings  apfear  and  fafi  ovtr  in  trder^   Mitd  BlDqtio 
Ufij  with  a  Clafs  in  hit  ffarrd, 

J\4acb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  Spirit  of  B^»^«o;  Down! 
Thy  Crown  do's  fear  mine  Eye-Balls.     Andctiy  Hair 
Thou  other  Gold-bound-brow,  is  like  the  firft. —  - 
A  third,  is  like  the  former-^ filthy  Haj;s ! 

Why  do  you  (hew  me  this? A  fourth? Start  Eyti" 

What,  will  the  Line  ftrctch  out  to  ih'  crack  of  Doom  ? — ^ 

Anotheryet?— — A  feventh! I'll  fee  no  more 

And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  GUfs, 

Which  Ihewsmemany  more;  and  fome  I  fee. 

That  twofold  Balls,  and  treble  Scepters  carry. 

Horrible  iight  I  Now  I  fee 'tis  true.  ,   . 

For  the  Blood-bolter'd  Bauquo  fmiles  upon  me. 

And  points  at  them  for  his.     What  is  this  foi 

I  Wit.  Ay  Sir,  all  thisis  fo.    But  why 
Stands  Maciitb  thus  amatedly  { 
Come  Sifters,  cheer  we  up  his  Sprights, 
And  Ihev  tHe  heft  of  our  Delights. 
I'll  charm  the  Air  to  give  a  found. 
While  you  perform  your  Antique  round: 
That  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay. 
Our  Duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  [if/ajifi:^ 

[Tht  Witthis  daHCi,  Aftd.vAmJb. 

Miub,  Where  are  they?  Gone!— Letthis  peroiciMisheur, 
Stand  ay  accurfed  in  the  Kaleflder, 
Come  iili  without  there. 

Emtr  Lenox. 

Ltn.  What's  your  Grace's  Willi 

Mack.  Saw  you  the  Wizard  Sifters! 

LcH.  No,  my  Lord. 

Much.  Came  they  not  by  you  { 

Len.  No  indeed,  my  Lord.  ■..'.'  lu    K 

MAcb.  InfcSed  be  the  Air  whereon  they  ridf,"  -^  ■•?,, 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them.  I  did  hear  .^^ 
■The  galfopping  of  Horfe.  Who  was't  came  by?  i 

l^tn.  'Tis  two  or  tbree^  my  Lord,  that  bring  you  word* 
M0xing\%  fled  toMi^d, 


♦sf^^n^  -^p?fWT- 
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.     MMck  Fled  to  Englandf 

Lem.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. ; 

M^cb.  Time»  thou  anticipat^ft  my  dread  Bxploits; 
The  flighty  purpofc  never  is  o'cf-took 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.    From  this  moment. 
The  very  firftKng  of  my  Heart  fliall  be 
The  firftlihgs  of  my  Hand.    And  even  now 
To  Crown  my  Thoughts  with  Afts,  be  it  thought  and  done: 
The  Caftle  of  Macduf  I  will  furprize. 
Seize  upon  Fifex  give  to  th'  edge  o'th'  Sword 
His  Wife,  his  Babes,  and  all  unfortunate  Souls, 
That  trace  him  in  his  Line.  Noboafting  likea  FooL 
This  deed  Fll  do,  before  this  purpofe  cooF, 
But  no  more  fights.  Where  are  thefe  Gentleixli$n  t 
Come«  bring  me  where  they  are.  [ExcMnt. 

S  C  E  N  E   ir.     MadufF'j  Caftle. 

Enter  Lddj  Macduff^  her  Son^  and  ELoflfe. 

L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done^  to  make  him  fly  the  Land  \ 

Rojfe.  You  muft  have  patience,  Madam< 

L.  Maci^  He  had  none ; 
His  flight  was  Madnefs;  when  our  Aftions  do  not* 
Our  Fears  do  make  us  Traitors. 

Ro^e.  You  know  not, 
.Whether  it  was  his  Wifdom,  or  his  Fear. 

L^Macd*  Wifdom?  to  leave  his  Wife,  to  leave  his  Babes* 
His  Manfion>  aid  his  Titles,  in  a  place  ' 

iProm  whence  himfelf  does  fly?  He  loves  us  not* 
He  wants  the  natural  Touch ;  for  the  poor  Wren, 
The  moft  diminutive  of  Birds,  will  fight. 
Her  young  Ones  in  her  Neft,  againft  the  Owl: 
All  is  the  Pear,  and  nothing  is  the  Love; 
As  little  is  the  Wifdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  agaioft  all  reafon. 

Rojfe.  My  ilitreft  Co2, 
I  pray  you  School  your  felf ;  but  for  your  H  .shand, 
He  if  Nobley  Wife,  Judicious,  and  beft  fcno^vs 
The  fits  o'th'Seafon.  f  dare  not  fpeak  much  further. 
But  cruel  are  the  timesr  wh^n  we  are  Traitors, 

And 
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And  do  not  know  our  felves :  When  we  hold  Ruinour 

From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear. 

But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  Sea 

Each  way,  and  move.     I  take  my  leave  of  you ; 

Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again : 

Things  at  the  worft  will  ccafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 

To  what  they  were  bcfoi'e,  my  pretty  Coufin, 

Bleifing  upon  you. 

L.  Macd.  Fathered  he  is,  and  yet  he's  Fatherlefs. 

Roffi.  I  am  fo  much  a  Fool,  (hould  I  ftay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  Difgrade,  and  your  Difcomfort. 
I  take  my  leave  at  once^  [Exit  RofleJ 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  Father's  dead. 
And  what  will  you  do  now?  How  will  you  live? 

Son.  As  Birds  do.  Mother. 

L.  Macd.  What,  with  Worms  and  Flies? 

Son.  With  what  I  get,  and  fo  do  they. 

L.Macd.  Poor  Bird! 
Thoud^ft  never  fear  the  Net,  nor  Line, 
The  Pit  fall,  nor  the  Gin. 

Son.  Why  (hould  I,  Mother  ? 
Poor  Birds  they  are  not  fet  fori 
My  Father  is  not  dead  for  all  your  faying^ 

L.  Adacd.  Yei^  he  is  dead;  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father^ 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  Husband  I 

L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  Marketi 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 

L.  Macd.  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit^ 
And  yet  i'faith  with  wit  enough  for  tnee. 

Son.  Was  my  Father  a  Traitor,  Mother? 

L.Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son.  What  is  a  Traitor  ?  — — 

L.  Maid.  Why,  one  that  fwear^  aiid  lieSi 

Son.  And  be  all  Traitors  that  do  fo? 

L.  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  fo  is  a  Traitor^ 
And  muft  be  hang'd^ 

Som  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd  that  fwear  and  lie? 

L.  Macd*  Bvery  one. 

Son.  Who  ibuft  hang  them? 

L.Macd.  Why,  honeft  Men. 

yoL.v.  T  Aw: 
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Son.  Then  the  Liars  and  Swearers  are  Fools;  for  there  are 
Liars  and  Swearers  enow^  to  beat  the  honeft  Men^  and  hang 
up  them. 

L.  Macd.  Gold  help  thee,  poor  Monkey: 
But  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead^  you'd  weep  for  him:  If  you  would 
nor,  it  were  a  good  Sign,  that  I  Aiould  quickly  have  a  new 
Father* 

L.  Macd.  Poor  Pratler,  how  thou  talk'ft. 

Enter  4  Mejfeng€r. 

Mcf.  Blefs  you,  fair  Dame,  I  am  not  to  you  known. 
Though  in  your  State  of  Honour  I  am  perfeft; 
I  don  )t  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  Man's  advice> 
Be  not  found  here;  hence  with  your  little  Ones; 
To  fright  you  thus,  nethinks  I  am  too  favage; 
To  do  worfe  to  you,  were  fell  Cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  Perfon.    Heav*n  preferve  youi 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  \Exit  Mejfcnger* 

L.Macd.  Whither  (houtd  I  fly? 
I  have  done  no  harm.    But  I  reniemher  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  World;  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  to  do  good  fornetime 
Accounted  dangerous  Folly.   Why  then,  alas  f 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  Defence, 

3*0  fay  I.  had  done  no  ha  m  ? What  are  thefe  Faces  ? 

Enter  MurthercrSm 

Mm.  Where  is  your  Husband  ?    • 

L.  Macd.  I  hope  in  no  place  fo  unfan&ified. 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'H  find  him. 

Mur.  He's  a  Traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly*ft,  thou  (hag-^ard  Villain. 

Mur.  What  you  Egg?  {Suhhlng  timi 

Young  fry  of  Treachery  ? 

Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  Motheo 
Run  away,  I  pray  you.  lExit,  crying  Murtbir* 

SCENE 
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SCENE   III.     The  King  of  England^ 

Paldce, 

.  E/ttef  Malcolm  and  Macduff. 

MaL  Let  us  feek  out  foine  defolate  Shade,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  Bofoms  empty* 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  faft  the  mortal  Sword;  and  like  good  Men, 
Beftride  our  downfal  Birth-dome:  Each  new  Morn^ 
i^ew  Widows  howl,  new  Orphans  cry^  new  Sorrows 
Strike  Heaven  on  the  Face,  that  it  refound^ 
As  if  it  felt  with  ScotUnJt^  and  yell'd  out 
Like  Syllable  of  Dolour. 

Mai.  What  I  believej  I'll  wail ; 
tVhat  know,  believe  5  and  what  I  can  redrefs. 
As  I  (hall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo  perchance; 
This  Tyrant,  whofe  fole  Name  blifters  our  Tongues^ 
Was  once  thought  honeft :  You  have  lov^d  him  well. 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.  I  am  young,  but  fomething. 
You  may  difcern  of  him  through  me,  and  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor  innocent  Lamb^ 
T*  appeafe  an  angry  God. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

M4L  But  Macbeth  is. 
A  good  and  virtuous  Nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  Chaise.  But  I  fhali  crave  your  Pardon  i 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe; 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  felU 
Though  all  things  foul  would  bear  the  brows  of  Graces  * 
Yet  Grace  muft  ftill  look  fo, 

Mdcd.  I  have  loft  my  hopes. 

MmL  Perchance,  even  there,  where  I  did  find  my  doubtsJ 
Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  Wife  and  Children? 
Tljofc  precious  Motives,  thofe  ft rong  knots  of  Love^ 
Without  leave  taking.     I  pray  you. 
Let  not  my  Jealoufies,  be  your  Difhonours, 
But  mine  own  Safeties:  You  may  be  rightly  )uft, 
Whatever  Khali  think. 

T  %  1/Ufci- 
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Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  Country, 
Great  Tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  Bafis  furc, 
Fdr  Goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee:  wear  thou  thy  wrongs. 
The  Title  is  afraid.     Fare  thee  well.  Lord, 
I  would  not  be  the  Villain  that  thou  think'ft. 
For  the  whole  fpace  that*s  in  the  Tyrant's  Grafp^ 
And  the  rich  £aft  to  boot. 

MaU  Be  not  offended; 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  yoii: 
I  think  our  Country  finks  beneath  the  Yokey 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  Day  a  Gafb 
Is  added  to  her  Wounds.     I  think  withal. 
There  would  be  hands  up-^lifted  in  my  right : 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands.     But  for  all  this. 
When  I  (hall  tread  upon  the  Tyrant's  Head, 
Or  wear  it  on  roy  Sword  ;  yet  my  poor  Country 
Shall  have  rtior^  vices  than  it  had  before, 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever. 
By  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 
Aiaed.  What  fhould  he  be? 
Mai.  It  is  my  felf  I  mean,  in  whom  I  know 
AU  the  particulars  of  Vice  fo  grafted. 
That  when  they  fhall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  Snow,  and  the  poor  State 
Efteem  him  as  a  Lamb,  being  compared 
With  my  confinelefs  harms. 

Macd.  Not  in  the  Legions 
Of  horrid  Hell,  can  come  a  Devil  more  damn'd 
In  Evils,  to  top  Macbeth. 

MaL  I  grant  him  Bloody, 
Luxurious,  Avaricious,  Falfe,  Deceitful 
Sudden,  Malicious,  fmoaking  of  every  Sin 
That  has  a  Name.     But  there's  no  bottom,  none 
In  my  Voluptuoufnefs:  Your  Wives,  your  Daughtcrsi 
Your  Matrons,  and  your  Maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  Ciftern  of  my  Luft,  and  my  Defire 
All  continent  Impediments  would  o'er-bear 
That  did  oppofe  my  Will.    Better  Macbethy 
Thin  fucb  an  one  to  reign* 
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Macd.  Boundlefs  Inten:)perance 
In  Nature  is  a  Tyranny  j  It  hath  been 
Th*  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  Throne,^ 
And  fall  of  many  Kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours:  You  may 
Convey  your  Pleafures  in  a  fpacious  Plenty, 
And  yet  feem  cold.     The  time  you  may  fo  Hoodwink^ 
We  have  willing  Dames  enough,  there  cannot  be 
That  Vuhure  in  you,  to  devour  fo  many 
As  will  to  Greatnefs  dedicate  themfdves^ 
Finding  it  fo  indin'd. 

Mai.  With  this,  there  grows 
In  my  mod  ill-compos'd  Affedion,  fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  Avarice,  th^t  were  I  King, 
J  fhould  cut  off  the  Nobljss  for  their  Lands; 
Defire  his  Jewels,  and  this  others  Houfe, 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  Sawce 
To  make  me  hunger  more^  that  I  fhould  forge 
Quarrels  un)uft  againft  the  Good  and  Loyal, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  This  Avarice 
Sticks  deeper;  grows  with  more  pernicious  Root 
Than  Summer- feeming  Luft;  and  it  hath  baen 
The  Sword  of  our  flain  Kings :  Yet  do  not  fear, 
Scotland  hath  Foyfons  to  fill  up  your  Will 
Of  your  mere  Own.     All  thefe  ace  portable. 
With  other  Graces  weighed. 

Md.  But  I  have  none,  the  King-becoming  Graces, 
As  Juftice,  Verity,  Temp'rance,  Stablenefs» 
Bounty,  Perfcverance,  Mercy,  Lowlinefe, 
Devotion,  Patience,  Courage,  Fortitude; 
I  have  no  r^lilh  of  thera,  but  abound 
In  the  Divifion  of  each  feveral  Crime, 
Afting  it  many  ways.    Nay,  had  I  power,  I  (houl4 
Pour  the  fweet  Milk  of  Concord,  into  Hell, 
Uproar  the  univerfal  Peace,  confound 
AH  unity  on  Earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland!  Scotland! 

Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  ipeak; 
I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

T  ^  ^IV^A., 
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^3f  P  rt'  T^^t^^y  of  Macbeth; 

Mdci.  Fit  to  govern?  No  not  to  live.  ON^ioomifcrable! 
With  an  untitlea  Tyrant,  bloody  Sceptred, 
When  (halt  thou  fee  thv  wholdbme  Pays  again? 
Since  that  the  trueA  liTue  of  tby  Throne 
By  his  own  Interdidion  flands  accurfl* 
And  do*s  blafpheme  bis  Breed  ?  thy  Royal  Father 
Was  a  moft  fainted  King;  the  Queen  that  bore  thee^ 
Oftner  upon  her  Kneei^  than  on  her  Feet, 
Dv'd  every  Day  (he  liv'd.   Fare  thee  wclJ, 
Thefe  Evils  thou  repeated  upon  thy  felf. 
Have  banifh'd  me  from  Scotland.  O  my  Breaft, 
,Tby  hope  ends  here.  - 

Mai.  Macdufy  this  noble  PaiEon 
Child  of  Integrity,  hath  from  my  Soul 
Wip'd  the  black  Scruples,  reconcil'd  my  Thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth,  and  honour.    Devillifli  Mdcbetb^ 
By  many  of  thefe  trains,  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  Power;  apd  mculeft  Wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over'Credulau5hajQe;  but  God  above 
D  eal  between  thee  and  me ;  for  even  now 
I  put  my  felf  to  thy  direftion,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  (mn  detradion,  here  abjure 
The  taints,  and  blames  I  laid  upon  my  felf. 
For  ftrangers  to  nay  Nature.    1  am  yet 
Unknown  to  WonKn,  never  was  forfworn. 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own. 
At  no  time  broke  my  Faith,  would  not  betray 
The  Devil  to  bis  Fellow,  and  delight 
Ko  lefs  in  Truth  than  Life.    My  firfi  faife  fpeaking 
Was  this  upon  my  fdif|  what  I  am  truly 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  Country^s  to  command  i 
Whither  indeed,  before  thy  here  approach. 
Old  Seyward  with  ten  thoufand  warlike. Men^ 
All  ready  at  a  pointy  was  fetting  forth. 
Now  we  11  togetjberi  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs 
Be  like  our  warranted  Quarrel.  Why  areyouixlent?  ' 

Macd.  Such  welcome,  and  unwefcoipe  things;  at  once, 
"^Tis  har4  to  reconcile*  ^  ' 

EttUr  a  DoUor. 

Mat.  Well,  more  anon.    Comes  the  ]Pang  |cMcdi|  I  pray   j 

.r^^    '        ■'  ■ ^         ' 
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DoB.  Ay  Siri  djerc  arc  a  Crew  of  wretched  Souls 
That  ftay  his  Cure;  their  Malady  convinces 
The  great  Affay  of  Art.    But  at  his  touch. 
Such  fandity  hath  Heaven  given  his  Handj 
They  prcfently  amend.  [jExk* 

MaL  I  thank  you,  Doftor.. 

Macd.  What's  the  Difeafe  he  means? 

Mai.  'Tis  calM  the  Evil^ 
A  moft  miraculous  work  in  this  good  King, 
Which  often  Gncc  my  here  remain  in  EffglaHfd, 
I  have  feen  him  do^    How  he  folicits  Heav'n, 
Himfelf  beft  knows;  but ftrangcly  ei^ifited  People* 
All  fwoln  and  Ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  Eye^ 
The  mere  defpair  of  Surgery,  he  cures^ 
Hanging  a  Golden  Stamp  about  their  Necks, 
Put  on  with  Holy  PrayerSi  and  'tis  rp9ken 
To  the  fucceeding  Royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  Benediction;  with  this  ftrange  Virtue, 
He  hath  a  Heavenly  Gift  of  Prophecy, 
And  fundry  Bleffings  hang  about  his  Throne^ 
That  fpeak  him  full  of  G  ace. 

Enur  Roffe. 

M4cd.  See,  who  comes  here. 

M4I.  My  Country-man ;  but  yet  I  know  hiin  not. 

Macd.  My  ever  gentle  Coufin,  welcome  hither. 

M4.  I  know  him  now.  Good  God  betimes  remo^je 
The  means,  the  means  that  makes  us  Strangers. 

Xoffe.  Sir^  jimtn. 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did? 

Rojfe^  Alas  poor  Country, 
Aimoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf.     It  cannot 
3e  caird  our  Mother,  but  our  Grave;  where  nothittga 
But  who  knows  nothings  is  once  feen  to  fmile :  \ 

Where  Sighs  and  Groans,  add  Shrieks  that  rend  the  Air 
Are  made,  not  mtark'd ;  where  violent  Sorrow  feems 
A  modern  ecftaiie:  the  Dead-man's  Kn^ll, 
Is  there  fcarce  ask'd,  for  who;  and  good  Mens  lives 
Expire  before  the  Flowers  in  their  Caps, 
Dyin^,  or  c*er  th^y  ficken* 

MAcd.  Oh  Relation  j  too  nice,  and  yet  ti:^  txv3i^t 

-Ml/.  What's  the  newcft  Grief  %  ^-,  ^  - 
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liojfe.  That  of  an  hours  Age  doth  hifs  the  Speaker^ 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  Wife !  ' 

Jtojfc.  Why,  well. 

A£u:d.  And  all  my  Children  ? 

iC^Ulftf.  Well  too. 

il£ir^.  The  Tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 

Hojfc.  No,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave  'em* 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  Speech:  how  goes  it? 

JRcJfe,  When  t  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  Tidings 
Which  I  have  heavily  borp,  there  ran  a  Ruiilour 
Of  many  wprtliy  Fellows,  that  were  out. 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witneft  the  rather* 
For  that  I  faw  the  Tyrant's  Power  a-foot  ; 
Now  is  the  time  of  help ;  your  Eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  Soldiers,  make  our  Women  fight. 
To  doff  their  dire  diftrefTes* 

MaL  Be*t  their  comfort 
We  are  coming  thither  :  Gracious  EngUud  hath 
Lent  us  good  Scjward^  and  ten  thoufaod  M en. 
An  older,  and  a  better  Soldier,  none 
That  Chriflendom  gives  out. 

Rojfe.  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like.    But  I  have  words 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defart  air. 
Where  hearing  ihould  not  catch  them. 

M4cd.  What!  concern  they 
The  general  Caufe?  or  is  it  a  Fee^grief 
Due  to  fome  fingle  Breafl  ? 

Rofe.  No  Mind  thafs  honeft 
But  in  it  (hares  fome  woe,  though  the  main  part 
^  Pertains  io  you  alone. 

M^d.  If  it  be  mine 
Keep  it  not  from  m^  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

RoJfeJ  JL;etpotyour  Ears  defpife  my  Tongue  for  ever. 
Which  fhall  poflefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found. 
That  ever  yct*they  heard. 

AUcd.  Hum  !  I  guefs  at  it. 

Xoffi.  Your  CafUe  is  furpriz'd,  your  Wife  and  Babes 
Savagely  flaughter'df  to  relate  the  inanner, 
^Were»  oa  the  Quarry  of  tbefe  murtherVl  Deer, 
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To  add  the  Death  of  you. 

MaL  Merciful  Heaven  { 
What  Man  ne'er  pull  your  Hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Sive  forrow  words ;  the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o'er*fraught  Heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  Children  too  I 

Hcjfc.  Wife,  Children,  Servants,  all  that  could  be  found. 

JifUcd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence !  my  Wife  killed  too! 

Jiofe.  I  have  faid. 

MaL  Be  cooiforted. 
Let*s  make  us  Med'cines  of  oiu*  great  Revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Mdcd.  He  has  no  Children.    All  my  pretty  ones  t 
Did  you  fay  All?  O  Hell  Kite  I  All? 
What,  All  my  pretty  Chickens,  and  their  Dam, 
At  one  fell  fwoop  ? 

MaU  Difpute  it  like  a  Man. 

Macd.  I  (hall  do  fo;   but  I  muft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  Matu 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were. 
That  were  moft  precious  to  me :  Did  Heav'n  look  on. 
And  would  not  take  their  part?  Sinful  Macduff'^ 
They  were  all  firuck  for  thee :  Naught  that  1  am. 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine 
Fell  (laughter  on  their  Souls:  Heav'n  reft  them  now. 

Mdl.  Be  this  the  Whetftone  of  your  Sword,  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger :  blunt  not  the  Heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd*  O  I  could  play  the  Woman  with  mine  Eyes, 
And  Braggart  with  my  Tongue.     But  gentle  Heavens, 
Cut  ihort  all  intermiffion  :  Front  to  Front, 
Bring  thou  this  Fiend  of  Scotland^  and  my  felf. 
Within  my  Sword's  length  fet  him*  if  he  'feape, 
Heav'n  forgive  him  too. 

MaL  This  time  goes  manly  : 
Come,  go  we  to  the  King,  our  Power  is  ready. 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.    Macbeth       ? 
Is  ripe  for  ihaking,  and  the  Powers  above 
Put  on  their  Inftruments:  Receive  what  cheer  you  may. 
The  Night  ii  long  that  never  finds  the  Day.  [jExeant. 
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ACT    V.     S  C  E  N  E   L 

SCENE  An  Anti-chamber  in  MacbethV  Q^U. 

D^3.  T  Have  two  Nights  watched  with  you^  but  cto  per* 
X  ceive  qo  truth  in  your  report    When  was  it  (he 
laft  waik'd  ? 

Gint.  Since  his  Majefty  went  iqto  the  Field,  I  have  feen 
her  rife  ffom  her  Bed,  throw  her  Night-Gown  upon  beo 
unlock  her  Clofet,  take  forth  P!iper»  fold  it^  write  upon'r, 
read  it,  afterwards  Seal  it,  and  agf  in  return  to  Bed  j  yet  all 
this  while  in  a  mod  faft  fleep. 

DoS.  A  great  perturbation  in  Nature  f  to  receive  at 
once  the  jienefit  of  fleep,  and  do  the  effieds  of  watcliing. 
In  this  Aumbry  Agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and  other 
adual  performances^  wh^t  (at  any  ttme^  have  you  heard 
her  fay? 

Gent.  Thu  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her^ 

,2)a3.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  moft  me€t  you  ftiould/ 

GeM$.  Neither  to  you>  nor  any  one,  having  no  witneff  to 
confirm  my  Speech.  [^Euter  Lady  Macbeth  with  a  Tiifer. 

ho  youl  here  (be  comes:  This  is  her  vefy  guife,  and  upp 
CD  my  Life  faft  afleep ;  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 

J>^.  How  came  flie  by  that  light? 

Gent.  Why,  it  ftood  by  her  :  (he  has  light  by  her  icon^ 
tjnually,  'tis  her  command. 

J)§S.  You  fee  her  Eyes  are  open. 

Cm.  kjt  but  their  fenfe  areihut. 

JHa.  What  is  it  (he  do's  now? 
ILook  how  (he  rubs  her  hands. 

Gem.  It  is  an  aceuftom'd  aftion  with  her,  to  (eeih  thus 
ITf^hing  her  hands :  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 

JLmIj.  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

DoH.  Hark,  (he  (peaks*  I  will  fet  doWn  what  comes  from 
her^  to  fatisfie  my  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly. 
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Lddj,  Out  4uiiii^  fpot;  out  I  fay  • 
why  then  'tis  tiipe  to  do*(-^—  HeU  is  mucky.  Pie,  vof 
Lord,  Fie,  a  Soldier,  and  afraid t  what  need  we  far?  who 
IcDOW)  it,  when  none  can  call  tour  Power  to  account—  yet 
who  would  have  thought  the  old  Man  to  have  had  fo  mud| 
Blood  in  him? 

D»^,  Do  you  mirk  that  ? 

iMdj.  The  Thane  of  Fife,  had  a  Wife;  where  is  Ae  now  i 
What  will  ihefe Hand* ne'er  be  clean? — r-No  moreo'tbat^ 
my  Lord,  no  more  o'  that :  you  marr  all  with  Atrting. 

D*9.  Go  t(^  go  to  ; 
You  have  known  what  you  Ihould  not. 

GcHt.  She  hasfpokewhatfhe  Aeuldnot,  lamfiireoftlutt 
Heaven  knows  what  (he  has  knowni. 

Latij,  Here's  the  fmell  of  Blood  ftill:  aHtfaePflfunciof 
ArdbiA  will  n9t  fweeten  this  little  Hand.  ^ ' 

Oh  I  oh  I  ok  ! 

D«a.  What  a  figh  is  there!  The  Heart  if  finely  cba-g'd.' 

Gtnt.  I  would  Dot  have  liich  a  Heart  in  my  TitiSamt,  t/ik 
Dignity  of  the  whoh  Body.  ' -^ 

DoSl.  Well,  well,  well ^^ 

Gem.  Pray  God  it  be,  Sir. 

Defl.  This  Difeafe  is  beyond  my  Praftice ;  yet  I  have 
known  thofe  which  have  walkt  in  their  flecp,  who  have  died 
holily  in  their  Beds. 

LaJy.  Walh  your  Hands,  put  on  your  Night-Gown,  look 
not  fo  Pale— I  tell  you  yet  again.  Banana's  buried;  he 
cannot  come  out  on's  Grave. 

Doil.  Even  fo  ? 

Liftij!.  To  Bed,  to  Bed;  there's  knocking  at  the  Gate: 
Come,  come,  comr,   come,   give   me  your  Hand :    whaC") 
done,  cannot  be  undone.     To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed. 

[Exit  L*df 

poB..  Will  {he  go  now  to  Bed? 

Gem.  Diredly. 

J3oB,  Foul  whifperings  are  abroad;  iinnatural deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  Troubles.  InfeAed  Minds 
To  their  deaf  Pillows  willdifcharge  their  fecreis; 
More  needs  fhe  the  Divine  than  the  Phyfician: 
God,  God  forgive  us  all.     Look  after  her» 
iRcmove  from  her  the  means  of  »U  mtio^in" 
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ftili  keep  Eyes  upon  her ;  fo  good  Night. 
My  niod  ihe  has  mated,  and  aina2*d  my  fights 
I  toink»  but  dare  not  fpeafc. 
Gem.  Good  Night,  6ood  Dodon  Exemntf 

SCENE     ir.     A  Field  ^ith  a  Wood  at 

Vifimce. 

lEnter  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  Lenox,  and  Soldiers. 

Ment.  The  EngUJb  Power  is  near,  led  on  by  Aidlqelm^ 
His  Uncle  Sejwardy  and  the  good  Macdnff. 
Kerenges  burn  in  them :  For  their  dear  caufes 
Excite  the  mortified  Man. 

jf^*  Near  Pirnam  Wood 
Shall  we  meet  them,  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Gtih.  Who  knows  if  Donalbaine  be  with  his  Brother? 

Len^  For  certain,  Sir,  he  is  not  e  I  have  a  File 
Of  all  the  Gentry ;  there  is  Sejward^s  Son, 
And  many  unruff  Youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  Manhood. 

Menu  What  does  the  Tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Dmjindne  he  flrongly  foitifie^ ; 
Some  fay  he's  mad :  Others,  that  lefler  hate  him. 
Do  call  it  valiant  Fury,  but,  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper^d.  Capfe  .^ '. 

Within  the*  belt  of  Rule.  0. 

-/fog.  Now  do's  he  feel 
His  (ecret  Murthers  (licking  on  his  hands,  ^ 
Now  minutely  Revolts  upraid  his  faith<»breacb : 
Thefe  he  commands  n^t  only  in  command,  * 

Nothing  iti  love :  Now  doe^  he  feel  bis  Title  i 

H4ng'  loofe  about  him,  like  a  Giant's  Robe 
Upon  a  Dwarfifti  Thief.   ;  - 

Ment.  Who  then  (hall  blame 
His  pefter*d  Senfes  to  r^^oy  1, :  and  ftarr. 
When  all  that  is  within  him  db's  condemn.^  . 
It  felfforb^ingtherct      , 

Ckth.  Well, .  march  we  oiu 
To  give  Obedience  where  'ris  iffxh/  ow'd : 
Meet  we  the  Mfid'ciae  of  the  fiddr  WeaL  . 

And 

1 


The  Tragedy  of  Machethy  I       1357 

And  with  him  pour  we^  in  our  Country's  purge. 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs. 
To  dew  the  Sovereign  Flowers  and  drown  the  Weedf* 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam.  [Exttinn 

SCENE     IIL      The  Caftli. 

Enter  Macbeth,  DoSfor^  and  jinensUnts. 

Mach.  Bring  me  no  more  Reports,  let  them  fly  all : 
*Tj11  Birnam  Wood  remove  to  Dt$nJ$nan9f 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.    What's  the  Boy,  Makalme  f  |     ^ 
Was  he  not  born  of  Woman  ?  The  Spirits  that  know 
All  mortal  Confequences,  have  pronounc'd  me  thus : 
Fear  not,  Macbeth^  no  Man  that's  born  of  Woman 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee.    Then  fly  falfe 
And  mingle  with  the  Englijh  Epicures, 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  fag  with  doubt,  nor  fliake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant* 
The  Devil  damn  thee  blacky  thou  cream-fac'd  Lown  s 
Where  got'fl:  thou  that  Goofe-Look^ 

&r.  There  are  ten  thoufand 

Macb.  Gcefe,  Villain? 

Ser.  Soldiers^  Sir. 
.  Mdcb.  Go,  prick  thy  Face,  and  over-red  thy  fearj 
Thou  LiUy.liver'd  Boy.    What  Soldiers,  Patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  Soul,  thofe  Linnen  Check  of  thine 
Are  Counfellours  to  fear.    What  Soldiers,  Whay-face  ? 

Ser.  The  Englijh  Force,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Mack  Take  thyPacehencc— -&;/««/— -I'm fick at hear^J 

When  I  behold Seji^n^  I  fay ! Wm  P^^ 

Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difeafe  me  now. 
I  have  liv*d  long  enough  :  My  way  of  Life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  Sear,  the  yellow  Leaf, 
And  that  which  (hould  accompany  old  Age^ 
As  Honour,  Love,  Obedience,  Troops  of  Friends^ 
I  mufl  not  look  to  have  :  But  in  their  ftead, 
Gurfes,  not  loud  but  deep,    Mouth^honour  breath. 
Which  the  poor  Heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  nott 
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Emer  Seyton. 

Siji  Whit's  yout  Gracious  pleafure  ? 

M4icb.  What  News  more ! 

Sej.  All  is  confinn*d,  my  Lord,  which  was  reported. 

Aidcb.  ril  fight,  'ciU  from  my  Bones  my  Flelh  is  hackrJ 

live  me  my  Armour^ 

Sej.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb.  rilputiton: 
Send  out  moreHorfes^  skir  the  Country  round. 
Hang  thofe  that  ftand  in  fean    Give  me  mine  Armour. 
Now  do's  your  Patient,  DodorS 

DqS.  Notfofickt  myLordt 
As  (he  is  troubled  with  thick*coming  Fancies^ 
'  iThat  keep  her  froni  her  reft. 

Mucb.  Cure  her  from  that ; 
Canft  thou  not  miaifter  to  a  Mind  difeas'd^ 
Pluck  from  the  Memory  a  rooted  Sorrow, 
Raife  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  Brain, 
'And  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  Antidote, 
Cleanfe  the  ftuft  Bofome  of  that  perillous  ftufTi 
.Which  weighs  upon  the  Heart  ?^ 

DpSt.  Therein  the  Pati^t 
'  Muft  minilier  unto  himfelf* 

AdMcb.  Throw  Phyfick  to  the  Dogf^ril  none  of  it^ 
Come^  put  my  Armour  on,  give  me  my  Sta£F. 
Sijtw^  Sendout— — ^Doftor,  the  Than&s  fly  from  me      ■  ■ 
Come,  Sir,  difpatch—- —  If  thoucouhi*ft,  Dodor,  caft 
The  wateir  of  fxiy  Land,  find  her  Difeafe, 
-And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  Health, 
I  would  applaud' thee  to  the  very  Echo, 
That.(hould  applaud  ^ain.    PuU*t  off,  I  iay— «— 
WhatRubarby  Seou,  or  wharPcu^gative  Drug, 
Would  kout  ^tOmniUJb  hence:  Hear^ft  thou  of  them  ? 

D0S.  Ay,  my  gMd  Lord  {  Your  Royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

MmcL  Brine  it  after  me ; 
I  will  not.be  amid  of  Death  and  Bane^ 
fTill  Btrmmm  Foreft  come  to  Dmnpn^t. 

Profit  again  Aould  hardly  draw  mr  here*  [BscHmii 
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SCENE    IV.     AmoJ. 

Enter  MaIcoIme,Sey ward>  MacdufF«  SeywardV  Sm^  Meotetbi 
CathnefS)  Angus,  and  Seldiers  marching;, 

AfaL  Coufin,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  handy 
That  Chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Sejw.  What  Wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Afent.  The  Wood  of  Birnam. 

MaL  Let  every  Soldier  hew  him  down  aBough,' 
And  bear't  before  him,  thereby  (hall  we  ihadow 
The  numbers  of  our  Hoft,  and  .make  difcovVy 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Seyw.  We  learn  no  other»  but  the  confident  Tyrant, 
Keeps  ftill  in  DunfinMnc,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before't. 

MaL  *Tis  his  main  hope : 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given. 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  die  Revoir, 
And  none  ferve  with  him,  but  conftrained  things 
Whofe  Hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Set  our  beft  Cenfures 
Before  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
InduArious  Soldier(hip« 

Sejw.  The  time  app^oaches, 
That  wiil  with  due  decision  make  us  know 
What  we  (hall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe : 
Thoughts  fpeculative,  their  unfure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  ifTue^  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate. 
Towards  which,  advance  the  War.  {jExeummdrtlm^; 

SCENE     V.     The  Caftle.      , 

£j9/^  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  SoUursmth  Drums  and  Cdkmrs. 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  Banners  on  the  outward  Walls, 
The  Cry  is  ftill,  they  come :  Our  Gaftle's  ftreng(h 
Will  laugh  a  Siege  to  fcorn..    Here  let  them  lye, 
^TiU  Famine  9nd  the  Agu^  eat  them  up  • 
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Were  they  not  forc'd  with  thofe  that  ihould  be  ours> 
We  might  have  met  them  darefu)^  Beard  to  Beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.     What  is  that  noife  f 

[A  ctjf  oi^hhin  of  Womcnl 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  Women,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.   I  hive  almod  forgot  the  tafte  of  Fears : 
The  time  has  been,  my  Sen fes  would  havecool'd 
To  hear  a  Night-fhriek,  and  my  Fell  of  Hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  Treatife  rouze,  and  ftir 
As  Life  were  in*t.    I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors^ 
Direnefs  familiar  to  my  flaughterous  Thoughts 
Cannot  once  ftart  me.     Wherefore  was  that  cry  3 

Sey.  The  Queen  (my  Lord^  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  (hould  have  dy'd  hereafter; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. 
To  morrow,  and  to  morrow,  and  to  morrow. 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day. 
To  the  laft  Syllable  of  Recorded  time : 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  Fools 
The  way  to  ftudy  death*     Out,  out,  brief  Candle^ 
Life's  but  a  walking  Shadow,  a  poor  Player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more.     It  is  a  Tale 
Told  by  an  Ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Thou  com'ft  to  ufe  thy  Tongue:  thy  ftory  quicklyj 

Mef.  My  Gracious  Lord, 
I  ihould  report  that  which  I  fay  I  faw» 
But  know  not  how  to  do't. 

M4cb.  Well,   fay.  Sir. 

Mef.   As  I  did  ftand  my  Watch  upon  the  Hill^ 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam^  and  anon  methought 
The  Wood  began  to  move. 

Mjtcb.  Liar,  and  Slave.*  [Strikjfig  hifrt. 

Mef.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if  t  be  not  fo : 
Within  this  three  mile,  you  may  fee  it  coming. 
I  fav.  a  moving  Grove. 

M^cb.  If  thou  fpeatft  falfe. 
Upon  the  next  Tree  (halt  thou  hang  alive 
*TilI  Famine  cling  thee  :  If  thy  Speech  be  footh^ 
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I  care  not  if  thou  do'ft  for  me  as  [muclu 

I  pull  in  Refolution,  and  begin 

To  doubt  the  Equivocation  of  the  Fiend» 

That  lies  like  truth.    Fear  not,  'till  Birnam  Wood 

Do  come  to  Dunjinane^  and  now  a  Wood 

Comes  toward  Dnnfinane.    Arm»  arm,  and  out; 

If  this  which  he  avouches  do*s  appear. 

There  is  no  flying  hence^  nor  tarrying  here ; 

I  'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  Sun, 

And  wifti  th'  cftate  o'  th*  World  were  now  undone. 

R  ing  the  alarum  Bell,  blow  Wind>  come  wrack^ 

At  leaft  we'll  die  with  Harnefs  on  our  back.  [Exeunu 

S  C  E  N  E   VI.     Before  MacbcthV  CaJiU. 

Enter  Malcolme,  Sey  ward,  Macdu£F,  and  their  Armj, 

with  BoHghs» 

MaU  Now  near  enough :  your  Leavy  Screens  throw  down^ 
And  (hew  like  thofe  you  are  :  You  (worthy  Uncle) 
Shall  with  my  Coufin,  your  right  Noble  Son, 
Lead  our  firft  Battel.     Worthy  Macdnjf^  and  wc 
Shall  take  upon^s  what  elfe  remains  to  do 
According  to  our  order, 

Sejw.  Fare  you  well :  • 

Do  we  but  find  the  Tyrant's  power  to  Night,' 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cahnot  fight. 

Macd.  Make  all  our  Trumpets  fpeak,  give  them  all  breathy 
Thofe  clamorous  Harbingers  of  Blood  and  Death.      \Exet$nt. 

\Alarnmi  C9ntinH9d. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

MMb.  They  have  ty*d  me  to  a  ftake,  I  cannot  fly, 
But  Bcar^like  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.    What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  Woman  ?  Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  Seyward. 

To.  Sejw.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 

Macb.  Thoul't  be  afraid  to  hear  xtl 

To.  Sejw.  No :  though  thou  call^ft  thy  fclf  a  hotter  Name 
Than  any  is  in  Hell. 

Macb.  My  Name's  ^^^ibt 

Vol.    v.  \3  /^*- 
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To.  Sepp.  The  Devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  Titfe 
More  hateful  to  mine  Ear. 

Macb.  No,'  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Sejw.   Thou  lieft,  thou  abhorred  Tyrantywith  my 
Sword  ril  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeak'ft. 

[Fi^ht^  and  Toang  Scy^^d's  Jlaini 

Macb.  Thou  waff  born  of  Woman ; 
But  Swords  I  fmile  at.  Weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandiih'd  by  Man  that's  of,  a  Woman  born.  [Exit. 

Ahrumi.    Emer  Macduffl 

Aiacd.  That  way  the  noife  is :  Tyrant,  flicw  thy  Face, 
If  thou  be'ft  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine. 
My  Wife  and  Childrens  Ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill :' 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kerner^  whofe  arms 
Are  hir*d  to  bear  their  Staves;  either  thou,  Macbethy 
Or  elfe  my  Sword  with;  an  unbatter'd  edge 
I  (heath  again  undceded.'    There  thou  fliould'ftbe 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited^    Let  me  fin^  him^  Fortune, 
And  more  I  bpg  not,  [Exit.     jiWt$mf^ 

£^r^r  M^lcolme  and  Sey  ward. 

Sejw.  This  way,  my  tord,  the  Caftle^s  gently  rendered : 
The  Tyrant's  People,  on  both  fides  do  fight. 
The  noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  War, 
The  day  almoft  it  felf  profcffes  yours. 
And  little  is  to  do, 

Afal.  We  have  met  with  Foes 
That  flrike  befide  us. 

Sc)w.  Enter,  Sir,  the  Caftle.  {Exeuni.    Atarnm^ 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  fhould  1  play  the  Roman  Fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  Sword  ?  whilfl  I  fqe  lives,  the  gafties 
Z)o  better  upon  theoh  , 

^  Enur  MacduiE, 

Macd.  Turn  Hell-hound,  turn. 

Macb.  Of  all  MeQ.dfe  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  Soul  is  too  much  charged 
With  Blood  of  thine  already. 

A&cW,r  have  na- words, 
^y  Voice  is  in  my  Sword,  thou  bloodier  Villain 
^"Hjjl^an  terms  can  give  thee  out,  [/iS^*    Ahia^tt^ 
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Mdck  Thott  lofcft  labour^ 
As  eade  may*ft  thou  the  intrentham:  Air 
With  thy  keen  Sword  imprefs*  as  tbakeme  bleed: 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  Crefts, 
I  bear  a  charmed  Life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  Woman  born. 

Afacd.  Defpair  thv  Charm^ 
And  let  the  Angel  wnbm  thoii  ftill  haft  fetv^d 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  Mother's  Womb 
Untimely  rip'd. 

Mack  Accurfed  be  that  tongile  that  tells  me  fo| 
For  it  hath  Cow*d  my  better  part  of  Man : 
And  be  thefe  Jugling  Fiends  no  more  believ*di 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe. 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  £ar» 
And  break  it  to  our  Hope.    1*11  iiot  fight  with  tfaeei 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee.  Coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  (hew,  and  g^ie  o'^th'  time; 
We*]]  have  thee,  as  our  Rarer-Monfters  arc 
Painted  upon  a  Pole,  and  under* wrir,^ 
Here  may  you  fee  the  Tyrant* 

Mack  I  will  not  yield 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Makplm's  Feet^ 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  Rabbles  Curfe. 
Though  Biirnam  Wood  be  come  to  DmHjmani^~^ 
And  thou  oppos'd^  being  of  no  Woman  bom. 
Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.    Before  my  Body, 
I  throw  my  Warlike  Shield  ;  Lay  on  Macduff^ 
And  damn'd  be  him,  that  firft  cries  hold,  enotrgh^ 

[Exennt  j^hting.    AUrUtmil 
Enter  figbiiHgt  and  Macbeth  isjlain. 
RetriM  and  FUnriJhi      Enter  vfith  Drmm  and  Cokmrif 
MaIcolme»  Seyward^  Roffe,  Thanes,  and   Soldiirs. 

Mai.  I  would  the  Friends  we  mifs^  were  fafe  arriv*d» 

Sepif.  Somie  muft  go  off:  and  yet  hf  thefe  I  fee. 
So  great  a  daiy  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macdnff  is  fbiffing,  and  your  noble  Son. 

Roffi^  Your  Son,  my  Lord,  has  paid  arSoldier^s0ebfi 
He  only  Iiv*d  but  'till  he  was  a  Man, 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  Prowefs  ^nfirtn'dy 
In  the  aoftrinkinj^  ftacion  where  he  fought^ 

t7  %  %^ 
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But  like  a  Man  he  dy'd. 
Stjw.  Then  he  is  dead  { 

Hoffe.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  Fields  your  aufc  of  forw^ 
Muft  not  be  ^sneafur^d  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 
Sejw.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 
Rojfe.  Ay,  on  the  Front. 
Sepif.  Why  then^  God's  Soldier  be  he  i 
Had  I  as  many  Sons  as  I  have  Hairs* 
1  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death : 
And  fo  his  Knell  is  knoH'd. 

MaU  He*s  worth  more  forrow^ 
tAnd  that  ril  fpend  for  him. 

Sejw.  ^e's  worth  no  more^i 
They  fay<:he  parted  well,  and  paid  hii  fcorei 
And  fo  <3fA  be  with  him.    Here  comes  newer  comfort. 
Enter  Macduff  with  Macbeth*^  Head. 
Maed.  Hail,  King!  for  fo  thou  art.  Behold,  where  ftanc 
iTh'  Ufurper*s  Curfed  Head ;  the  time  is  free : 
I  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  Kingdom's  Peen, 
That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  Minds : 
Whofe  Voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine. 
Hail  King^  of  ScotUnd. 

AH.  Hail,  King  of  Scotland.  [Th^ifi^ 

Mai.  We  (hall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time. 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  feveral  loves. 
And  make  us  even  with  you.  My  Thanes  and  Kinfmen 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  Honour  nam'd :  What's  more  to  do 
yrhich  wopld  be  planted  newly  with  the  time. 
As  calling  home  pur  exil'd  Friends  abroad. 
That  fled  the  Snares  of  watchful  Tyranny, 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  Minifters 
Of  this  dead  Butcher,  and  his  Fiend-like  Queen; 
Who  (as  *tis  thought)  by  felf  and  violent  hands. 
Took  off  her  Life;  This,  arid  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  Grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  Meafure,  Time  and  Place  i 
So  Thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
^IVhom  we  iovitCi  to  fee  u)  Crown'd  at  Seono. 

{jFlmriJb.    SxmH^ 
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ACT   I.     SCENE    L 

SCENE  An  of  en  Place  before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Bernardo  and  Fraticifco,  two  Centinels. 

BERN-ARDO. 
Hd's  there  ? 

Fran.  Nay,    anfwer  mc:  Stmd  and  unfold 
your  felf. 
ker.  Long  live  the  King. 
Fran.  Bernardo? 
Ber.  He, 

Fra».  You  come  moft  carefully  upon  your  hour. 
Ber.  'Tis  now  ftruck  Twelve,  get  thee  to  Bed,  Fraticifco. 
FrAtf.  For  this  relief,  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold. 
And  I  am  fick  at  Hearr. 

Ber.  Have  yon  had  quiet  Guard? 
Fran.  Not  a  Mriufe  ftirring, 

Ber.  Well,  good  Night.     If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and 
AturcellHs,  the  Rivals  of  my  Watch,  bid  them  make  hjftc. 
Enter  Horatio  asd  Marcellus. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hcar^m._  Swidv  '«\«i^^!&«t\^  

Jfor.  Friendsto  ■ 
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M4r^  And  Li^e«nien  to  the  Domc. 

Iran,  Give  you  good  Night. 

Mar.  O,  farewel)  honeft  Soldier»  who  hath  rdiev'd  you  ? 

Frafh  B^nard^  has  my  place :  give  you  good  Night. 

[E:(it  Francifco. 

Mar.  Holla,  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,  Horatioj  welcome,  good  Marallus^ 

Mar.  What*  has  this  thing  appear'd again  to  Nighty 

Bor.  I  havi;  feen  nothing,    . 

Mar.  Horatio  fays,'  'lis  but  our  Phantafie,^ 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Toi|f:hing  this  dreaded  %ht,  twice  feen  of  us. 
Therefore  I  have  intreated  him  along, 
With  us>  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  Night* 
That  if  again  this  Apparition  cofne, 
He  may  approve  our  Eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it, 

Hor.  Tufli,  tuih, /twill  not  appc^^ 

Bor.  Sit  down  a  while, 
'And  let  us  once  again  aflfail  your  Ears,  :t 

That  ^re  fo  fortified  a»inft  our  ftory, 
,What  we  two  Nights  nave  feen. 

Hor.  Well,  fit  wc  ^own. 
And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  (peak  of  t|iis« 

Ber.  Laft  Night  of  all,  i 

When  yon  fame  Star,  that's  Wefl ward  from  the  PoIe« 
Had  made  his  courfe  t*  illume  that  part  of  |4eav'f| 
Where  now  it  bums,  MaroeUus  and  my  felf, 
^The  Bell  then  beating  one  ■ 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off  r 

•     '  Enter  the  Ghofi. 
Look  where  if:  comes  again. 

Be¥.  In  the  fame  figure  like  the  King'that*s  dead. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  Scholar,  fpeak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  King?  Msivk it ^Hfratiio. . 

Hor.  Mod  like :  It  harrows  me.  with  fear  and  wonderi 

2ir.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 

^  Mar.  Qaeflion  it,  Horatio. 

Hot.  What  art  thou  that  ufurp'ft  this  time  of  Night# 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlikefonD^ 
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In  which,  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark^ 

Did  fometimes  march  {  byHeav'n^  I  charge  thef»  fpeak* 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See  \  it  ftalks  away. 

H^r.  Stay;   fpeak;    fpeak:  I  charge  thee*  fpeak. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anfwer.    . 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatiol  you  tremble  and  look  pale ; 
Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  Pbantafie  { 
What  think  you  on't  ? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe. 
Without  the  fenHble  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  Eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King  ? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf, 
Such  was  the  very  Armour  he  had  on. 
When  he  th*  ambitious  Norway  combated  i 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle. 
He  fmote  the  fledded  Pole-axe  on  the  Ice, 
'Tis  ftrangc ^ 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before^  and  juft  at  this  fame  Hour^ 
With  Martial  fialk,  hath  he  gone  by  our  Watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not :    ■ 
But  in  the  grofs  and  fcope  of  my  opinion. 
This  boads  fome  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar.  Good  now  (it  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  know5» 
Why  this  fame  Arid  and  moft  obfervant  Watch^ 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjed  of  the  Land: 
And  why  fuch  daily  caft  of  Brazen  Cannon 
And  foreign  Mart  for  Implements  of  War : 
Why  fuch  Imprefs  of  Shipwrights,  whofe  fore  Task  ' 

Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  Week. 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  Night  joint-labourer  with  the  day  : 
Who  is't  that  can  infornn  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I, 
At  leaft  the  Whifper  goes  fo.  Our  laft  King* 
Whofe  Image  even  but  now  appeared  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  FortiHbras  of  Norway^ 
(  Thereto  prick*d  on  by  a  moft  emulate  pride  ) 
Dar*dto  the  combat.    In  which,  our  valiaat  HAmUt^ 
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/For  To  this  fide  of  our  known  World  efteem*d  him) 

Did  flay  this  F^rtrnkras  :  ,vho  by  a  feal*d  Compad, 

Well  ratified  by  X.a w,  and  Heraldry^     . 

Bid  forfeit,  with  his  Life^  all  thofe  his  Lands 

Which  he  ftood  feiK^d  on,  to  the  Conqueror  : 

Againft  the  which,'  a  Moiety  competent 

Was  gaged  by  our  Kipg;  which  had  returned 

To  the  Inheritance  of /^49r/#iyAr4x, 

Had  he  been  Vanquifti^j  as  by  the  fame  Cov'nant 

And  carriage  of  the  Ai;ticle  defign*d« 

His  fell  to  Hamlit.    -Now  Slir^  young  Fortinbrds^ 

Of  unimproved  Mettle  hot  and  full,. 

Hath  in  the  skirts  oi  NorwAj^  liere  and  there* 

Shark*d  up  a  Lift  pf  Landlefs  Refolutes, 

For  Food  and  Dy et ;  to  fome  enterprize 

That  hath  a  Stomach  in't:  which  is  no  other^ 

And  it  doth  well  appear*  unto  our  State, 

But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  Hand 

And  terms  compulfative,  tho^  forefaid' Lands 

So  by  his  father  loft:  and  this,  I  take  it. 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  Preparations* 

The  fource  of  this  our  ^atch,  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  Poft-hafte,.  and  Romage  in  the  Land. 

Ber.  I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  even  To  : 
Well  may  it  fort  that  this  portentous  Figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  Watch  fo  like  the  King, 
That  was,  and  is  the  Queftion  of  thefe  Wars. 

Hor.  A  Mote  it  is  to  drouble  the  Mind's  Eye. 
In  the  moft  high  and  6ouri(hing  State  of  R9m^9 
A  little  e'er  the  mightieft  Jt^Um  felL 
"^he  Graves  ftood  Tenantlefst  and  the  ftieeted  Dead 
Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  RomM  Streets, 
S'tars  (hon  with  Trains  of  Fire,  I>ews  of  Blood  fe!L 
Pifafters  veird  the  Sun,  and  the  moift  Star, 
Upon  whofe  Inftaence  Neftnnc^  Empire  ftandf. 
Was  fick  almoft  to  Doom's-day  with  Eclipfe; 
And  even  the  like  Precurfe  of  fierce  Events, 
As  Harbingers  preceding  ftiU  the  Fates, 
And  Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on^ 
Have  Heav'n  and  Earth  together  demonfirated 
IJnto  ou^  Climatures  and  C(Hii^ry*men<» .  ^ 

EfAn 
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Enter  Ghoft  again. 
Butfofr,  behold  I  Lo,  where  jt  coitics  again  f 
rU  crofs  it,  though  it  blaft  me. '  Stay,  Illufion  f 

[SfreadingbiiArmr; 
II  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufc  of  Voice,  '  * 

Speak  to  me.    If  there  be  any  goofi  thing  to  be  done» 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  tp  me  s  fpeak  to  me. 
If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Country'!  Fate, 
Which  happily  fore-knowing  may  avoid.  Oh  fpeak  ( ■    ■    ^m_ . 
Or,  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  Life 
Extorted  Treafure  in  the  womb  of  Earth,         [Cock  Crtnvu 
For  which,  they  fay,  you  Spirits  oft  walk  laDeatfa; 
Speak  of  it.    Stay,  and  fpeak— *-Stop  it,  MarceUm  ■. 

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  at  it  with  nay  Panizao  { 

Hor.  rDo»  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Ber.  'Tis  here' 

Hor.  'Tis here-       » 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  \Exit  Ghofi^- 

We  do  it  wrong*  being  fo  Majeftical, 
To  ofiFer  it  the  ftiew  of  Violence ; 
I^or  it  is  as  the  Air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows,  malicious  mockery, 

Bn".  It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  Cock  crew. 

tlor.  And  then  it  ftarted  like  a  jEjuilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  Summons.     I  have  heard,     . 
The  Cock  that  j$  the  Trumpet  to  the  day. 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  ihrill-founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  Day :  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  Sea,  or  Fire,  in  Earth,  or  Air, 
Th'  extravagant  and  erring  Spirit  hyes 
To  his  Connne.    And  of  the  truth  herein. 
This  prefent  ObjeA  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  Cock. 
Some  fay,  that  ever  'gainft  that  feafoa  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour  s  Birth  is  celebrated. 
The  Bird  of  Dawning  finseth  all  Night  long  : 
And  then,  they  fay,  no  Spirit  dares  walk  abroad. 
The  Nights  are  wholfome,  then  no  Planets  ftrike. 
No  Fairy  takes,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  chann  s 
So  haIlow*d,  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 

ffor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  pait\>t\\t\t  vx%: 
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But  look,  the  Morn  in  RufTet^Mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  Dew  of  yon  high  Eaftern  Hill^ 
Break  we  our  Watch  up,  and  by  my  advice 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  Night 
JJnio  young  HamUt.    For  upon  my  life. 
This  Spirit)  dumb  to  us.  Will  fpeak  to  him ; 
Do  you  confent  we  fiiall  acquaint  him  with  it,^ 
As  needful  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar.  Let's  do%  I  pray^  and  I  this  Morning  know 
^Vhere  we  ihall  find  him  moft  ponveniently.  [Exe$uu. 

^  C  E  N  E     IL      The  Palace. 

Emir  theKing^  Quien^  Ophelia,  Hamlet,  Polonius,  Laertes, 
Voltimand,  Cornelius,  Lords  and  jittendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  HamUt  our  dear  Brother's  Death, 
The  Memory  be  green ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  Hearts  in  grief*  and  our  whole  Kingdoiq 
To  be  contrafted  in  one  brow  of  woe; 
Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  fought  withNature» 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him. 
Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves. 
Therefore  our  fometimes  Sifler,  now  our  QgeenJ 
Th*  Imperial  Jointrefs  of  this  warlike  State* 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy. 
With  one  Aufpicious,  and  one  dropping  Eye, 
With  Mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  Dirge  in  Marriage* 
In  equal  Scale  weighing  Delight  and  Dole, 
Taken  to  Wife.   Nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely-  gone 
With  this  Affair  along,  for  all  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know  young  Fortinbra^^ 
Holding  a  weak  fuppofal  of  our  worth ; 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  Brother's  death. 
Our  State  to  be  disjoint,  and  out  of  frame, 
CoUeagued  with  this  Dream  of  his  Advantage; 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pefter  us  with  ]VIeflage^ 
Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  Lands 
Lofl  by  his  Father,  with  all  Bonds  of  Law 
To  our  moft  valiant  Brother.    So  much  for  hiau' . 
Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting: 

—     Thu^ 


.\-^  •■•r  '•  '.  ••■.T''i  ■■■  •J""^' 
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Thus  much  the  Bufinefs  is.    We  have  here  writ 
To  Norwajf  Uncle  of  jroung  F^rtinbras^ 
Who  impotent  and  bedrid,  icarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  Nephew^s  pufpofe,  to  lupprefs 
His  further  Gate  herein;    In  that  tne  Levies^ 
The  Lifts,  and  full  Proportions  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  SubjeAs;  and  we  here  difpatdi 
YoUf  good  Cornelius  J  and  yott  Viltimandf 
For  bearing  of  this  greeting  to  old  Ninwujw 
Giving  to  you  no  further  perfonal  Power 
Of  Treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  (cope 
Of  thefe  dilated  Articles  allow. 
Farewel,  and  let  your  haft e  commend  your  Duty. 
FoL  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  fliew  our  Duty! 
King.  We  doubt  in  nothing,  heartily  farewel. 

[f^TMuir  Vdcimand  iW  Cornelius* 
And  now  Laertes,  what's  the  News  with  you  ? 
You  told  us  of  fome  Suit.    What  is't,  Liertesi. 
You  cannot  fpeak  of  Reafon  to  the  Dsnef 
And  lofe  your  Voice.    What  wouldft  thou  l^  L^ertesi^  , 
That  (hall  not  be  my  Offer,  not  thy  Asking? 
*!* he  Head  is  not  more  native  to  the  Heart, 
The  Hand  more  Inftrumental  to  the  Mouth, 
Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  Father* 
What  wouldft  thou  have,  Laertesl 

Laer.  Dread  myXord, 
Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France; 
From  whence,  though  willingly  I  cxOketoDenmaTl^ 
To  ftiew  my  Duty  in  vour  Coronation, 
Yet  now  I  muft  confefs,  that  Duty  done. 
My  Thoughts  and  Wishes  bend  again  towards  France^ 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  Leave  and  Pardon. 

King.  Have  you  jjour  Father's  leave  ?  m4iat  fajrs  folonius^ 
Pol.  He  hath,  my  Lord,  by  hbourfome  Petition, 
Wrung  from  me  my  flow  Leave;  'and  at  laft 
Upon  his  Will  I  feal'd  my  hard  Confent ; 
I  do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  Hour,  Laortesy  time  be  thine>         J 
And  thy  bcft  graces ;  fpend  it  at  thy  Will. 
But  now,  my  Coufin  HamUtj  and  my  Son  ■  ■  I 

Ham.  A  Utde more  thaukin^  mdV&i2tasv>KsA^ 
Xm£.  How  ii  iC'tiat  thtQ0«yAs  fiaail\«P%<a0^^^>^\ 
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Ham.  Not  fo,  my  Lord,  I  am  too  much  i*th*  Sun. 

(Queeft.  Good  Hamlet  caft  thy  nightly  colour  oflF, 
And  let  thine  Eye  look  like  a  Friend  on  Denmark. 
Doi  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  Lids, 
Seek  for  thy  noble  Father  m  the  duft; 
Thou  know'ft  'tis  common,  all  that  live  muft  die, 
Pafling  through  Nature  to  Eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  Madam,  it  is  common. 

QueeHl  If  it  be; 
Why  feems  itfo  particular. with  thee? 

Ham:  Seems,  Madam?  Nay,  it  is;  I  know  not  Seenis: 
Tis  not  alone  my  Inky  Cloak,  good  Mother, 
Nor  cuftomary  Suits  of  folemn  Black, 
Ndr  windjr  Sjfpiration  of  forc'd  breath. 
No,  rior  the  fruitful  River  in  thi?  Eye, 
Nor  the  dejeded  baviour  of  the  Vifage, 
Together  with  all  Forms,  Moods,  (hews  of  Griefi 
That  can  denote  me  truly.   Thefe  indeed  Seem, 
For  they  are  Anions  that  a  Man  might  play; 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  pafleth  fhow : 
Thefe,  but  the  Trappings,  and  the  Suits  of  woe.' 

King.  'Tis  fwcet  and  commendable  in  your  Nature,  Hamlet^ 
iTo  give  thefe  mourning  Duties  to  your  Father: 
But  you  muft  know,  your  Father  loft  a  Father, 
That  Father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  Surviver  bound 
In  filial  Obligation,  for  fome  term 
To  do  obfcquious  Sorrow.     But  to  perfeverc 
tn  obftinate  Condolcment,  \%  a  courfe 
Of  impious  Stubbornnefs.     'Tis  unmanly  Grief^ 
It  ftiews  a  Will  moft  rincorreft  to  Heav  n, 
A  Heart  unfortified,  a  Mind  impatient. 
An  Underftandingfimple,  and  unfchool'd: 
For  what  we  know  muft  be^  and  is  as  commonj 
As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe. 
Why  (hould  we,  in  our  peevifli  Oppofitjon, 
Take  it  to  Hearr?  Fie !  'Tis  a  fault  to  Heav'n, 
A  fault  againft  the  Dead,  a  fault  to  Nature; 
To  Kealbn  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  TheaA 
Is  death  of  Fathers,  ^d  who  ft  ill  hath  cry'd. 
From  the  firft  Coarfe,  'till  he  that  died  to  Day^ 
This  muft  be  fo.    We  pray  you  throw  to  Earth 

This 


This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us. 
As  of  a  Father :  For  let  the  World  take  note. 
You  are  the  mpft  immediate  to  our  Throne, 
A  nd  with  no  lefs  Nobility  of  Love, 
Than  that  which  deareft  Father  bears  his  Son, 
Do  I  impart  towards  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  School  to  Wittenberi^ 
It  is  mod  retrograde  to  our  De(ire : 
And  we  befeech  you^  bend  you  to  remain 
Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  Eye, 
Our  chiefeft  Courtier^  Coufin^  and  our  Son. 

Onicn.  Let  not  thy  Mother  lofe  her  Prayers,  Hamlet i 
I  pmhee  ftay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  fh all  in  all  my  beft  obey  you.  Madam. 

King.  Why  'tis  a  loving,  and  a  fair  Reply, 
Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark^    Madam,  come. 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  Heart,  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  Health  that  Denmark,  drinks  to  Day^ 
But  the  great  Cannon  to  the  Clouds  ihall  tell. 
And  the  Kings  Rowfe,  the  Heav'n  (hall  bruit  again, 
Re-(peaking  earthly  Thunder.    Come  away.  [Exeunu 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  (y  that  this  too  too  folid  Fleih  would  melt. 
Thaw,  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a  Dew ; 
Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  Cannon  'gainft  felf  flaughter.  O  Godf  O  God  f 
How  weary,  ftale,  fiat,  and  unprofitable 
Seems  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  World* 
Fie  on't  I  O  fie !  ^tis  an  unweeded  Garden 
That  grows  to  Seed ;  things  rank,  and  grofs  in  Nature 
Poflefs  it  meerly.     That  it  fiiould  come  to  this ; 
But  two  Months  dead;  nay,  not  fo  much;  not  two,— — 
So  excellent  a  King,  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  Satyr :'  So  loving  to  my  Mother, 
That  he  permitted  6ot  the  Winds  of  Heav'n 
Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly.    Heav'n  and  Earth ! 
Mufl  I  remember?*-— why  (he  would  hang  on  hiro,^ 
As  if  increafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on;  and  yet  within  a  Month?—— 
Let  me  not  think  oft*t-;-FraiJty,  thy  Name  is  Woman : 

\ 
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A  little  Month  I  ——or  e'er  thofe  Shooes  were  oId> 
With  which  (he  foUow'd  my  poor  Father*s  Body> 

Like  Nhh^  all  tears Why  ftie,  even  fhe,- — ^ 

O  Heaven !  A  Beaft  that  wants  difcouffe  of  Reafon 
Would  have  rnourn'd  longer — ^married  with  mine  Uncle, 
My  Father's  Brother ;  but  no  more  like  my  Father, 

Than  I  to  Herculei.    Within  a  Month  ! 

E'er  yet  the  fait  of  moft  unrighteous  Tears 
Had  left  the  ^uihing  of  her  gauled  Eyes, 
She  married.     O  moft  wicked  fpeed»  to  poft 
With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  Sheets : 
It  is  not>  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good. 
But  break,  my  Heart,  for  I  muft  hold  myTonguc# 
£ntir  Horatio,  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  Lordftiip. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well, 
HoratiOi  or  I  do  forget  my  felf. 

Hor.  The  fame,  my  Lord,  and  your  poor  Servant  ever* 

Ham.  Sir,  my  good  Friend,  I'll  change  that  Name  witb 
you: 
And  what  make^  you  from  Wittenberg^  Horatio  i 
Marcellus !         \ 


Mar.  My  good  Lord- 


Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you ;  good  even.  Sir. 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg  I 

Hor*  A  trilant  Difpofition,  good  my  Lord. 

Ham*  I  would  not  have  your  Enemy  fay  fo ; 
Nor  (hall  you  do  mine  Ear  that  Violence, 
To  make  it  trufter  of  your  own  report 
Againft  your  felf.    I  know  you  are  no  Truant; 
But  what  is  your  Affair  in  Eljinoori 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  e*er  you  depart. 

Hor.  My  Lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  Father's  FuneraL 

Ham.  I  prithee  do  not  mock  me.  Fellow  Student ; 
I  think  it  was  to  fee  my  Mother's  Wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed, 'my  Lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Heratio:  The  Funeral  bak'd  Mcitt 
Did  coldly  furnifti  forth  the  Marriage  Tables ; 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  Heav*n, 
E'er  I  had  ever  feen  that  Day>  Horatio. 

My 
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My  Father,-- — methinks  I  fee  m  y  t'athcr. 

H^r.  O  where,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  In  my  Mind's  Eye,  Horatio. 

Hot.  I  faw  him  oiice,  he  was  a  goodly  King. 

Ham.  He  was  a  Man,  take  him' for  all  in  all, 
I  (hould  not  look  upon  his  hke  again^ 

Hor.  My  Lord,  I  think  I  faw  him  yefternight. 

Ham.  Saw  !  Who?  ■  ■ 

Hor.  My  Lord,  the  King  your  Father. 

Ham.  The  King  my  Father  I 

Hor.  Seafon  your  Admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  Ear;  •till  I  may  deliver 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 
This  marVel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  HeavVs  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  Nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen^ 
Marccllus  and  Bernardo^  on  their  Watch, 
In  the  dead  wade  and  middle  of  the  Night, 
Been  thus  encountred.     A  figure  like  your  Father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exadly.  Cap  a  fe^ 
Appears  before  themjjfcd  with  folemn  March 
Goes  flow  and  ftatehJr  By  them  thrice  he  walk'd. 
By  their  oppreft  aneffear-furprized  £yes, 
Within hisTruncheon*s  length;  whilftthey, be-ftilW 
Almoft  to  Jelly  with  the  Aft  of  fear. 
Stand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him.    This  to  me 
In  dreadful  fecrecy  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  Night  kept  the  Watch; 
tVhere,  as  they  had  delivered  both  in  time. 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  goodj 
The  Apparition  comes*    I  knew  your  Father : 
Thefe  Hands  are  not  ittore  like. 

Ham.  But  ^here  was  this? 

Mar.  My  Lord,  upon  the  Platforift  where  w'e  watch t. 

iKi«^.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it? 

Hor.  My  Lord,  I  did;'.  '        . 
But  anfwer  made  it  none;  yet  ohce  methougbt     _ 
It  lifted  up  its  Head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  felf  to  Motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeak  : 
But  even  then,  the  Morning  Cock  crew  loud\ 
And  at  the  found  it  flirunk  in  hafts  ^^^^^  ,     , 

Vol.   v.     \^  X-  fe-^' 
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And  vanilht  from  our  fight. 

Ham.  Tis  very  ftrange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honourable  Lord,  'tis  true; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  Duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me* 
Hold  you  the  Watch  to  Night  i 

Both.  We  do,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you  ? 

Both.  Arm'd,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

Both.  My  Lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  Face? 

H4fr.  O  yes,  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up. 

Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A  Countenance  more  in  Sorrow  than  in  Anger. 

Ham.  Pale,  or  red  ? 

Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fixt  his  Eyes  upon  you? 

Hor.  Moft  conftantly. 

Ham.  I  would  I  haa  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amazM  you« 

Ham.  Very  like,  very  like ;  ftaid  it  long  J 

Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  telU  hundn 

^L  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 

Ham.  His  Beard  was  grifly  ? 

Hor.  It  was,  I  have  feen  it  in  his  Life, 
ASablefilverU 

Ham.  ril  watch  to  Night ;  perchance  'twill  walk  agair 

Hor.  1  warrant  you  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  affume  my  noble  Father's  Perfon, 
111  fpeak  to  it,  tho*  Hell  it  felf  (hould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  Peace.    1  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  concealed  this  Sight ; 
Let  it  be  treble  in  your  filence  ftill: 
And  whatfoeyer  elfe  (hall, hap  to  Night,  ' 
Give  it  an  Underftanding,  lAit  no  Tongue; 
I  will  requite  your  Loves :  fo,  fare  ye  well : 
Upon  the  Platform  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
1*11  vifir  you. 

-^.  Our  duty  to  your  Honour.  [^fi^Hm.  ft 
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Ham.  Your  love,  as-  mine  to  ypii :  FareweL 
My  Father's  Spirit  in  Ad:i|9s[;Alli5  pot  well | 
I  doubt  fome  foulplay;^  wouldcbe  llt'ight  wire  come; 
'Till  then  fit  ftiU«  my  Soul ;  ioulDeeds  wUl  t\% 
Tho'  all  the  Earth  o'erwhelin  thein  to  Mens  gyes*      \ti^\ 

Entw  Laertes  W  Oohelia. 

Lmt.  My  Neceflaries  are  imback'a»  iarewel ; 
And  Sifter,  as  the  WindEs  give,  benefit^ 
And  Convoy  is  affiftant  \  doiioc  Cl^ep^ 
But  let  me  hear  from  you*  .         ,. 

Ofh.  Do  you  doubt  that  $ 

Lmt.  Por  iiamUt^  apdchetriAiagofliislalib^^^ 
Hold  it  a  fMhtot)  and  a  toy  in  31qo(4  , 
A  Violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  Htfur^     . 
t^orward,  not  permanent^  tb^o'mee^^^ 
The  fuppliance  of  a  minute  ^  iio^iiprfi 

O/^*  No  paorc  but  lb  ?;^i, 

Lmt.  Think  it  no  more  i 
For  Nature  crefcent  does  not  |row  alon^^ 
In  Thews  and  Bulb;  bwt  fi  his  Temple  waikei^ 
The  inward  fervice  of  tfae;liAtpd:tnd  Soul 
Grows  wide  withal.    Pferhapc  he  loves  you  now^  \ 
And  now  no  foil  nor  cautel  <fc>th  l:^fmerch  - 

The  virtue  of  his  Fear :  But  you  mull:  fear 
His  ^reatnefs  we.^li'di  hia  ^ill  is  not  his  owfi  \  .     *  , 
For  he  himfelf  is  fubjed  to  his  Birth; 
He  miy  nor^  as  unvalued  Pierfons  doi 
Carve  for  himfiilf ;  for»  on  his  choice  depends 
The  fandiity  and  health  of  the  whole  Sute. 
And  therefor^  muft  his  choice  be  circumfcr|!f4 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  Bod V9 
Whereof  he  is  the  Head.  Then  if  he  lays  he  10 
It  fits  your  Wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  ir^ 
As  he  in  his  peculiar  %t&  and  Ibrce 
May  give  his  faying  deed;  which  is  nofurtbeii" 
Than  the  main  Voice  of  BimmatK  g^^  withiJ*' 
Then  weigh  that  iQ&jvour  Honour  may  foftauit 
If  with  too  credent  Eair  you  lift  his  Songs» 
Or  lofe  your  Heart ;  or  your  chafte  Trediire  Opta 
To  his  unmaftered  importunity. 
Fear  it»  Oph^U4^  feari^  my  dear  Sifter; 
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And  keep  within  the  fear  of  your  AflFeftion; 
Out  of  the  (hot  and  danger  of  Defire. 
The  charieft  Maid  is  prodigal  enough^ 
If  fhe  unmask  her  Beauty  to  the  Moon : 
Virtue  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokesj 
The  Canker  galls  the  infant  of  the  Spring, 
Too  oft  before  the  Buttons  be  difclos'd, 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  Youth, 
Contagious  blaftmentsate'moft  imminent. 
Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  lies  in  fear  ; 
Youth  to  it  fclf  rebels,  though  none  elfe  near.. 

Oph.  I  (hall  th'  efFeft  of  this  good  Lcffon  keep^* 
As  Watchmen  to  my  Heaft :  But  good  my  Brotner^ 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Pallors  do. 
Shew  me  the  fteep  and  thorny  way  to  Heav'n ; 
Whilft  like  a  puft  and  recldefs  Libertine, 
Himfelf,  the  Primrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads^ 
And  reaks  not  his  own  read, 
Laer.  Oh,  fear  me  not. 

E;ifier  Volohius. 
I  ftay  too  long;  but  here  my  leather  comes : 
A  double  Bleffing  is  a  double  Grace  ; 
Occafion  fmiles  upon  a  fecond  leave. 

PoL  Yet  here,  Laertes!  aboard,  aboard  for  ihame^ 
The  Wind  fits  in  the  (houlder  of  your  Sail, 
And  you  are  ftaid  for  there.  My  Bleffing  with  you  j 
And  thefe  few  Precepts  in  thy  Memory, 
See  thou  Chafafter.  Give  thy  Thoughts  no  Tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  Thought  his  AA  : 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar ; 
The  Friends  thou  haft,  and  their  adoption  try*d. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  Soul,  with  hoops  of  Steel : 
But  do  not  dull  thy  Palm,  with  Entertainment 
Of  each  unhatch*d,  unfledg'd  Conwade.     Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  Quarrel :  J5ut  being  in 
Bear't  that  th'dppofed  may  beware  of  theei 
Give  every  Man  thine  Ear  5  but  few  thy  Voite. 
Take  each  Man's  cenfure;  but  rcferve  thy  Judgment. 
Coftly  thy  Habit  as  thy  Purfe  cin  buy ; 
But  not  expreft  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy  :  ■ 
Fjcv  the  Apparel  oft  proclaims  the  Man, 
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Atid  thev  in  Ptsi$ee  of  t^e  beft  Rank  and  ^Uti^/ 
Are  moft  feled  and  generpu^^  chief's)  thatr  '^'^ 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be;  ^  >•; 

For  Loan  oft  lajfes  both  it  felf  and  IViend:- 
A  borrowing  jjulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry*.  ^    •  '*- 
This  above  all ;'  to  thine  oUrn  (elf 'be  true  «  -  <'t 
And  it  mufl;  foUoW)  as  the  Night  the  Dayi  i    " 
Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  Man*    ^  * 
Farewel;  my^  bleffing  feafon  this  in  thee.  ?     -     'i. 

ZrH^r.  Moft  humbly  do  I  take  my  leive,  my  Lord* 

PoL  The  time  invites  ypu,  go,  your  Servants  tend.< 

Laer»  Farewel,  Ofhetia,  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  faid  to  you. 

Ofh.  'Tis  in  my  Memory  lockt. 
And  you  your  felf  (hatf  keep  the  Key  of  it. 

Laer.  Fare  we!.  [£Ar/>  Laer. 

PoL  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  faid  to  you  ? 

Oph.  So  pleafe  you,  fomething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlit» 

Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought  j 
*Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  your  felf 
Have  of  your  Audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous^ 
If  it  be  fo,  as  fo  it  is  put  on  m^. 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,  - 1  muft  tell  you* 
Vou  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  dearly* 
As  it  behooves  my  Daughter,  and  your  Honour. 
What  is  between  you,  give  me  up  the  Truth  ?  ' 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  Lord,  of  late,  made  man  jrt(stadef» 
Of  his  Affeftion  to  me. 

PoL  AfFeftion  /  puh  f  you  fpeak  like  a  green  Giri, 
CJnfifted  in  fuch  perilous  Circumftance. 
Do  you  believe  his  Tenders,  as  you  call  them  I  -         ^  •• 

Oph,  I  do  not  know,  my  Lord,  what  I  fhould  think 

PoL  Marry  I'll  teach  you ;  think  your  felf  a  Baby, 
Tf  hat  you  have  ta*en  his  Tenders  for  true  pay* 
'^hich  arc  not  fterling.    Tender  your  felf  more  dearly « 
Or  not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  Phrafe, 
Roaming  it  thus,  you'll  tender  me  a  Fool. 

Oph.  My  Lord,  he  hath  importuned  me  with  love, 
In  honourable  fafhion. 
^pL  Aj,  fa(hion  you  may  call  it  e  go  to,  go  t^ 
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Ofh.  And  hath  given  Countenance  to  his  Speech,  my  Lorcl 
,With  almoft  all  the  Vows  of  Heaven* 

PoL  Ay,  Springes  to  (:atch  Woodcocks.  I  do  know 
(When  the  Blood  burns,  how  prodigal  die  Soul 
6ives  the  Tongue  vows ;  thefe  blades.  Daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  beat*  extind  in  both» 
Bven  in  their  Promife,  as  it  is  a  making. 
You  muft  not  take  for  Fire.  For  this  time.  Daughter, 
Be  fomewhat  fcanter  of  your  Maiden  prefence. 
Set  your  ]Bntreatments  at  a  higher  ritOi 
Than  a  command  to  l^^Aty.    For  Lord  HamU$^ 
Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  h«  is  young. 
And  with  a  larger ywther  may  he  walk. 
Than  may  be  givin  you.    In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  Vows  5  for  they  are  Brokers, 
J^ot  of  the  Eye,  which  their  Invcuments  ihew, 
But  nicer  Implorators  of  unholy  Suits, 
Breathing  like  fandified  and  pious  Bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all : 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  fortht 
Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment  leifure. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet : 
J-ook  to*t,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  way. 

Pph»  I  (hall  obey  my  Lord.  [^Exema. 

SCENE  111.    The  Platform  hefore  the  Palace. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Mar  cell  us. 

fianff  The  Air  bites  ihrewdly  ;  it  is  very  cold* 

Her.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  I^ir. 

flam.  What  hour  now  \ 

Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve, 

4^4r.  No,  it  has  ftruck, 

Hmr.  I  heard  it  not :  Then  it  draws  near  the  Setfon^ 
.Wherein  the  Spirit  held  bis  wont  to  walk. 

[Ntiife  of  warlike  Mnfick^  wi$hin. 
What  does  this  mean,  niy  Lord  { 

Ham*  The  King  doth  Wake  to  Night,  and  takes  hisrowfe, 
Keeps  waiTel,  and  the  fwaggering  upfpring  reels. 
And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenifti  down. 
The  kettle  Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  bray  o\t( 
T|ie  triumph  of  his  Pledge^ 
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jRfor.  1$  it  aCuftom? 
Hkm.  Ay  marry  i$'t: 
Btit  to  my  Mind,  though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  metier  blorn,'  it  is  a  Cuftom 
More  honoiif d  in  the  breach,  than  the  obftnrancei 

Enter  Gh9fi.  . 

ff0r.  Look,  my  Lord,  it  comes. 
Hum.  Angels  and  Mintf^en  of  Grace  defend  Qs  T 
Be  thou  a  Spirit  of  Health*  or  GoUin  damn'd. 
Bring  with  thee  Airs  froih  Heaven,  or  blafts  from  Hell, 
Be  thy  Events  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com*ft  in  luch  a  queftionable  ihape, 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee.    I'll  call  thee  Hamlet^ 
King,  Father*  Royal  Danei  Oh  I  oh  !  anfwer  me. 
Let  me  not  burft  in  Ignorance ;  but  tell 
Why  thy  Canonized  Bones  hearfed  in  Death, 
Have  burft  their  Cearments  ?  why  the  Sepulcher 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  Inurn'd, 
Hath  op*d  his  ponderous  and  marble  Jaws» 
To  caft  thee  up  again?  What  may  this  meanf 
That  thou  dead  Coarfe  again  in  compleat  Steel, 
Reviiit'ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 
Making  Night  hideous  ?  and  we  Fools  of  NatiUT» 
So  horridly  to  (hake  our  Difpofition, 
With  Thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  bur  Souls? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  (hould  we  do  ? 

[Ghofi  hckgff^  Hamlet. 

HinTm  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it. 
As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire^ 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look  with  what  courteous  A&ion 
It  wafts  you  to  a  more  removed  Ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Shr.  No^  by  no  means.  [i7«U^  Hamlet. 

Nam.  It  will  not  fpeak ;  then  will  I  follow  it* 

Hot.  Do  nor,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  ihould  be  the  fear? 
I  do  not  fet  my  Life  at  a  Pins  fee; 
And  for  my  Soul,  what  can  it  dp  to  that? 
Being  a  thing  insmortal  as  it  felf. 
It  waves  me  forth  ag^n«<— — rU  fbllo^  itmmmmmm^L^    . 
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Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  Flood,  my  Lord? 
Or  to  the  dreadful  Summit  of  the  Cliff, 
That  beetles  o'er  his  bafe  into  the  Sea, 
And  there  affume  foipe  other  horrible  Form, 
Which  niight  4eprive  your  Sovereignty  of  Reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs?  think  of  it. 

Bam.  It  wafts  me  ftill :  Go  on,  I'll  follow  thee?-— 

Mar;  You  (hall  not  go,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hold  ofF^  your  Hand. 

Nor.  Be  ruFd,  you  fliall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  Fate  cries  out. 
And  makes  each  petty  Artery  in  this  Body, 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lion's  Nerve  .• 
Still  am  1  call'd  ?  Unhand  me,  Gentlemen — [Breaklngfrom themf 
By  Hcav'n  Til  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  letts  me— ~— - 

I  lay  away go  on  — -  Til  follow  thee 

{^Exeunt  Ghofi  and  Hamlet. 

Hor.  He  waxes  defperate  with  Imagination. 

Alar.  Let's  follow ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him, 

Hor.  Have  after;  to  what  iflue  will  this  come? 

Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark* 

Hor.  Heav'n  will  dired  it. 

Mar.  N^y,  let's  follow  him.  \JExeHnL 

Enter  Ghofi  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  (peak;  Til  go  no  funher. 

Ghofi.  Mark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

Ghoft.  My  hour  is  almoft  come. 
When  I  to  fulphurous  and  torn^enting  Flames 
Muft  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Ghofi, 

Ghofi.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I  Ihall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghofi.  Sq  art  thou  to  Revenge,  when  thou  ilialt  heart 

Ham.  What? 

Ghofi,  I  am  thy  Father's  Spirit; 
Doom'd  for  a  ceitain  term  to  walk  the  Night, 
And  for  the  Day  confin'd  to  faft  in  Fires ; 
^Till  the  foul  Crimes  done  in  my  Days  of  Nature, 
Are  burnt  and  purged  4iway.     But  that  I  am  forbj^ 
?>  tfU  tht  Secrets  gf  «y  Prifonrhoufe;  I 
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I  could  a  Tale  unfold,  whofe  lighteft  word 

Would  harrow  up  ihy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  Blood, 

Make  thy  two  Eyes  like  Stars,  ftartfrom  their  Spheres, 

Thy  knotty  and  combined  Locks  to  part. 

And  each  particular  Hair  to  ftand  an  end 

Like  Quills  up6n  the  fretful  Porcupine  : 

But  this  eternal  Blazon  muft  not  be 

To  ears  of  Fleih  and  Blood  ;  lift  Hamlet  I  oh  lift  ! 

If  thou  dift  ever  thy  dear  Father  love  » 

Ham.  Oh  Heaven  ! 

Ghofi.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  Murther. 
Ham.  Murther? 
Ghofi.  Murther  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is; 

But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 
Horn.  Hafte  me  to  know  ir,  that  I  with  Wings  as  fwifc 

As  Meditation,  or  the  Thoughts  of  Lpve 

May  fweep  to  my  Revenge, 
Ghofi.  I  find  thee  apt  ; 

And  duller  ftiouldft  thou  be  than  the  fat  Weed 

That  rots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethe*s  Wharf, 

Wouldft  thou  not  ftir  iathis.   Now,  Hamlet^  hear: 

It's  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  my  Orchard, 

A  Serpent  ftung  me.  So  the  whole  ear  of  Denmarl^s 
Is  by  a  forged  Procefs  of  my  Death 
Rankly  abus'd  :  But  know,  thou  noble  Youth, 
The  Serpent  that  did  fting  thy  Father's  Life, 
Now  wears  his  Crown. 
Ham.  O  my  Prophetick  Soul ;  mine  Uncle  ? 
Ghofi.  Ay,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  Beaft, 
With  Witchcraft  of  his  Wits,  and  traiterous  Gifts, 
Oh  wicked  Wit,  and  Gifts,  that  have  the  Power 
So  to  feduce  I  won  to  his  (hameful  Luft 
The  Will  of  my  moft  feeming  virtuous  Queen^ 
Oh  Hamlety  what  a  falling  off  was  there  ! 
From  me,  whofe  Love  was  of  that  Dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand,  even  with  the  Vow 
I  made  to  her  in  Marriage  ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  Wretch,  whofe  natural  Gifts  were  poor 
Tothofeofminc!  But  Viitue,  as  it  never  will  be  moved. 
Though  Lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  Shape  pf  HcaN^t.^ 


^^ 
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^  lufl',  though  to  a  radiant  Angel  h'nk'dy 
Will  fate  It  felf  in  a  Celeftial  Bed,  and  prey  on  Garbage. 
But  fofr*  metbinks  I  fcent  the  Morning's  Air— — « 
Brief  let  me  be  ;  fleeping  within  mine  Orchard* 
My  Cuftom  always  in  the  Afternoon, 
Upon  my  fecure  Hour  thy  Uncle  ftole 
With  Juice  of  curfed  Hebenon  in  a  Viol, 
And  in  the  Porches  of  mine  Ears  did  pour 
The  leprous  Diftilment ;  whofe  eflFed 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  Man, 
That  fwifc  as  Quick-filver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  Gates  and  Allies  of  the  Body  ; 
And  with  a  fudden  vigour  it  doth  poflet 
And  curd,  like  Eagre  droppings  into   Milk,  , 

The  thin  and  wholfome  blood  :  So  did  it  mine 
And  a  moft  inftant  Tetter  bak'd  about, 
Moft  Lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft. 
All  iny  fmooth  Body. 
Thus  was  I,  fleeping,  by  a  Brother's  Hand, 
pf  Life,  of  Crown,  and  Queen  at  once  difpatcht; 
Cut  off  even  in  the  BIofToms  of  my  Sin, 
Unhouzzled,  difappointed,  unnaneld. 
No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  Account 
With  all  my  imperfeftions  on  my  Head. 
Oh  horrible  !  Oh  horrible  !  moft  horrible  I 
If  thou  haft  Nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 
Let  not  the  Royal  Bed  of  Venmarkji  be 
A  Couch  for  Luxury,  and  damned  Inceft. 
But  howfocver  thou  purfueft  this  Ad, 
Taint  not  thy  Mind,    nor  let  thy  Soul  contrive 
Againft  thy  M.^ther  ought  ;  leave  h^r  to  Heav'n, 
And  to  thofe  Thorns  that  in  her  Bofom  lodge. 
To  prick  and  fting  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  once. 
The  Glow-worm  (hews  the  Matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  unefFeftual  Fire. 
Adieu,  adieu,  Hamlet  I  remember  me.  [Exit. 

Ham.  Oh  all  you  Hoft  of  Heaven  I  Oh  Earth  /  what  clfc? 
And  (hall  I  couple  Hell  ?  Oh  fie  \  hold  my  Heart    ' 
And  you  my  Sinews,  grow  not  inftant  Old  ; 
But  bear  me  ftiffly  up  j  remember  thee  ' 
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Ayt  thou  poor  Ghoft>  while  Memory  holds  a  feat 

In  this  diftraftcd  Globe  ;  remember  thee  ?  — — 

Yea,  from  the  Table  of  my  Memory, 

111  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  Records, 

All  faws  of  Books,  all  Forms,  all  preilures  pad. 

That  youth  and  obfervaiion  copied  there  ; 

And  thy  Commandment  all  alone  ihall  live 

Within  the  Book  and  Volume  of  my  Brain, 

Unmixt  with  bafer  Matter.  Yes,  yes,  by  Heav'n: 

Oh  moft  pernicious  Woman  I 

Oh  Villain,  Villain,  fmiling  damned  Villain! 

My  Tables,  my  Tables  -—meet  it  is  I  fet  it  down. 

That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  Villain ; 

At  leaft  I'm  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark,.  {jfritUf^i 

So  Uncle,  there  you  are  ;  now  to  my  word ; 

It  is;  adieu,  adieu,  remember  me:  I  have  fworn't. 

Hor.  &  M^r.  within^  My  Lord^  my  Lord. 

Enter  Horatio  and  MarceJluSt 

Mptr.  Lord  Hamlet, 

Hot,  Heav'n  fecure  him. 

Mar,  So  be  it. 

H0T9  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy  >  come  bird,  come. 

Mar.  How  is>,  my  Noble  Lord  ? 

Hot.  What  News,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham,  Oh  wonderful  / 

Hor,  Good  my  Lord,  tell  it. 

Ham.  No,  you'll  reveal  it.  • 

Hot,  Not  I,  my  Lord,  by  Heav'n. 

Mar,  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would   Heart  of  Man  once 
But  you'll  be  fecret  f  • —  [think  it  \ 

B/>th,  Ay,  by  Heav'n,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  There's  ne'er  a  Villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmarky 
But  he's  an  arrant  Knave.  [Gravcj 

Hor,  There  needs  no  Ghoft,  my  Lord,  ccme  from  the 
To  tell  us  this.* 

Ham.  Why,  right,  you  are  in  the  right ; 
And  fo  without  more  Circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  (hake  Hands,  and  part ; 
You  as  your  Bufinefs  and  Defires  ftv^W  ^vcv\.^Ck>aL> 
For  eve/7  Man  has  Bufinefs  ^ndDe^\ie>  ^"^^ 
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Such  as  it  is ;  and  for  mine  own  poor  parr*  *' 

Look  you,  111  go  pray. 

Hor,  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  .hurling  Words,  my  Lordf 

Bam.  Vm  forry  they  offended  you,  heartily  ; 
Yes  Faith,  heartily. 

ffor.  There's  no  Offence,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  St.  Patrick^  but  there  is  my  Lord, 
And  much  Offence  too.  Touching  this  Vifion  here  — 
It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you  .* 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
Oer-mafter't  as  you  may.  And  now,  good  Friend^ 
As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Jlor,  What  is't,  my  Lord  ?  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  (een  to  Night. 

Both.  My  Lord>  we  will  not. 

Ham^  Nay,  but  fwear*t. 

Mar.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  not  L 

Mar.  Nor  IT^y  Lord,  in  faiths 

Ham.  Upon  my  Sword. 

Mar.  We  have  fworn,  my  Lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  Sword,  indeed. 

Gh^fi.  Swear.  iGhofi  cries  under  the  Stage. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha  Boy,  fay*ft  thou  fo?  Art  thou  there  true- 
penny ?  Come  on,  you  hear  this  Fellow  in  the  Cellerldge. 
Content  to  fwear. 

,//br.  Propofe  my  Oath,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen. 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghojf.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hic&uyiqmef  Then  we^lKhift  for  ground^ 
Come  hither  Gentlemen. 
And  lay  your  Hands  again  upon  my  Sword. 
Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heacd, 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghoji.  Swear.  (faft? 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  Mole,  can'ft  work  fth'  Ground  fo 
A  worthy  Pioneer,  once  more  remove,  good  Friend. 

Hor.  Oh  Day  and  Night  I  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  Stranger  bid  it  welcome. 
Thpre  are  more  things  in  Heaven  and  Earth>  Hwatio, 
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Than  are  dreamt  of  in  our  Philofophy.  But  come. 

Here  as  before,  never  fo  help  you  Mercy, 

How  ftrange  or  odd  fo  e*crt^X  hear  my  felf. 

As  I  perchance  hereafter  fhall  think  meet 

To  put  an  Antick  difpoHrion  on. 

That  you  at  fuch  time  feeing  me,  never  fhatl 

With  Arms  encumbred  thus,  or  thus,  head  fliake ; 

Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  Phrafe  ; 

As  vrcU-—  weknow— -  or,  we  could,  and  if  we  would—— 

Or,  if  we  lift  to  fpeak — or,  there  be  and  if  there  might -~- 

Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out  to  note. 

That  you  know  ought  of  me ;  this  not  to  do. 

So  Grace  and  Mercy  at  your  moft  need  help  you. 

Swear, 

Chofi,  Swear. 
''    Ham.  Reft,  reft,  perturbed  Spirit ;  fo.  Gentlemen, 
With  all  my  Love  I  do  commend  me  to  you  ; 
And  what  fo  poor  a  Man  as  Hamlet  is. 
May  do  t*exprefs  his  Love  and  Friending  to  yoe, 
God  willing  ftiall  not  lack  ;  let  us  go  in  together^ 
And  ftill  your  Fingers  on  your  Lips  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  Joint ;  Oh  curfed  Spight, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  fet  it  jright. 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  \Extmt. 


A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

SCENE  An  Apartment  in  Polonius'j  Houfe. 

Enter  PoloniuSy  ani  Reynoldo. 

Vol.   /^^Ive  him  his  Mony,  and  thofe  Notes,  Rejmld§. 
Vj   Rej.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  You  ihall  do  marvellous  wifely,  good  EijnoUo^ 
Before  you  vifit  him,  make  you  Inquiry. 
Of  his  Behaviour. 

Rey.  My  Lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  wellfaid  $ 
Very  well  faid.   Look  you.  Sir, 
Bnquire  me  firft  what  Danskets  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who.  what  means,  an^  where  the^  ket^. 
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Oph.  My  Lord,  I  do  not  know  :  but  truly  I  do  fear  it, 

Pol.  What  faid  he  ? 

Oph.  He  took  irie  by  the  wrift. 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  Arm  ; 
And  with  his  other  Hand,  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  fuch  pcrufal  of  thy  Face, 
As  he  would  draw  it.    Long  ft  aid  he  fo  ; 
At;  lad,  a  little  fhaking  of  my  Arm, 
And  thrice  his  Head  thus  waving  up  and  down^ 
He  rais'd  a  Sigh,  fo  hideous  and  profound. 
That  it  did  feem  to  (hatter  all  his  Bulk, 
And  end  his  Being.  That  done,  he  lets  me  go. 
And  with  his  Head  over  his  Shoulders  turn'd, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  Eyes, 
For  out  adoors  he  went  without  their  help. 
And  to  the  laft,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

PoL  Come,  go  with  me,  I  will  go  feekthe  King^ 
This  is  the  very  Extafie  of  Love, 
Whofe  violent  Property  foredoes  it  felf. 
And  leads  the  Will  to  defperate  Undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  Paffion  under  Heaven, 
That  do's  aflflift  our  Natures.    I  am  forry  ; 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  Wordsoflatef 

Oph*  No,  my  good  Lord ;  but  as  you  did  command 
I  did  repel  his  Letters,  and  deny*d 
His  Accefs  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 
I  am  forry  that  with  better  Speed  and  Judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him.    I  fear*d  he  did  but  trifle. 
And  meant  to  wrack  thee ;  but  belhrew  my  Jealoufie ; 
It  feems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age, 
To  caft  beyond  our  felves  in  our  Opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lack  Difcretion.    Come,  go  we  to  the  King. 
This  muft  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofe,  might  move 
More  Grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  £oye.         [^Exchmu 
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«  * 

Enter  Rmg»  Queen^  Rofeneraus,  Guildenftern,  Ltnrds  Mnd    ^ 

ether  Attendants. 

King.  Welcome  dear  Rofeneram  and  Guildenfiern^ 
Moreover,  that  we  much  did  long  to  fee  youi 
The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you»  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hdmlifs  Transformation ;  fo  I  call  iu 
Since  not  th'exterior^  nor  the  inward  Man 
Refembles  that  i(  was*    What  it  fhould  be 
More  than  his  Father's  Death,  thatt^ushach  put  him 
So  much  from  th'  underftanding  of  himfelf, 
I  cannot  deem  of.    t  intreac  you  both» 
That  being  of  fo  young  Day s  brought  up  withhim^ 
And  fince  fo  neighboured  to  his  Youth,  and  Humourji 
That  you  voucnfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Courts 
Some  little  time,  fb  by  your  Companies, 
To  draw  him  on  to  Pleafures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  Occafions  you  may  glean. 
If  ought,  to  us  unknown*  affli(fts  him  thus^ 
Thatopen'd  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Qsfeen.  Good  Gentlemen  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you^ 
And  fure  I  ani,  two  Men  there  are  not  living. 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.    If  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  fhew  us  fb  much  gentry  and  good  will. 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  wl^le^  * 

For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  ^opc, 
Your  Vifitation  fliall  receive  fuch  Thanks^ 
-As  fits  a  King's  remembrance.  > 

Rgf.  Both  your  Majefties 
Wight  by  the  Sovereign  Power  you  have  of  usi^ 
Put  your  dread  Pleafures,  more  into  Command 
Than  to  Entreaty. 

Gt$^*  But  we  both  obey, 
^nd  here  give  up  our  felves,  in  the  full  bent, 
l^o  lay  our  Service  freely  at  your  Feet , 
n^o  be  commanded. 

King.  i:\izn\iSyRofeneraHs,  ^ndgentlc  GuiUenfierni 

Q^een.  Thanks,  Gnildenfiern,  and  gende  RofeHeransj 
i  And  t  befeech  you  inftantly  to  vifit 
I      Vol.  v.      ^    y  ^^ 
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My  too  much  changed  Son.     Go  fome  of  ye, 
And  bring  the  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

G'mL  Heav'ns  make  our  Prefence  and  our  PraSiccs 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him.  [Extunt  Kof.  4ii^GuiI. 

Oueen.  Amen. 

""^    '  Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  The  Ambaffadors  from  Nonvaj^  my  good  Lord, 
Are  joyfully  returned. 

King.  Thou  ftill  haft  been  the  Father  of  good.  News. 

VoL  Have  I,  my  Lord  ?  AiTure  you>  my  good  Liege, 
I  hold  my  Duty,  as  I  hold  my  Sou), 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  King ; 
And  I  do  think,  or  elfe  this  Brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  Policy,  fo  fure 
As  I  have  us*d  to  do,  that  I  have  found 
^The  very  caufe  of  HimM%  Lunacy. 

King.  O  fpeak  of  that,  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

ToU  Give  firft  admittance  to  th'  AmbafTadors* 
My  News  fhall  be  the  News  to  that  great  Feaft. 
King.  Thy  felf  do  Grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in.  \Ex*  PoL 
He  teliS  me,  iny  fweet  Queen,  that  he  hat|;i  found 
The  head  and  fource  of  all  your  Son^s  Diftemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other,  but  the  main^ 
His  Father's  Death,  and  our  o*er-hafty  Marriage. 

Enter  Polonius,  Volcimand,  ani,  Cornelius.' 

King.  WelU  we  (hall  fift  him.    Welcome,  good  Friends  f 
Szy  FhUimandy  what  from  our  Brother  Norway? 

Urit.  Moft  fair  return  olf  Greetings,  and  Dehres* 
Upon  our  firft,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 
His  Nephew's  Levies,  which  to  him  appeared 
To  be  a  Preparation  'gainft  the  Poiak: 
But  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  againft  your  Highnefi.  Whereat  grieved, . ' 
That  fo  his  Sicknefs,  Age,  and  Impotence 
Was  falfely  born  in  Hand,  fends  out  Arrefts 
On  FortinbraSf  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys. 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and  in  fine. 
Makes  Vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 
To  give  th'aflay  of  Arms  againft  your  Majefty* 
Whereon  old  Norway^  overcome  with  Joy, 
Gives  him  three  thoufand  Crowns  in  annual  Fee, 

• "■  And, 
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And  liis  C^ommiflion  to  imploy  thofe  Soldiers 
So  levied  as  before,  againft  lYk^^Pphkf? 
With  an  intreaty  herein  further  fliewn. 
That  it  giight  pleafe  you  tp  give  quiet  pa(s 
Through  your  Dominion?  for  his  Ehterprize* 
On  fuch  regards  of  Safety  and  Allowance, 
As  therein  are  fet  down. 

.^i^&*  I^  liM  us  y.eH  :  .  ^    ■.  ■  .  \ 

Anc(,at  pur  more  cpnjidlet'd  time  >;re'll  read» 
AhJTwer,  and  chink  upon  this  Bufinefs, 
Mean  time  we  thank  you,  for  your.  weIl»lopk*d  labour. 
Go  to  your  it^y  at  Night  well  feaft  together. 
Moft  welcome  home.  [ExUAmbsf. 

PoL  This  Bufinefs  is  very  well  {ended. 
My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 
What  Majefty  Ihould  be,  what  Duty  is^ 
Why  Day  is  Day,  Night,  Night»  and  TimeisTime,\ 
Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  Nigfit,Day^  and.  Time. 
Therefore,  fince  Brevity  is  the  Soul  pf  Wit, 
And  Tedioufnefs  the  Limbs  and  outward  Flouri(he% 
I  will  be  brief ;  your  noble  Son  is  mad. 
Mad  call  I  it ;  for  to  define  true  Madne(s» 
What  is'ti  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad. 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  Matter,  with  if  fs  Art. 

PoL  Madami  I.fy^eVl  u^  no  Arc  at  all; 
That  he  is  mad  'tis  true'; /tis  true,  'tis  pity. 
And  pity,  it  is  true;  a  fooliih  Figure, 
But  farewef  it ;  for  I  will  ufe  no  Art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then  y  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  put  the  Cat^fe  of  this  EffeA, 
Or  rather  fay,  the  C^fe  of  this  DefeA ; 
For  this  effed  defeiSbive*  comes  bv  caufe. 
Thus  it  remains,  ^nd  the  remainder  thus— Perpend— 
I  have  a  Daughter ;  hav^,  whilft  (he  is  mine. 
Who  in  her  Duty  and  Obedience^  mark. 
Hath  given  me  this;  now  gather,  and  (iirmife* 

He  opens  4  Loiter ^  and  roMdsA 

To  the  Celefiial,  and  my  Sottfs  Idol^  the  mofi  tamtifiodO^ 
phelia. 
That's  an  iU  Phrafe,   a  vile  Phrafe,   beautified  is  %  ^r&ft 


z^pC     Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

Phrafe ;  but  you  (hall  hear  Thefi  to  her  exallent  7§^bit$ 

Bofom^  the/i' 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  I 

Pol.  Good  Madam  flay  a  while,  I  will  be  faithful. 

Dottbt  thoHy  the  Stars  are  Fire^  {JBBoAiog. 

Doubt^  that  the  Sun  doth  move; 
Doubt  Truth  to  be  a  Liar^ 
But  never  Doubt y  Hove. 
O  dear  Ophelia,  / am  Mat  thefe  Numbers  ;   / have  not  Art 
to  reekon  mj  Groans ;  but  ihat  I  love  thee  befi^  oh  mofi  Befi^ 
believe  iti  Adieu* 

Thine  evermore,  mofi  dear  Ladj^  whilft  this 

Machine  is  to  him^  Hamlets 
This  in  Obedience  hath  my  Daughter  (hew'd  me  : 
And  more  above,  hath  his  follicitings. 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  places 
All  given  to  mine  Ear. 

King.  But  how'  hath  (he  received  his  Love  ? 
PoL  What  do  you  think  of  me  } 
King.  As  of  a  Man,  faithful  and  honourable; 
Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  fo.     But  what  might  you  think? 
When  I  hadfeen  his  hot  Love  on  the  Wing, 
As  I  perceived  it»  I  muft  tell  you  that 
Before  my  Daughter  told  me,  what  might  you 
Or  my  dear  Majcfty  your  Queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play 'd  the  Desk  or  Table-book, 
Or  given  my  Heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb^^ 
Or  looked  upon  this  love,  with  idle  fight. 
What  might  you  think?  No,  I  went  round  to  work. 
And  my  young  Miflrefs  thus  I  did  befpeak; 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a  Prince  out  of  thy  Sphere, 
This  muft  not  be;  And  then,  I  Precepts  gave  her^ 
That  (he  (hould  lock  her  felf  from  his  Refort, 
Admit  no  Me(rengers,  receive  no  Tokens : 
Which  done,  (h  e  took  the  fruits  of  my  Ad  vice* 
And  he  repulfed^  a(hortTaIeto  make. 
Fell  into  a  Sadnefs,  then  into  a  Faft, 
Thencie  to  a  Watch,  thence  into  a  Weakne(5,' 
Thence  to  a  Ligbthefs,  and  by  this  decIeQ(h>ii 
Intb  the  Madhefs  wherein  now  he  raves. 
And  all  we  wail.for. 
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X^itg.  Do  you  think  'tis  this  ?  ... 

Qtieen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 

?#^  Hath  there  been  fudb  a  time,  Vd  fain  know  that^ 
That  I  have  pdiitively  faid,  'tis  fo^ 
IQfken  it  prov'd  otherwife  f 

King,  Not  that  I  koow. 

P0I.  Take  this  from  this»  if  this  be  otherwife^ 
If  Circumftances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  Truth  is  bid*  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  Center. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

f?0L  You  know  fometimes  / 

fie  walks  four  hours  tog^hipr,  J^ere 
In  the  Lobby. 

JBlH€in.  So  he  has  indeed. 

FoL  At  fuch  a  time  111  loofe  my  Daughter  to  iiim, 
3e  you  and  I  behind  an  Arras  thenj 
Alark  the  Encounter :  If  he  love  her  not,  ^ 

And  be  nc^from  his  Re^fon  falp  therc;0Q» 
Let  me  be  no  Affifiant  for  a  State, 
And  keq>  a  Farm  and  Carters. 

^^^.  We  will  try  it* 

Enter  Hamlet  reading. 

Qj»ecn.    But  look  where,  fadly>  the  poor  !{^retch  come  s 

(Reading* 

PoU  Away,  I  do  befeech  ypu,  both  away. 
I'll  board  him  prefcntly^  [Exe.  King^and^Q^uii. 

Oh  give  pae  leaver  How  does  my  good  Lord //ii«wfc^^ 

Ham.  WeU^  God-a-mercy.  > 

PoL  Do  you  know  me,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Excellent,  excellent  well ;  /are  a  Fifhmonger  i 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  Lord* 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honeft  a  Man. 

foL  Honed,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir ;  to  be  honeft  as  this  World  goes,  is  to  be 
One  pick'd  out  of  two  thoufand. 

PoL  That's  very  true,  my  Lord.  ^^ 

Ham.  For  if  the  Sun  breed  A^aggots  in  %  dead  Dog^  . 
Being  a  good  kiffing  Carrion 
JEjTaye  you  a  Daughter? 

ttoU  I  have,  my  Lord. 
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Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'ch*  Sun  ;  Conception  is  a  Blef* 
fing,  but  not  as  your  Daughter  may  conceive.  Friend/  look 
to*t.  '  ^ 

PcL  How  fay  you  by  that?  Still  harping  on  my  Daugh- 
ter  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  firft ;  he  faid  I  was  a  FiAii|tion« 

J^er  ;  he  is  far  gone)  far  gone ;  and  truly  in  my  Yout&«  I 
iiffered  much  extremity  for  Love ;  very  near  llris.  Ill  fpeak 
to  him  again.    What  do  you  read,  my  Lord?  ^ 

ffkm.  Words,  words,  words. 

PcL  What  is  the  Matter*  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Between  whom? 

PoL  I  mean  the  Matter  you  read*  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  Sir :  For  the  Satyrical  Slave  fays  here, 
that  old  Men  have  gray  Beards ;  that  their  Faces  are  wrin- 
kled ;  their  Eyes  purging  thick  Amber,  or  Plum  Tree 
<Bum  ;  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  Wir> 
together  with  weak  Hams;  All  which,  Sir,  though  I 
moft  powerfully,  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not 
Honefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down  :  For  you  your  felf, 
Sir,  ihall  be  as  old  as  I  am,  if  like  a  Crab  you  could  go 
backward. 

PoL  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there's  Method  in't : 
JVill  you  walk  out  of  the  Air,  my  Lord  ? 

HMf.  Into  my  Grave  ? 

PoL  Indeed  that  is  out  o'th*  Air : 
How  pregnant  (^fometimes)  his  replies  are  ? 
A  happinefs  that  often  Madnefs  hits  on, 
Wh'ch  Reafon  and  Sanity  could  not 
So  pro(peroufly  be  delivered  of.    I  will  leave  him. 
And  fuddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting 
Between  him  and  my  Daughter. 
My  honourable  Lord,  I  will  moft  humbly 
^ike  my  leave  of  you.  , 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thin|,  that  J 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withal,  except  my  Lifo  my  ' 
Life. 

PoL  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Thefe  tedious  old  Fools. 

PoL  You  go  to  feek  my  Lord  HamUf ;  ^ere  he  is. 

Eittir 


t      -L 
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Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenftern. 

^of.  God  fave  you.  Sir. 

Crnld^  Mine  honoured  Lord  I 

Rcf.  My  moft  dear  Lord ! 

Bam*  My  excellent  good  Friends  i  How  doft  thou 
GHildifffiern  ?  Ob>  Rofenerdus,  good  Lads  !  How  do  ye 
both? 

Rof.  As  the  indifferent  Children  of  the  Earth.   . 

Guild.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy ;  on  For- 
tuhcs's  Cap,  we  are  not  the  very  Button. 

ffam.  Nor  the  Soals  of  her  Shooe  i 

Rof.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Ifam.  Then  you  Uve  about  her  waftei  or  in  the  middle 
of  her  Favour? 

puild.  Faith,  her  privates  we« 

^am.  In  the  fecret  parts  of  Fortune?  Ob,  moft  true;  (he 
is  a  Strumpet.     What's  the  News  ? 

Rof.  J^one,  my  Lord,  but  that  the  World*s  grown 
Honeft. 

Ham.  Then  is  Dooms-day  near ;  but  y^ur  News  is  not 
true.  Let  me  quefiion  more  in  particular:  What  have  you^ 
my  good  Friends,  deferved  at  the  hands  of  Fortune,  that 
ihe  fends  you  to  Prifon  hither? 

Guild.  Prifon,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  DenmarlCs  a  Prifon. 

Rof.  Then  is  the  World  one.' 

JFIam.  A  goodly  one,  in  which  there  are  many  Con- 
fines, Wards*  and  Dungeons ;  Denmark^  being  one  o'ch* 
worft.     _ 

Rof  We  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  then,  'tis  none  to  you  ;  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  fo :  To  me  it  is 
a  Prifon.   ' 

Rof  Why  then  your  Ambition  makes  it  one  :  Tis  too 
narrow  for  your  Mind. 

Ham.  O  God,  I  could  be  Bounded  in  a  Nut-iheII»  and 
count  my  felf  a  King  of  infinite  fpace ;  were  it  not  that  I 
have  baa  Dreams. 

Guild.  Which  Dreams  indeed  are  Ambition  ;  fot  t.Vft. 
very  fubftancc  of  the  ambitious,  u  XE^^tV^  ^\  ^-^^-^  ^ 
a  Drauxu      '  ^ 
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golden  Fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me,  than 
a  fpul  and  peftilent  Congregation  of  Vapours.  What  a 
pi^ce  of  Work  is  a  Man  !  How  Noble  in  Rcafon  !  how  in- 
finite in  Faculty  I  in  form  and  moving  how  exprefs  and 
admirable !  in  aftion,  how  like  an  Angel  /  in  apprehcnfion 
how  like  a  God  !  the  Beauty  of  the  World,  the  Paragon 
of  Animals ;  and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this  Quinteflence  of 
Duft  i  Man  delights  not  me ;  no,  nor  Woman  neither,  tho* 
hy  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

fy/l  My  Lord,  there  was  no  fuch  Stuff  in* my  Thoughts. 
Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,   when  I  faid,  Man  delights 
not  me  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  Man» 
what  Lenten  Entertainment  the  Players  ftiall  receive  from 
you ;  we  accofted  them  on  the  way,  and  hither  arc  they 
coming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  (hall  be  welcome  ;  ^  his 
Maiefty  ftiall  have  Tribute  of  me  ;  the  adventurous  Knight 
ihall  ufe  his  Foyle  and  Target ;  the  Lover  (hall  not  figh 
^r^//>,  the  humorous  Man  (hall  end  his  part  in  Peace  3  the 
Clown  fhall  make  thofe  Laugh,  whofe  Lungs  are  ticklM  ath* 
fere  ;  and  the  Lady  (hall  fay  her  mind  freely  ;  or  the  blank 
Verfe  fliall  halt  for't.  What  Players  are  they  ? 

X0/I  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  Delight  in,  the 
Tragedians  of  the  City. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  refidencebothin 
Reputation  and  Profit  was  better,  both  ways. 

Reff  I  think  their  Inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the 
late  Innovation  J 

flam.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  Eftimation  they  did  when 
I  was  in  the  City  ?  Are  they  fo  foUov^^'d  i 
RoJZ  No  indeed,  they  are  nor. 
Hanp.  How  cdmes  it  ?  do  they  grow  rufty  ? 
Rof.    Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace ; 
But  there  is.  Sir,  an  airy  of  Children,    little  Yafes,  that  cry 
out  on  the  top  of  Queftion;  and  are  in ofl  tyrannically  clapc 
ioft  ;   thefe  are  now   the   Fafhion,    and    (o    be-rattle  the 
common  Stages   {{o  they  call  thcroi    that  many    wearing 
Rapiers^  are  afraid  of  Goofe  Qyills,  and  dare  fcarce  come 
th/rher*  ^ 
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Ham^  A  Pream  it  felf  is  but  a  Shadow^ 

Hof.  Truly,  and  I  hold  Ambition  of  fo  airy  and  light  a 
quality,  that  it  is  but  a  Shadow's  Shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  Beggars  Bodies,  and  our  Monarchs, 
and  out-ftretcht  Heroes,  the  Beggars  Shadows  ;  (hall  we  to 
th'  Court  ?  for,  by  my  fey,  I  cannot  reafon. 

Both.  We'll  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  fuch  matter.  I  will  not  fort  you  with  the  reft 
of  my  Servants :  For,  to  fpcak  to  you  like  an  honefl  Man,  I 
am  mod  dreadfully  attended  ;  but  in  the  beaten  way  of 
Ffiendfhip.     What  make  you  at  Eljinoor? 

Rof.  To  vifit  you,  my  Lord,  no  other  Occafion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  Thanks;  but 
I  thank  you ;  and  fure,  dear  Friends,  my  Thanks  arc  too  dear 
a  half-penny  ;  were  you  not  fent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own  incli- 
ning \  Is  it  a  free  Vifitation  ?  Come,  deal  juftly  with  me; 
come,  come ;  nay,  fpeak. 

GhsU,  What  ftiould  we  fay,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  W^hy,  any  thing,  but  to  the  Purpofe.  You  were  fent 
for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  Confeffion  in  your  looks,  which 
your  Modefties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour.  I  know  the 
good  ICing  and  Qiieen  have  fent  for  you.  * 

Rof.  Xp  what  end,  my  Lord  ? 

Haip.  That  you  mufl  teach  me;  but  let  me  conjure  you 
by  the  rights  of  our  Fellowfliip,  by  the  confonancy  of  our 
Youth,  by  the  Obligation  of  our  ever-preferved  Lbve,  and 
by  what  more  dear,  a  better  propofer  could  charge  you  with- 
al ;  be  ev$n  and  direft  with  me,  whether  you  were  fent  for 
or  pq. 

Rof.  What  fay  you? 

Ham.  Nay  then  I  have  an  Eye  of  you  :  If  you  love  me, 
^old  not  oC 

<7«//^.  My  Lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  teil  you  why  ;  fo  ihall  my  Anticipation 
prevent  your  difcovery,  and  your  fecrecy  to  the  King  and 
Queen,  moult  no  Feather  :  I  have  of  late,  but  wherefore  I 
)[now  not,  loli  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  cuftom  of  Exercife ; 
and  indeed,  it  goef  fo  heavily  with  my  Difpofition,  that 
tiiis  goodly  Frame,  the  Earth,  feems  to  me  a  fieril  Pro- 
montory ;  this  moft  excellent  Canopy  the  Air,  look  you, 
jljis  brave  p'^r^hiinging,  this  Majefiical  Roof)  fretted  with 
^  £oldeo 
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golden  Fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me,  than 
a  foul  and  peftilent  Congregation  of  Vapours.  What  a 
pi^ce  of  Work  is  a  Man  !  How  Noble  in  Rcafon  !  how  in- 
finite in  Faculty  I  in  form  and  moving  how  exprefs  and 
ijidmirable  i  in  aftion,  how  like  an  Angel  /  in  apprehcnfion 
how  like  a  God  !  the  Beauty  of  the  World,  the  Paragon 
of  Animals ;  and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this  Quinteflence  of 
Duft  i  Man  delights  not  me ;  no,  nor  Woman  neither,  tho* 
}>y  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

J^f.  My  Lord,  there  was  no  fuch  StujfFin*my  Thoughts. 
Hdm.  Why  did  you  laugh,   when  I  faid>  Man  delights 
not  me  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  Man» 
what  Lenten  Entertainment  the  Players  (faall  receive  from 
you ;  we  accofted  them  on  the  way,  and  hither  arc  they 
coming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  (hall  be  welcome  ;  his 
Maiefty  fliall  have  Tribute  of  me  ;  the  adventurous  Knight 
ftiall  ufe  his  Foyle  and  Target ;  the  Lover  (hall  not  figh 
gratis^  the  humorous  Man  (hall  end  his  part  in  Peace  3  the 
Clown  (hall  make  thofe  Laugh,  whofe  Lungs  are  tickPd  ath* 
fere  ;  and  the  Lady  (hall  fay  her  mind  freely  ;  or  the  blank 
Verfe  (hall  halt  for't.  What  Players  are  they  ? 

Rof.  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  Delight  in,  the 
Tragedians  of  the  City. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  refidence  both  in 
Repuution  and  Profit  was  better,  both  ways, 

Ref.  I  think  their  Inhibition  comes  by  tne  means  of  the 
late  Innovation  J 

flam.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  Eftimation  they  did  when 
I  was  in  the  City  ?  Are  they  fo  followed  / 
Rof.  No  indeed,  they  are  nor. 
Ham,  How  cdmes  it  ?  do  they  grow  rufly  ? 
Rof,  Nay,   their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace ; 
But  there  is.  Sir,  an  airy  of  Children,  little  Yafes,  that  cry 
out  on  the  top  of  Queftion;  and  are  moft  tyrannically  clapc 
for't  ;  thefe  are  now   the   Fa(hion,    and   fo   be-rattle  the 
common  Stages   ((a  they  call  them^    that  many  wearing 
Rapiers,  are  afraid  of  Goofe  Qiiills,  and  dare  fcarce  come 
thither.  ^     ' 
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Ham.  What  are  they  Children  ?  Who  mtintains  'em  { 
How  arc  they  cfcoted  ?  Will  they  purfue  the  Quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  (ing  i  Will  they  not  fay  afterwarcfs 
'if  they  (hould  grow  themfelves  to  common  Players^  as  it 
IS  like  mofl:,  if  their  Means  are  no  better,  their  Writers  do 
them  wrong  to  make  them  exclaim  againft  their  own  Sue* 
ceflion. 

Xof^  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  fides ; 
and  the  Nation  holds  it  no  Sin,  to  tarre  them  to  contro- 
verfie.  .There  was  for  a  while,  no  Mony  bid  for  Argu- 
ment, unlefs  the  Poet  and  the  Player  went  to  Cuffs  in  the 
Queftion. 

Ham.  Is't  poffiblc  ? 

Guild.  Oh  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of 
]3rains. 

Ham.  Do  the  Boys  carry  it  away  ? 

X^f.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  Lord,  Hercules  and  his  load  too. 

Ham.  It  is  not  ftrange»  for  mine  Uncle  is  King  of  Den- 
markj  and  thofe  that  would  make  mowes  at  him  while  my 
Father  lived,  give  twenty,  ^orty,  an  hundred  Ducates  ^ 
piece,  for  his  Pifture  in  little*  There  is  ilbmething  in  this 
more  than  Natural,  if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out.\^ 

[Flowijh  for  the  Plajers. 

Cnild.  There  arc  the  Players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfinoar ;  your 
]f^ands,  come;  the  appurtenance  of  Welcome,'  is  Fafliion 
and  Ceremony.  Let  me  comply  with  you  in  the  Garbe, 
left  my  extent  to  the  Players  ("which  I  tell  you  muft  (hew 
fairly  outward^  fhould  niore  appear  like  entertainmetat 
than  yours.  You  are  welcome  ;  but  my  Uncle  Father,  and 
Aunt  Mother  are  deceived. 

Guild.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  North,  North- Weft :  When  the 
)Vind  is  Southerly,  I  know  a  Hawk  /rom  a  Handfaw. 

£xf/fr  Polonius. 

foL  Well  be  with  you,  Gentlemen, 

Ham.  Hark  you,  Guildenfieru^  and  you  too,  at  each  eir  a 
hearer ;  that  great  Baby  you  fee  there,  is  not  yet  out  of  his 
fwathing  Clouts. 

Ref.  Haply  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them;  for  they 
£iy,  an  old  Man  is  twice  a  Child. 


.Hamlet,  P^ripce  of  Denmark.     z4o 5 

flam.  I  will  Prophefict  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  Play- 
txs.  Mark  it,  you  fay  right,  Sir  ;  for  on  Monday  Morii* 
ing  'twas  fo  indeed. 

FoL  My  Lord,  I  have  News  to  tell  you. 

Ha9p.  My  Lord,  I  have  News  to  ttll  you. 
When  Rofcius  was  an  Aftor  in  Rome ^ 

FoL   The  Adors  are  come  hither,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Buzze,  biizze. 

FoU  Upon  mine  Honour 


Ham.  Then  came  each  AStov  on  his  Afs 


PoL  The  beft  Adors  in  the  World,  either  fl^r  Tragedy* 
Comedy,  Hiftory,  Paftoral,  Paflorical-Comical-Hiftorital- 
PafloraU  Tragical-Hiftorical,  Tragical-Comical-HiftoriJcal- 
Pafloral,  Scene  undividable,  or  Poem  unlimited.  Semeca 
cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  PUmus  too  light,  (or  the  law  of 
Wit,  and  the  Liberty.   Thefe  are  the  only  Men. 

Ham.  O  Jephta^  ]\xdgQ  of  I/rael,  what  a  Treafure  hadft 
thou  t 

Pol.  What  a  Treafure  had  he,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why  one  fair  Daughter,  and  no  more, 
-The  which  he  loved  palTipg  wejl. 
Pot.  Still  on  my  Daughter. 
Ham.  Am  I  not  i'th' right,  q14  Jephta  ? 
Pol.  If  you  call  ipe  Jephta,  my  Lord,  I  have  a  Daughter 
that  I  love  paffing  well.  '' 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 
PoL  What  follows  then,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why,  as  by  lot,  God  wot— —and  thenyoQ 
know,  ir  came  to  pafs,  as  moft  like  it  was  ;  the  fird  row  o£ 
the  Rubrick  will  ^ew  you  more.     For  look  uhere  m^ 
Abridgements  come. 

Ent^r  foHf  or  five  Players. 
Y'arc  welcome  Matters,  welcome  all.  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee 
well  J  welcome  good  Friends.  Oh  I  my  old  Friend  !  Thy 
Eace  is  valiant  fince  I  faw  thee  latt :  Com'tt  t^ou  to  Beatd 
me  in  Detmarl^l  what  my  young  Lady  and  Miftrefs  ? 
Berlady  your  Lordfliip  is  nearer  Heaven,  than  \v^hen  I  favj^ 
you  laft,  by  the  Altitude  of  a  Choppine.  Pieay  God  your 
Voices  like  a  piece  of  tincurrent  Gold,  be  not  crack'd  with* 
in  the  King;  Matters,  you  are  all  welcome  ;  well  e'en  ta'c 
like  friwh  Faulconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  fee ;  we'll  tvv^^ 


1404     Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. . 

a  fpeech  ftraight.   Come,  give  us  a  Tafte  of  your  Quality; 
cooie^  a  paffion^e  Speech. 

I  Play.  What  Speech,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  fpeak  me  a  Speech  once,  but  it  was 
never  aded  ;  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once>  for  the  Play 
I  remember  pleas'd  not  the  Million^  *twas  Caviar  to  the 
General ;  but  it  was,  as  I  received  it,  and  otherSy  whofe 
Judgment  in  fuch  Matters,  cryed  in  the  top  of  mine,  an 
excellent  Play  ;  well  digefted  in  the  Scenes,  fet  ^^W^  with 
as  much  modefty,  as  cunning.  I  remember  one  faid»  there 
was  no  Sallets  in  the  Lines,  to  make  the  Matter  favoury ; 
nor  no  Matter  in  the  Phrafe,  that  might  indite  the  Author 
of  AfFeAation,  but  call'd  it  an  honeft  Method.  One  chief 
Speech  in  ir,  I  chiefly  lov'd,  'twas  ty£ncas  Tale  to  Did»^ 
and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially,  where  he  fpeaks  of  Prianft 
Slaughter.    If  it  live  in  your  Memory,  begin  at  this  Line, 

let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  • The  rugged  Pjrrhm^  like  the  Hjr^ 

canian  Beaft.  It  is  not  fo  *  it  begins  with  Pjrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhns,  he  whofe  Sable  Arms 

Black  as  his  purpofe,  did  the  Night  refemble 

When  he  lay  couched  in  the  Ominous  Horfe, 

Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  Complexion  fme^r'd 

With  Heraldry  more  difmal ;  Head  to  Foot 

Now  is  he  total  Geules ;  horridly  Trickt 

With  Blood  of  Fathers,  Mothers,  Daughters,  Sons, 

BakM  and  impafted,  with  the  parching  Streets, 

That  lend  a  tyrannous,  and  damned  Light 

To  the  vile  Murthers.  Roafted  in  a  Wrath  and  Fire, 

And  thus  o'erfized  with  coagulate  Gore, 

With  Eyes  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifli  Pjrrhus 

Old  Grandfire  Priam  feeks.  1 

Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  Lord,  well  fpoken,  with  good  af  cen^ 
and  good  Difcretion.  j 

I  Plaj.  Anon  he  finds  him^ 
Striking  too  fliort  at  Greeks.    His  an  tick  Sword^ 
Rebellious  to  his  Arm,  lyes  where  it  falls 
Repugnant  to  command)  unequal  match, 
Pjrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  ftrikes  wide  ; 
But  with  the  whifF  and  wind  of  his  fell  Sword^ 
Th'unnerved  Father  falls.    Then  fenfelefs  IltHm^ 
Seeming  to  feel  his  Blow,  with  flaming  'Top 

Stoops 
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Stoops  to  his  Bafe^  and  with  a  hideous  crafli 

Takes  Prifoner  Pyrrhus  Ear,   For  lo,  his  Swordy 

Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  Head 

Of  Reverend  Priam^  feem'd  i'tli*  Air  to  ftick  : 

So  as  a  Tyrant  Pyrrhus  flood, 

And  like  a  Neutral  to  his  Will  and  Matter^ 

Did  Nothing* 

But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  Storn), 

A  Silence  in  the  Heav'ns>  the  Rack  ftand  (lill. 

The  bold  winds  fpeechlefs*  and  the  Orb  below 

As  huih  as  Death  :  Anon  the  dreadful  Thunder 

Doth  rend  the  Region.  So  after  Pyrrhus  pawfe, 

A  rowfed  Vengeance  fdts  him  new  a  worfc^ 

And. never  did  the  Cyclofs  Hammers  fall 

On  Mots  his  Armours^  forg'd  for  proof  Eterne, 

With  lefs  Remorfe  than  Pyrrhus  bleeding  Sword 

Now  falls  on  PrUm. 

Out,  dtit,  thou  Strumpet-Fortune  !   all  you  Gods, 

In  general  Synod  take  away  her  Power  : 

Break  all  the  Spokes  and  Fellies  from  her  Wheel, 

And  bowl  the  round  Nave  down  the  Hill  of  Heay'o, 

As  low  as  to  the  Fiends. 

toL  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  fliall  to  th'  Barbers  with  yotr  Beard.  Prethea 
fay  on ;  he*s  for  a  Jigg,  or  a  talc  of  Bawdry,  or  he  fleeps. 
Say  on  ;  come  to  Hecuba. 

i  Play.  But  who,  O  who,  had  feen  the  Mobled  Queen  \ 

Ham.  The  Mobled  Queen  ? 

PqL  That's  good ;  Mobled  Queen,  is  good. 

I  PUy.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down,  threatning  the  Flame 
With  Biflbn  Rheum ;  a  Clout  about  that  Head, 
AVhere  late  the  Diadem  flood,  and  for  a  Robe 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teapied  Loyns, 
-A  Blanket  in  th'alarum  of  fear  caught  up. 
Who  this  had  feen,  with  Tongue  in  Venom  fteep*d, 
*<jainft  Fortune's  State,  would  Treafon  have  pronounc'd  ? 
^ut  if  the  Gods  themfelves  did  fee  her  then, 
V^hen  (he  faw,  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  fport 
I^D  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husband's  Limbs ; 
"X^he  inftant  Burft  of  Clamour  that  (he  made, 
rUnleis  things  mortal  move  them  not  all) 
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Would  have  made  Milch  the  burning  Eyes  of  Heav'n^ 
And  Paflion  in  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turned  his  Colour>  and  has 
Tears  in's  Eyes.  Pray  you  no  more, 

Hanf»  'Tis  well.  Til  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  (bom 
Good  my  Lord,  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  beftow'd. 
Do  ye  hear,  let  them  be  well  us'd ;  for  they  are  the  abftraftsi 
and  brief  Chronicles  of  the  time.     After  your  Death*  you 
were  better  have  a  bad  Epitaph,  than  their  ill  Report  while 
you  lived. 

PoL  My  Lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their  D^ 
ferr. 

Ham.  Gods  bodikins  Man,  better.  Ufe  every  Man  after 
his  Deferr,  and  who  Ihould  fcape  whipping  ;  ufe  them  after 
your  own  Honour  and  Dignity.  The  lefs  they  deferve,  the 
more  Merit  is  in  your  Bounty.    Take  them  in. 

PoL  Come,  Sirs.  [£a:/>  Polonius. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  Friends:  We*llheara  Play  to  morrow. 
Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  Friend,  can  you  play  the  Murther 

of  GonzAgo  ? 

Play.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to  morrow  Night.  You  could  for  a 
need  iiudy  a  fpeech  of  fome  dozen  or  (ixteen  Lines»  which 
I  would  fet  do^n,  and  infert  in't  ?  Could  ye  not  ? 

Play.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock 
him  not.  My  good  Friends,  V\\  leave  you  'till  Night,  you 
are  welcome  to  Eljinoor. 

Rof.  Good  my  Lord,  [Ex€H«t. 

Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Ay  fo,  good  b'w'ye  :  Now  I  am  alone, 
O  what  a  Rogue  and  Peafant  Slave  am  1 1 
Is  it  not  monftrous  that  this  Player  here, 
But  in  a  Fidion^  in  a  Dream  of  Paffion, 
Could  force  his  Soul  fo  to  his  whole  Conceit^ 
That  f roni' her  workihpi '  all  his  Vifage  warm'd; 
Tears  in  his  Eyes,  diftraftion  in*s  afpeft, 
A  broken  Voice,  and  his  whole  Fundioh  fuiting 
With  Formsf  to  his  Conceit  ?  and  all  for  nothing? 
For  Hecuba  ? 
What's  Hecnba  to  him'^  or  he  to  Hecuba^ 

That 
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That  he  (hould  weep  for  her  /  what  would  he  do» 
Had  he  the  Motive  and  the  Cue  for  Paffion 
That  I  have  ?  he  would  drown  the  Stage  with  TearSt 
And  cleave  the  general  Ear  with  horrid  Speech; 
Make  mad  the  @uilty,  and  appall  the  Free, 
Confound  the  Ignorant  and  amaze  indeed. 
The  very  faculty  of  Eyes  and  Ears.    Yet  I, 
A  dull  and  muddy  metled  Rafcal>  peak 
Like  John^a'-deamesj  unpregnant  of  my  Caufe, 
And  can  fay  nothing :  No,  not  for  a  King, 
Upon  whofe  Property,  and  moft  dear  Life, 
A  damn*d  Defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  Coward  ? 
Who  calls  me  Villain,  breaks  my  Pate  a-crofs. 
Plucks  off  my  Beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  Face  ? 
Tweaks  me  by  th'Nofe,  gives  me  the  lye  i*th'  Throat, 
As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs  ?  Who  does  me  this  i 
Ha  ?  Why  ftiould  I  take  it  f  for  it  cannot  be. 
But  I  am  Pigeon  Liver*d,  and  lack  Gall 
To  make  Oppreffion  bitter,  or  e'er  this^ 
I  Hiould  have  fatted  all  the  Region  Kites 
With  this  Slave's  Offal.   Bloody,  bawdy  Villain  I  ^ 

Kemorfelefs,  Treacherous,  Lecherous,  kindlefs  Villain  f 
Oh  Vengeance  I 

Why  wmt  an  Afs  am  I  ?  I  fure,  this  is  moft  brave. 
That  I,  the  Son  of  the  dear  M urthered. 
Prompted  to  my  Revenge  by  Heav*a  and  Hell, 
Muft,  like  a  Whore,  unpack  my  Heart  with  Words^ 
And  fall  a  curfing  like  a  very  Drab, 
A  Scullion  •«—  Fye  upon't!  Fohl  About  my  Brain. 
I  have  heard,  that  guilty  Creatures  fitting  at  a  Play, 
Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene, 
Been  firuck  fo  to  the  Soul,  that  prefently 
They  have  proclaimed  their  Malefactions. 
For  Murther,  though  it  have  noTongue^  will  ipeak 
With  moft  miraculous  Organ.  I'll  have  tbefe  Phy  ers. 
Play  fomething  like  the  Murther  of  my  Father^ 
^  fietore  mine  Uncle.  Ill  obferve  his  looks# 
m  tent  him  to  the  Quick ;  if  he  but  blenchy 
I  koow  my  Courfe.  The  Spirit  that  I  have  feen. 
May  be  the  Devil»  and  the  Devil  hath  Power 
T'aflume  i  pleifing  Shipe^  yeai  and  perhaps 
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Out  of  my  Weaknefs,  and  my  Melancholy, 
As  he  is  very  Potent  with  fuch  Spirits, 
Abufes  me  to  damn  me.   Til  have  Ground? 
More  relative  than  this:  The  Play's  the  thing; 
Wherein  I'll  catch  the  Confcience  of  the  King* 
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ACT     III.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE  The  "Palace. 

Enter  Kingy  Quten^  Potonius,  Ophelia,   Rofencraus,  Guil- 

denftcrn  and  Lords. 
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Grating  lo  harfhly  all  his  Days  of  quiet^ 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  Lunacy? 

Rof.  He  does  confefshe  feels  himfelf  diftriAed, 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpealu 

Gnild.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded^ 
But  with  a  crafty  Madnefs  keeps  aloof: 
Whca  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  Confeffion 
Of  his  true  State. 
Qjieen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 
Rof.  Moft  lifce  a  Gentleman* 
Gnild.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpo(ition« 
Rof  Niggard  of  Queftion,  but  of  our  Demands 
Moft  free  in  his  reply. 
Queen.  Did  you  aflay  him  to  any  paftime  { 
Rof  Madami  it  fo  fell  out,  that  certain  Players 
We  o'er-took  on  the  way  ;  of  thefe  we  told  him ; 
And  there  did  feem  in  him  a  kind  of  Joy 
To  hear  of  it :  They  are  about  the  Court, 
And  (as  I  think)  they  have  already  order 
This  Night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  moft  true  : 
And  he  befecch'd  me  to  intreat  your  Majcfties 
To  hear  and  fee  the  Matter.- 

King,  With  all  my  Hearty  and  it  doth  much  content  tte 
To  hear  him  fo  inclin'd.     Good  Gentlemen. 
Give  him  a  further  Edge,  and  drive  his  Purpole  oil 
^o  thefe  Delights. 

X0f. 
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lR,of.  We  (hall,  my  Lord.  •     .t  {Extnvi^^ 

,    King.  SwqU  Gertrude^  leave,  us  too,: ; 

For  we  have  clpfcly  fent  for  HamUt  hither^ 

That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  there 

Affront  OpbeUa.    Her  Father,  and  iny  felf,  lawful  eipialsit 

Will  fo  bcftow  our  felves,  that  feeing  unfeen . 

We  may  of  their  Encounter  frankly  judge^ 

And  gather  by  hiiqi  as  he  is  behaved, 

if't  be  th*  afti&ion  of  his  Love^  or  po^ 

That  thus  he  fu^ers  fpn 

QHcen.  I  (hall  obey  you:        /    ^ 

And  for  your  parr,  OpheUa^  t  do  wip 

That  your  good  Beauties  be  the  ^ppy  caufe 

Of  HdmUt's  wildnefs;  So(h^  I  hope  your  Virtue^ 

Will  brrng  hiin  to  his  wonted  way  ag.aini 

To  both  vour  Honours; 
Opb.  MadaiDy  I,wi(h  it.may*     ,       . ^^ 
P9L  Ophelia,  walk  you  here.  Gracioi|i,  (b.  pleafe  yci 

We  will  beftow  our  felves :  Read  on  this  Book; 

That  (hew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 

Your  lonelinefs.     We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this,    ,  ' 

Tistoo  much  prov'd,  that  with  pevotion*s  vifiige^' 

And  pious  Aftion^  we  do  fuger  o*er. 

The  Devil  himfelf; 
king,  dh  *tis  iod  .true  I 

How  fmart  a  la(h  that  Speech  doth  givemy  Con(cienc^ 

The  Harlot's  Cheek  beautied  with  plaftring  Art 

is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing,  that  help$  it| 

'I'han  is  my  Deed  to  my  mod  ^tintea  Word. 

Oh  heavy  burthen  I  .      . 

PoL  I  hear  hiib  coming  Jet^if^itiidi^w,  my  tord*.. 

,    lixiunt  dlUmt  Ophdki 
Enfer  HimltU  ,        , 

^     Hamd  To  be,  pr  not  tp  be;  that  is  the^-Queftioo : 

whether,  'tis  nobler  in  the  Mind;  to  iuffer 

The  Slinks  and  Arrets  .of  outra^ious-I^rtufle; 

Or  to  take  Arms  againfl  a  Sfa  of  Troubles, 
.  And  by  oppofing  end  theib.  To  dy^i  to  fleep 

No  niorc ;  and  by  a  fleef),  to  fay  we  end       , .    . 

The  H^rt-^chf,  and  the  tfaoufand  naturd  Shotki_    ,..     . 

That  Fle(h  is  Heii*  to;  tis  i  CimC\»mmaiXvoti  ^         .  ,^ 

Vox.    V^.  '  -  ^^  ^..H^^^t 
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Devoutly  to  be  wiih'd.    To  die  to  Sleep 

To^eepy  perchance  to  Dream ;  ay^  ther  A  the  rab— — 

For  in  that  fleep  of  Death,  wlutt  Dreams  may  com^ 

When  we  have  (hufied  oflF  this  mortal  Cpily 

Muft  give  us  paufe«    There's  the  refpeft 

That  makes  Calamity  of  fo  long  Life: 

For  who  would  bear  the  Whips  and  Scorns  of  Time^ 

The  OpprefTors  wrong,  the  poor  Man*^  Contumely^ 

The  pangs  of  defjpis'd  Jjove»  the  Laws  dday. 

The  infolence  of  Office,  and  the  fpums 

That  patient  merit  of  the  Unworthy  takes* 

When  he  himfelf  might  his  Qmetns  make 

With  a  bare  Bodkin  ?  Who  would  Fardles  bealir 

To  grunt  and  fweat  under  a  weary  Life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  Death, 

The  undifcover'd  Country,  from  whofe  Bom 

No  Traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  Will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  Ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

Thus  Confctence  does  make  Cowards  of  us  all. 

And  thus  the  native  Hue  of  Refolutioo 

Is  ficklied  p*er,  with  the  pale  caft  of  Thought; 

And  Enterprizes  of  great  Pith  and  Moment, 

With  this  regard  their  Currents  turn  awayt 

And  lofe  the  name  of  AAion*     Soft  you  now,     [Seehig  Oi^ 

The  fair  Ophelia  }  Nympb>  in  thy  Oraifons 

Be  all  my  Sins  remembred* 

Oph.  Good  my  Lord, 
How  does  your  Honour  for  this  many  a  Day? 

Ham.  I  humbly  tba^k  you;  well, well,  well    ■     ii 

Oph.  My  Lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  your^ 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  redeliver* 
I  pray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ba0n.  No,  no,  I  never  gave  you  ought. 

Oph.  My  honoured  Lord,  I  know  right  weD  yon  did^ 
And  with  them  Words  of  fo  fweet  Breath  compos*d^ 
As  made  the  things  more  Rich  :  That  perfume  lofi^ 
Take  thefe  again ;  for  to  the  noble  Mind 
Rich  Gifts  wax  poor,  when  Givers  prove  uridnd^ 
There,  my  Lord* 

Ham.  lUf  ha  f  are  you  hfmtR  f 
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Hdm.  Are  you  fair  ? 

Oph,  What  means  your  Lordihip  I 

Skm.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  your  Honefty  (hould 
adffiit  ho  Difcourfe  to  your  Beauty. 

OpL  Could  fieauty,  my  Lordj  have  better  Commerce 
than  with  Honefty? 

Ham.  Ay  truly;  for  the  power  of  Beauty,  will  fooner 
transform  Honefty  from  what  it  i$»  to  a  Bawd,  than  the  force 
of  Honefty  can  tranflate  Beauty  into  his  likenefs.  This  was 
fometimes  a  Paradox^  but  now  the  time  gives  it  proof.  I 
did  love  you  once. 

Oph^  Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  mede  me  believe  fo. 

ffdm.  You  ftiould  not  have  believed  me.  For  Virtue  can^ 
not  fo  inoculate  our  old  Stocky  but  we  fliall  relifti  of  it.  I 
loved  you  not. 

OpL  I  was  the  more  deceived* 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery.  Why  woutdft  thou  be 
a  breeder  of  Sinners  ?  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honefty  but 
yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch  thbgs  that  it  were  better  my 
Mother  had  not  bom  me.  I  am  very  proud^  revengeful,  am^ 
bitious,  with  more  Offences  at  my  beck,  than  I  have  thoughts 
to  put  them  in  Imagination^  to  give  them  OxoJpe^  or  time  to 
aft  them  in.  What  ftiould  fuch  Fellows  as  I  do  crawling 
between  Heaven  add  Earth.  We  are  arrant  Knaves  all,  be* 
lieve  none  of  us*  >■  >i6o  thy  ways  to  a  Nunnery'*' ■  ^  * 
Where's  yoiir  Father? 

Oph.  At  home>  my  Lord^ 


Ham.  Let  the  Doors  be  fliut  iipof)  hiiht  that  he  may  play 
the  Fool  no  where  but  in*s  owii  Houfe.    Brewek 

Opbm  O  help  him,  you  fweet  Heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  doft  Marry,  FlI  give  thee  this  Plague  fbr 
thy  Dowry.  Be  thou  as  chafte  as  Ice^  as  pure  as  Snow,  thou 
ihalt  notdfcape  Calumny— »<<<€tt  thee  to  a  i4unni^rY)  Go-— 
farewel^-«Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  tearry,  marry  a  fool ;  for 
wife  Men  know  well  enougbi  what  Monfters  you  make  o( 
thcm-i— To  a  Nunnery  go— and  quickly  too*    FareweL 

(^k  O  heav'niy  Powers!  rcftore him. 
'^:  Hd^t  I  have  heard  of  your  pratling  too^  well  enough* 
God  nteivto  you  one  pace,  and  yoti  make  .your  ielf  an* 
other  r  Tou  jig^  you  amble#  und  you  lifp^  stf|d  ijick-name 
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God's  Creatures9  and  make  your  wantonnefs  your  ignoraocei 
Go,  1*11  no  more  on'r,  it  hathjmade  me  mad.  I  fay,  we  will 
have  no  more  Marriages.  Thofe  that  are  married  alreadyt 
all  but  one  /hall  live>  the  reft  (hall  keep  as  they  are*.  To  a 
Nunnery,  go.  (Exit  Hamlet. 

Oph.  O  what  a  noble  Mind  is  h^re  o'er*thrown  I 
The  Courtiers,  Soldiers,  Scholars  !  Eye,  Tongue,  Sword, 
Th'  expedancy  and  Rofe  of  the  fair  State, 
The  glafs  of  Fathion^  and  the  mould  of  Form, 
Th*  obfcrv'd  of  all  obfervers,  quite,  quite  down; 
I  am  of  Ladies  moft  dejeft  and  wretched, 
That  fuck'd  the  Hony  of  his  Mufick  Vows: 
Now  fee  that  Noble  and  moft  Sovereign  Reafbn,* 
Like  fwcet  Bdls  jangled  out  of  Tune^  andharfli  j 
That  unmatch'd  Form  and  Feature  of  blows  Yoiith,^ 
Blafted  with  Extafie.     Oh  woe  is  me  f 
T*  have  feen  what  I  have  feen ;  fee  what  I  fee* 

Bfjter  King  and  Polonius. 
King.  Love !  his  Affedions  dp  not  that  way  tend^ 
Nor  what  he  fpake,  tho*  it  lack*d  Form  a  little. 
Was  not  like  Madnefs.  There's  fomething  in  his  Soul, 
O'er  which  his  Melancholy  (its  on  brood. 
And  I  do  doubt  the  hatch,  and  the  difdofe 
Will  be  fome  Danger^  which  how  to  preventt^ 
I  have  in  quick  Determination 
Thus  fet  it  down.    He  (hall  with  fpeed  to  EngUimd 
For  the  demand  of  our  negleded  Tribute: . 
Haply  the  S^as  ^nd  Countries  difFer ent. 
With  variable  Ob] eSs,  (hall  expel 
This  fcmethii^  fettled  matter  in  his  Heart  i 
Whereon  his  Brainsl  ftill  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fafh  ion  of  himfelf*  What  think  you  on't  S 

Pol.  It  (halldowelL    But  yet  do  I  believe 
The  Origin  arid  Commencement  of  this  Qdef 
Sprung  from  neglefied  Love.    How  now#  O^ib^/ur  ^    ' 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  faid. 
We  heard  it  aH*    My  Lord,  da  as  you  jffeale. 
But  if  you  Ijold  it  fit  after  the  May, 
Let  his  Qieeh  Mother  all  abne  intreat  him 
To  (hew  bis  Gf'iefs  $  let  her  be  round  with  liimt 

Aiiti  VWpt  plic*d,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  the  £tr 
*-  •*-^  Of 
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of  all  their  Conference*     If  (he  find  him  not, 
To  EngUnJi  fend  him ;  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wiidom  beft  (hall  think. 

King.  It  ihall  be  fo : 
Madnefs  in  great  Ones  muft  not  unwatch*d  go.         \Exettni. 
Enter  Hamlet,  md  tW9  # r  three  of  the  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  Speech  I  pr%y  you,  as  I  pronounced  it  to 
ypu  trippingly  on  the  Tongue,  ^ut  if  you  mouth  it,  as  ma^ 
ny  of  our  Players  d(\  I  had  aljjieve  the  Town*Crier  had 
fpoke  my  Lines  :  Nor  do  not  faW  the  Air  too  much  with 
your  Hand  thus,  but  ufe  all  gently ;  for  in  the  very  Torrent, 
Tempeftj  and>  as  I  may  fay,  the  whirl* wind  of  Paffion,you 
muft  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance  that  may  give  it  (mooth- 
ntU.  O  it  offends  me  to  the  Soul,  to  fee  a  robuftous  Per- 
riwig-pated  Fellow,  tear  a  Paffion  to  Tatters,  to  very  ^ags, 
to  fplit  the  Ears  of  the  Groundlings:  Who  /for  the  moft 
part)  are  capable  of  nothings  but  inexplicable  dumb  Shews, 
and  Noife  :  I  could  have  fuch  a  Fellow  whipt  for  o'er  doing 
Termagant ;  it  oist*Herods  HeroaU    Pray  you  avoid  it, 

Plaj.  I  warrant  your  Honour. 

Ham.  Be  nor  too  tame  neither ;  but  let  your  own  Difcre* 
tion  be  your  Tutor.  Sute  the  A^fcion  to  the  Word,  the 
Word  to  the  Adion;  with  this  fpecial  obfervance ;  that  you 
o'er-ftop  not  the  Modtfty  of  Nature;  for  any  thing  fo  over^ 
done,  is  from  the  purpofe  of  Playing,  whofe  end  hoAi  at  tho 
firft  and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold  as  'twere  the  Mirror  up  to 
nature ;  to  fliew  Virtue  her  own  Feature,  Scorn  her  own  14 
mage,  and  the  very  Age  and  Body  of  the  time,  his  Form  and 
Preffure;  Now,  this  over^done,  or  come  tardy  oiF,  tho*  it 
make  the  Unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  Tudicious 
grieve:  The  cenfureof  which  one,  muft  in  your  Allowance 
o'er-fway  a  whole  Theatre  of  others.  Oh,  there  be  Players 
that  I  have  feen  Play,  and  heard  others  praife,  and  that  high* 
ly,  (not  to  fpeak  it  prophanely^  that  neither  having  the  ac» 
cent  of  Chriftians,  nor  the  gate  of  Chriftian,  Pagan,  ox  Nor* 
man^  have  fo  ftrutted  and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  fome 
of  Nature's  Journcy«men  had  made  Men,  and  not  made  them 
well,  they  imitated  Humanity  fo  abominably. 

Play.  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  us,  Sir.' 

Ham.  O  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  thofe  that  play 
your  Cbwns,  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  fot  tb^tAou  "^w 
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there  be  of  them,  that  will  of  themfelves  hugfa»  to  fet  oir 
fome  quantity  of  barren  Spectators  to  laugh  too^  though  ia 
the  mean  time,  fome  neceffary  queftion  of  the  Play  be  then 
to  be  confidered  ;  chat  s  ViUanous,  and  (hews  a  moft  pitiful 
Ambition  in  the  Fool  that  u(es  it.     Go  make  you  ready. 

[Ex$itmPUjcrs. 
Enter  Polonius>  RofenerauSj  Md  ©uildenftero. 
How  now,  my  Lord$. 
Will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  Work  ? 

PoU  And  the  Queen  too«  and  that  prefently* 

Hdm.  Bid  the  Players  make  hafte.  {Exit  Polonius. 

Will  you  two  help  to  baften  them  i     : 

Both.  We  will,  my  Lord.  \Exettnt.. 

Enter  Horatio* 

H4^m.  What  ho^  Horatio  ? 

Hor.  Here,  fwect  Lord,  at  your  Service. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e*en  as  )uft  a  Mao 
As  e'er  my  Converfation  coap'd  withaU 

Hor.  O  my  dear  Lord-   ■ 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter ; 
For  what  Advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee^ 
That  no  Revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  Spirits 
To  feed  and  cloath  thee.    Why  (hould  the  poor  be  flatterM? 
No,  let  the  candied  Tongue  lick  abfurd  Pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  Hinges  of  the  Knee, 
.Where  thrift  may  ioUow  feigning.  Doft  thou  hear  ? 
Since  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftrefs  of  her  Choice, 
And  could  of  Men  diftinguiOi,  her  Bledion 
Hath  feal'd  thee  for  her  felf*    For  thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  fu£Fering  all,  that  fuffers  nothing, 
A  Man  that  Fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hath  ra'en  with  equal  Thanks.     And  bleft  are  thoCe^ 
Whof  Blood  and  Judgment  are  (b  well  co-mingledf' 
That  they  are  not  a  Pipe  for  Fortune's  Finger, 
iTo  lound  what  ftop  (he  pleafe.     Give  me  thatMan^ 
fThat  IS  not  Paffion's  Slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  Hetrt'^  C'^re:  Ay,  in  my  Heart  of  Hearty 
Aj  r  do  thee.    Something  too  much  of  this. 
There  is  a  Play  to  Night  before  the  Kiog» 
One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  Circumftance 
.Which  I  hav^  told  ibee,  of  my  Father's 
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I  prethee,  whea  thou  feeft  that  Ad  ^foo^ 
£vfn  with  the  very  Commeat  of  thy  Soul 
Obfervc  mine  Uncle!  If  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  unkennel  in  one  Speech* 
It  is  a  damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  feeo: 
And  my  Imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  Fiilcitn'&  Styth.    Give  him  heedfuj  note,' 
]^or  I  mine  Eyes  will  rivet  to  hii  Face, 
And  after  we  will  both  our  Judgments  }oin, 
To  cenfure  of  his  feeming. 

Hor.  Well,  my  Lord. 
If  he  fteal  ou^ht  the  whilft  this  Play  is  playing. 
And  fcape  deteding,  I  will  pay  the  Theft. 
Enter  King,  Quun^  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofeneraus,GiiiIden- 

ftern,    and  other  Lords  AttendAtay  with  hit  Gunrd  carrjtng 

Torchef,     Danifh  March.     Smnda  Flaurijb. 

Ham,  They  are  coming  to  the  Play  ;  I  muft  be  idle. 
Get  you  a  Place. 

King.  How  fares  my  Coufin  Hamlet  i 

Ham.  Excellent  i'faith,  of  the Camelion's  Difli.-  leatthe 
Air,  promife-cramm'd,  you  cannot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  Anfwer,  Hamlet,   ihefe 
Words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine,  no*,  my  Lord.  You  plaid  once  i'ch* 
Univerfity,  you  fay?  \To  Polonius,   - 

Pol.   That  I  did,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good 
Ador. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enad  \ 

Pol.  I  did  enad  Juliut  UJar,  I  was  kill'd  i'lh'  Capitol : 
Brmm  kill'd  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  fo  CapJtalaCalf 
there.     Be  the  Players  ready  \ 

Rof.  Ay,  my  Lord,  they  ftay  upon  your  patience. 

Oueen.  Come  hither,  my  good  HdmUt,  fit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  Mother,  here's  Mettle  more  attradive. 

Pol,  Ohho,  doyoumirkthat? 

Ham.  Lady,  fliallUye  in  your  Lap?       [Lying  down  at  O- 

Oph.  No,  my  Lord.  phelia'*  Fe(t. 

Ham*  I  mean,  my  Head  upon  your  Lap  S 

Oph.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  CduWc^ 'NV.iMt.ws.X 
Z  4 
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Oph.  I  think  nothing,  ipy  Lord, 

Jdam.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lye  between  a  Maid's  Lcgs^ 
O/^ib,  What  is,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  nierry,  my  Lord.  ^ 

Ham.   Whol? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Oh  God,  your  only  Jig- maker;  what ihould a ]i4an 
do,  but  be  merry.  For  look  you  how  chearfully  nay  Ho* 
ther  looks,  and  my  Father  dy'd  wichin*$  two  hours* 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  Months,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  So  long  ?  Nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for  m 
have  a  Suit  of  Sables.  Qh  Heav'ns!  dye  two  Months  ago, 
and  not  forgotten  yet?  then  there's  hope,  a  great  Man's  Me- 
mory may  out-live  his  Life  half  a  Year :  But  byV-lady  he 
muft  build  Churches  then  ;  or  elfe  (hall  he  fuffer  not  think- 
ing on,  with  the  Hobby-horfe ;  whofe  Epitaph  is,  for  o, 
for  o,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Haufhojs  pUj.  Th^dnmb  ShtiV  eftters. 
Enter  a  King  and  O^eeny  very  lovingly  j  the  Queen  embracing 
him*  She  kneels  ;  and  makes  Jljeiv  of  Proteftation  unto  him. 
He  takes  her  up^  and  declines  his  Head  upoff  her  Neck^  Lajs 
him  dov^n  upon  a  Banl^  of  Floii/ers.  She  feeing  him  afleep^ 
leaves  hin^.  '  Anon  comes  in  a  FelUnv^  takis  off  his  Crow^^ 
kHfes  ity  and  pours  Poifon  in  the  King's  Ears^  and  Exits. 
The  Queen  returns^  finds  the  King  dead^  and  makes  paffknaie 
AS^ion.  The  Poifiner^  yith  fome  f^p  or  three  Mutes  come  in 
again,  f earning  to  lament  v/itH  her.  The  dead  Body  is  carried 
awaj :  The  Poifoner  woes  the  Queen  with  GiftSy  fhefeems  loth 
and  unwilling  a  while y  kut  in  the  end  aqcepishis  Love. 

[Exeunt. 

Oph.  What  naeans  this,  my  Lor^  ? 

Ham.  Marry  tliis  is  Miching.^4//Vi&0,  (hat  means  Mi(chief» 

Oph.  Belike  this  Shew  imports  the  Argument  of  the  Play? 

Ham.  We  fliall  know  by  theft  Fellows:  The  Players  can- 
not keep  counfe},  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  they  tell  us  what  this  Shew  fx^e^nt? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  Shew  that  you  II  (hew  him.  B^  not  you 
a|ham'dto(hew,  he'll  notfhameto  tell  vou  what  it  means. 

pfh.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naugm,  I'll  mark  the  Play. 
^  Emet 
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£nitr  ProltgHC, 
F»r  MS,  Mfdfir  •itr  Tr^edjt  ,     . 

Here  ftoopUg  t9  jtur  CUmeitcy  ; 
/^  beg  yomr  hearing  fMtitntlj.  - 

Ham.  Is  tl^isaProloguej  or  tbe  Pofie  of  aRingS 

Ofih.  Tis  brief,  roy  Lord. 

ffam.  As  Woman's  lovr. 

Enter  King  "wd  Qttten, 

King.  Full  thirty  timet  .baili  Fhabns  Car  gon  round 
JVepinne's  Tatt  WaHi,  aiid7>//M  Orbed  Ground : 
And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  bcorpwed  iheeo. 
About  the  World  have  tiqie*  twelve  thirties  been. 
Since  Love  our  ilegrtSi  and  Hymen,  did  our  Hands 
Uoke  conmutual,  in  mod  facred  Bands. 

Qnten.  So  many  Journeys  may  the  Sun  and  MooQ 
Make  us  again  count  o'er*  e'er  love  be  dour. 
But  woe  is  me>  you  are  fo  lick  of  late. 
So  far  from  Cheer,  and  from  your  former  State, 
Tharl  difturft  you  ;  yet  though  I  diftruft, 
Difcomfoit  you,  my  Lord,  it  nothing  muft. 
FiHT  Womens  Fear  and  Love,  hold  quantity. 
In  neither  ought,  or  in  extremity  ;  '..\} 

Now  what  my  Love  is>  proof  hath  mide  you  knov^ 
And  as  my  Love  is  fix'd.  my  Fear  is  fo.  . 

Jir/»^.  Faith  I muft  leave  ihee.  Love, and  Ihorlly  too;        ■  -r-: 
My  operant  Powers  my  Funtftjons  have  to  do. 
And  thou  fha!t  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,  bclov'd,  and  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  Husband  fhalt  thou  ■ 

Oueen.   Oh  confound  the  reft  ! 
Such  Love  muft  needs  be  Treafon  in  my  Brcaft  : 
In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurd. 
None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kiil'd  the  firft. 

Ham.  Wormwood,  Wormwood. 

Qitten.  The  tndancesthat  fecond  Marriagemove, 
-  Are  bafe  refpeiSs  of  Thrift,  but  none  of  Love.  ' 

A  fecond  time.  I  kill  my  Husband  dead, 
When  fecond  Husband  kilTes  me  in  Bed. 

King.  I  dobeUeve  you.  Think  what  now  you  fpeak; 
But  what  we  do  determine,  oft  we  break  ; 
Purpofe  is  but  the  Slave  to  Memory, 
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of  violent  Birth,  but  poor  validity  : 

Which  now  like  Fruit  unripe  fticks  on  the  Tree, 

But  fall  un(h  ken,  wh^n  they  mellow  be. 

Mod  necefTary  'tis  that  we  forget 

To  pay  our  felvcs,  what  to  our  lelvcs  is  Delt : 

What  to  our  felves  in  Paffion  we  propole» 

The  Paflion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe 

The  Violence  of  either  Grief  or  Joy, 

Their  own  cnaftors  with  themfelves  deftroy  : 

Where  Joy  moft  revels.  Grief  doth  rooft  lament ; 

Gref  joys,  Joy  grieves  on  flender  accident. 

This  World  is  not  for  aye,  nor  'tis  not  flrange 

That  even  our  Loves  ihould  with  our  Fortunes  change* 

For  'tis  a  Queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove. 

Whether  Love  lead  Fortune,  or  elfe  Fortune  Love# 

The  great  Man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies. 

The  poor  advanced  makes  Friends  of  Enemies : 

And  hitherto  doth  Love  on  Fortune  tend. 

For  who  not  needs,  (hall  never  lack  a  Friend  ; 

And  who  in  Want  a  hollow  Friend  doth  try, 

Dire(9:ly  feafons  him  his  Enemy, 

But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun. 

Our  Wills  and  Fates  do  fo  contrary  run. 

That  our  Devices  ftill  ^re  overthrown. 

Our  Thoughts  arc  ours,  their  Ends  none  of  our  own; 

So  think  thou  wilt  no  fecond  Husband  wed. 

But  die  thy  Thoughts,  when  thy  firftLQrdisdead. 

Oiuen.  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  Food,  nor  Heav'n  Light, 
Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me  Day  and  Night ; 
Each  oppofite  that  blanks  the  Face  of  Joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well>  and  it  deftroy. 
But  here,  and  hence,  purfue  me  laftiqg  Scrifcj^ 
If  once  a  Widow,  ever  I  be  Wife. 

flam.  If  (he  (hould  break  it  now. 

ting.  'Tis  deeply  fworn;  fweet,  leave  line  here  a  while, 
]Vly  Spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  Day  with  fleep. 

Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  Brain,  {SUifi* 

And  never  come  mifchance  between  u$  twaip,*  \i^xiu 

'   Ham.  Madam*  how  like  you  the  Play  ? 
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Quttn.  The  Lady  protefts  too  much,  methinI(E. 

Ham,  Oh  but  Aie'Jl  Iceep  her  word. 

King-  Have  you  beard  the  Argumenr,  is  there  no  Of- 
fence in't  ? 

Hiun.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jefl,  poifoDiD  jeft,  no  Of< 
fence  f'th*  World. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  Play  \ 

Ham-  The  Moufe-trapi  Marry  how  ?  Tropically.  This 
Pby  is  the  Image  of  a  Murcher  done  in  ^unn* ;  Gonx^tft 
it  the  Duke's  Name,  his  Wife  B^ftifia ;  you  Ai  all  fee  anonj 
'lis  a  Koaviih  piece  of  Wtvk ;  but  what  o'  that  {  Your 
Majefly,  and  we  that  have  free  Souls,  it  touches  us  QQt ) 
Jet  the  gall'd  Jade  winch,  our  withers  are  unwtung. 

Enter  Lucianus. 
This  is  one  Lucianus,  Nephew  to  the  King. 

Ofh.  You  are  a  good  Chorus,  my  Lord. 

Bam,  I  couldJnrerfH-et  between  you  and  your  I^o^  ;  - 
If  I  could  fee  the  Puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  Lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  vould  coft  you  a  groaning,  to  take-  off  my 
Edge. 

Ofh,  Still  worfe  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So  you  miftake  Husbands. 
Begin  Murtber.  Pox,  leave  thy  damnable  Faces,  and  begin.' 
Come,  the  croaking  Raven  doih  htllow  for  Revenge. 

iMi.  Thoughts  black.  Hands  apt.  Drugs  fit,  and  Time 
agreeing  ; 
Confederate  Seafon,  elfe  no  Creature  feeing  : 
Thou  Mixture  rank,  of  Midniglit-Wteds  colk-flcd. 
With  Hecatei  Bane,  thrice  blartet!,  thrice  infetfted, 
The  natural  Magick,  and  dire  p'operly. 
On  wholfome  Life,  ufurp  imir.., lately. 

[Pmrs  the  Voifon  in  his  Ears, 

Ham.  He  poyfons  him  i'tii'  Garden  fur's  Eftare  ;  his 
Namt's  Gonz.ago  ;  the  Story  js  f  xtanr,  and  writ  in  choice 
Italian.  You  (hall  fee  anon  how  the  Miirthtrer  gets  the 
Lowe  of  ConK,ago'''i  Wife. 

Oph.  The  King  rifes. 

Ham,  What,  frighted  with  falfc  Fire  \ 

Qtteen,  How  fares  my  Loid  \ 
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PffL  Give  o'er  the  Play, 

kiftg.  Give  me  lome  Light.  Away. 

jilL  Lights^  Lights,  Lights.  [Exemu 

Aiancnt  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weept 
The  Heart  ungalled  play  : 
For  fome  mud  watch,  whilft  fome  muft  fleep  f 
So  runs  the  World  away. 

Would  not  this,  Sir>  and  a  Forefi  of  Feathers,  if  the  reft 
of  my  Fortunes  turn  Turl^  with  me  ;  with  two  Provincial 
Rofes  on  my  rs^'d  Shooes,  get  me  a  Fellowihip  in  a  cry  of 
Players,  Sir. 

Hor.  Half  a  Share. 

Ham.  A  whole  one  T. 
For  thou  doft  know,  oh  Damon  dear» 
This  Realm  difmantled  was 
Of  Jove  himfelf,  ajnd  now  reigns  here. 
A  very  very  P^iddc. 

Hor.  You  might  have  Rim'd. 

Ham.  Oh  good  Haratio^  V\\  tike  the  Ghoft's  word  for  a 
thoufand  Pounds.  Didft  perceive  ? 

Hor.  Very  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  U,)on  the  Talk  of  the  Poifoning  ? 

Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenftem. 

H^m.  Ob,  ha/  c<>me  {bme  Mu(lck.  Come  the  Recorders, 
For  if  the  King  like  not  the  Comedy  5 
Why  then  behke  he  likes  it  notperdy. 
Come,  fome  Mufick. 

Gmld.  Good  my  Lord,  vouchfafe  tfjit  ji  word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  Hiftory, 

Cfiild.  The  King,  Sir-  .^ 

Ham.  Ay  Sir,  what  of  him  f 

Cnild.  l^  in  his  retirement,  marvelleus  diftemper'd  — *r 

Ham.  With  Drink,  Sir  ? 

Cuild.  No,  my  Lord,  rather  wkh  Choler. 

Ham.  Your  Wirdom  fhould  (hew  it  felf  more  rich  to  fig* 
nifie  this  to  his  Doftor  ;  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  Purgattoo* 
would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  far  more  Chder. 

Gmld.  Good  my  Lord,  put  your  Difcourfe  ioto  fome 
Fi;vqe,  and  fiart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  A£Fair« 

Haaf. 


Hsitnkt,  Prince  of  Dcmriarfc.      2,411 

Ham»  I  am  tame,  Sir^  pronounce. 

Guild.  The  Queen  your  Mother,  in  mod  great  afiiidion 
of  Spirit,  hath  fent  tAe  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guild.  Nay,  good  my  Lordj  this  Courtefie  is  not  of  the 
right  breed.  If  it  (Hall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a  vhol- 
fom  Anfwer,  I  will  do  your  Mother's  Commandment ;  if 
nor,  your  iPardon,  and  my  return  fhall  be  the  end  of  my 
Bufinefs. 

Hdm.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guild.  What,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfome  Anfwer ;  my  Wit's  diTeas'd. 
But,  Sir,  fuch  Anfwers  as    I  can    make,  you  (hall  com-' 
mand  ;  or  rather  you  fay,  my  Mother  — '  therefore  no 

more  but  to  the  matter — my  Mother,  you  fay  ■■  > 

Ro/l  Then  thus  fhe  fays;  your  Behaviour  hath  ftruck 
her  into  amszement,  and  admiration. 

Ham.  Oh  wonderful  Son,  that  can  fo  aftonifh  a  Mother. 
But  is  there  no  fequel  at  the  Heels  of  this  Mother«admi- 
ration  ? 

Rof.  She  deGres  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofct  e'er  you 
go  to  Bed. 

Ham.  We  (hall  obey,  were  fhe  ten  times  our  Mother. 
Have  you  any  further  Trade  with  us  ? 

Rof.  My  Lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  So  I  do  ftill,  by  thcfe  pickers  and  dealers. 

Rof,  Good  my  Lord,  what  is  your  Caufe  of  Diftemper^ 
You  do  freely  bar  the  Door  of  your  own  Liberty,  if  you 
deny  your  Griefs  to  your  Friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  Advancement. 

Rof.  How  /cari^^tfaat  be,  when  you  have  the  Voice  of  the 
King  himfelf,  for  your  Succeffion  in  Denmark^? 

Ham.  Ay,  but  while  the  Grafs  grows,  the  Proverb  is 
fomething  mufty. 

Enter  one  with  a  Recorder. 
O  the  Recorders,  let  me  fct  one;  To  withdraw  with  you— ■ 
why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  Wind  of  me,  as  if  yoii  ■ 
would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

Guild.  O  my  Lord,  if  my  Duty  be  too  bold,  my  Love 
is  too  unmannerly. 

Ham.  I  do  not.  well  underftand  th«%  VJ  \\\  n^^  ^^i  ^\^^ 
this  Pipe?         '  OhW^ 
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GmU.  My  Lordy  I  caiuiob  > 

Ham.  I  pray  you, 

Gmld.  Believe  me,  I  cannot; 

Ham.  I  do  befeech  you; 

Guild.  I  know  no  touch  of  ir,  my  Lor<L 

Hdm.  *Tis  as  eafie  as  lying  ;  govern  thcTe  Ventiges  with 
your  Finger  and  Thumb,  give  it  Breath  with  your  Mouth, 
and  it  wiU  difcourie  mofi  excellent  Mufick. 
Look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Guild.  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of 
l^armony,  I  have  not  the  Skill. 

Ham.  Why  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 
make  of  me  ;  you  would  play  upon  me,  you  would  feem 
to  know  my  ftops ;  you  would  pluck  out  the  Heart  of  my 
Myftery,  you  would  found  me  from  my  loweft  Note^  t6  the 
top  of  my  Compafs,  and  there  is  much  Muficki  excellent 
Voice,  in  this  little  Organ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it.  Why 
do  you  think,  that  I  am  eafier  to  be  plaid  on  than  a  Pipe  t 
Call  me  what  Inftrument  you  will,  though  you  can  fret  met 
you  cannot  play  upon  me.     God  blefs  you.  Sir. 

Effter  Polonius. 

PoL  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  yoiip  and 
prefently. 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  that  Cloud*  that's  almoft  in  (hape  like 
a  Camel  ? 

PoL  By  th'  Mafs,  and  it's  like  a  Qmel  indeed* 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a  Wez^U 

Pol.  It  is  back'd  like  a  VT^^^A 

Ham.  OrVktzWhaUl 

Pol.  Very  hke  a  Whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  tny  Motlier  bj^  tnd  hf  i 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  Bent. 
I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  fay  fo.  \Ex»i 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid^  Leave  i»e>  friends  i[Ex}l. 
•Tis  now  thi  very  witching  time  of  Night, 
When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it  felf  breaths  out 
Contagion  ^o  this  World.  Now  could  I  drink  hoc  Bfodd^ 
And  do  fuch  bitter  Bufinefs  as  the  Day 
Would  quake  to  look  on;    Soft>  now  to  my  Motlier  ^^i^*^ 

Oh 
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Oh  Hnrt,  lofeiwc  thy  Nature;  let  nocevK 
The  Soul  of  Ner§  enter  this  firm  Bofom  i 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnitural, 
I  will  fpeak  Diggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none. 
My  Tongue  and  Soul  in  this,  be  Hypocrites  ; 
tfow  in  my  words  fomever  Ihe  be  ihenr,    . 
To  give  them  Seals,  never  my  Soul  coDfent.  [Exiu 

Enter  Kingt  Rofeneraus,  Mi/Guildenftem. 
King>  I  like  him  not,  nor  flands  it  fafe  with  us. 
To  let  his  Madnefs  range.  Therefore  prepare  you; 
I  your  Commitnon  will  forthwith  difpatch. 
And  he  to  EnfUmd  thall  along  with  you. 
The  Terms  ol  our  Eftate  may  not  endure 
Eiazird  fo  dangerous,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  Lunacies.  .  ' 

GmU,  We  will  our  felves  provide ; 
'   Mod  holy  and  religious  Fear  it  is. 
To  keep  thofe  many  Bodies  fafe,  that  live 
And  htA  upon  your  Majefty. 

Raf.  The  iingle  and  peculiar  Life  is  bound 
With  all  the  Strength  and  Armour  of  the  Mind, 
To  keep  it  felf  from  noyance  ;  but  much  more. 
That  Spirit,  upon  whofe  Spirit  depends  and  refti 
The  Lives  of  many;  the  ceafe  of  Majefty 
Dies  not  alone,  but  like  a  Gulf  doth  draw 
What's  near  it>  with  it,  it  is  a  mafly  Wheel 
Fixt  on  chc  Summit  of  the  higheri  Mount, 
To  whofe  huge  Spoaks,  ten  thoufand  kiTer  things 
Are  mortiz'd  and  adjoin'd;  which  when  it  falls. 
Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  conrequence 
Attends  the  boiftrous  Rain.    Never  alone 
Did  the  King  figh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  fpeedy  Voy^e  j 
For  we  will  Fetters  put  upon  this  Fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free*footed. 

Both.  We  will  hafte  us.  {Extmn  Gin*^.^ 

Enttr  Polonius. 
Tol.  My  Lord,  he's  going  to  his  Mother's  Ctofet ; 
Behind  the  Arras  I'll  convey  my  felf 
To  heir  the  Pro£bfs.   Ill  wamnt  ihcll  tax  him  faonw*    ,   ^ 

-     ■     v' 
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Aod  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid* 

*Tis  meet  chat  fome  more  Audience  than  a  Mother^ 

Since  Nature  makes  them  partial  fhould  o'er-hcat 

The  Speech  of  Vantage.    Fare  you  well,  my  Lieges 

1*11  call  upon  you  e'er  yob  go  io  bed. 

And  tell  you  what  I  knoV(r.  [Exih 

King.  Thanks,  dear  toy  Lord. 
Oh  my  Offence  is  rank,  it  fmell^  to  Heav*n, 
It  hath  the  primal  eldeft  curfe  upon*t  ; 
A  Brother's  Murther.    Pray  I  cannot. 
Though  Inclination  be  as  (harp  as  Will  : 
My  ftronger  Guilt  defeats  iny  firong  Ihtent^ 
And  like  a  Man  to  double  Bu(inen»  bound, 
I  ftand  in  pawfe  where  I  (hall  firft  be^in. 
And  both  negled  ;  what  if  this  curfed  Hancl 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  brother's  Bloof|, 
Is  there  not  Rain  enough  in  the  fweet  Heav'ns 
To  walh  it  white  as  Snow  ?  whereto  ferves  Mercy  i 
But  to  Confront  the  vifage  of  Offence  \ 
And  what's,  in  Prayer,  but  this  two* fold  Force, 
To  be  fore^ftalled  e'er  we  come  t6  fall, 
O-^  pardon'd  being  down  /  Then  FU  l6ok  ii'p. 
My  Fault  is  part.    But  oh,  what  Form  of  Prayer 
Can  ferve  my  turn!  ?  Porgive  me  fny  foul  MurtKer^ 
That  cannot  be,  fince  I  aih  ftill  Jjoffeft, 
Of  thofe  Effefts  for  which  I  did  the  Murther, 
My  Crown,  mine  own  Ambition>  and  ihy  Queens 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'offence  ? 
In  the. corrupted  Currents  of  this  World, 
Offences  gilded  Hand  may  (hove  by  Juftice, 
And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 
Buys  out  the  Law  ;  but  *tis  not  fo  above> 
There  is  no  (huffling,  there  the  AAion  lyes    . 
In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  our  felves  compell'd 
Even  to  the  Teeth  and  F  )re-head  of  our  Faults, 
To  give  in  Evidence.  What  then  ?  what  refts  ? 
Try  what  Repentance  can.    What  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  ir,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
OH  wretched  Stare !  oh  B3fom,  black  as  Death  / 
Oh  limed  Soul,  that  ftrugh'ng  to  be  free. 
Art  more  irgag*d  1  Help  Argel?,  make  alfay : 

How 
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How  ftubboro  Knees>  and  Heart  with  ftring^  of  Stee^ 
^e  fofc  as  finews  of  the  riiew-bDrh  Babe^ 
All  may  be  well;  [7lr  Kitfg  kmtlsi 

Emit  MirxAtt. 

Hum.  Ndw  tnight  I  do  it  patj  now  he  is  p>raying^ 
And  now  I'll  do*t— —  and  fo  he  goes  to  Heav'n, 
And  ib  am  I  reveng'd :  that  would  be  fcann'd^— — « 
A  Villain  kills  my  Fatheri  and  for  that 
I  his  fole  Son,  do  this  fame  Villain  fend 
To  Hcav'n— .0  this  is  Hire  and  Salleiy^  hot  Reveftge; 
He  took  my  Father  grofsly,  full  of  bread. 
With  all  his  Crimes  broad  blown,  as  freih  as  Muj^ 
And  how  his  Audit  ftands*  who  knows,  fave  Heav'n  t 
But  in  bur  circumftance  and  coiirfe  of  Thought* 
*Tis  heavy  with  him.    And  am  I  then  reveng'd» 
To  take  him  in  the  ptirgihg  of  his  Soul, 
When  iie  is  fit  and  feafon'd  for  his  paiTage?  No; 
Up  Swoi;[^,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  time 
When  he  is  drunk  afleep,  or  in  his  rage. 
Or  in  th'  inceftuous  pleafure  of  his  Bol^ 
At  gaihing»  fwearing,  or  about  fome  ad 
That  has  no  relifh  of  Salvation  io't^ 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  Heek  may  kidc  at  Heav'i^' 
And  chat  his  Soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 
As  Hell,  whereto  it  goes.    My  Mother  ftays^ 
This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  ficUy  days.         .        {EW. 

King.  My  words  fly  up^  my  thoughts  retaain  hctoWf .. 
WorJs^  wiuiout  thoughts^  never  to  Heav'd  goi         \ExU^ 

SCENE    IL     The  ^eeti  s  Apartment. 

Enter  Qtften^  and  Poloaius. 
Pel.  He  wiU  come  firaight;  look  you  lay  home  to  himi 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  top  broad  to  beat  witli^ 
And  that  your  Grace  hath  fcreen'df  and  ftbod  between 
Much  heat  and  him.    Fit  filence  me  e*en  here; 
^ray.  you  be  round  .with  him. 
Hsmu  oiHthin.  Mother,  Mother*  Motheri 
Qmeefk.  VVL  warrant  you,  fear  me  not.  j 

.Withdrawal  hear  Wm  coming.  i        ^     . 

(^Polonius  hida  hit^fil^  Mrind  the  JBrrdsi 
Votv    Vr  At  £iifrf 
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Efftcr  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Now,  Mother,  what's  the  Matter  ? 
Oueen.  Hamlet,  thou  haft  thy  Father  much  oflFended. 
Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  Father  much  offended. 
Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Ham.  Go,  go,  you  queflion  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Queen.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 
Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 
Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Ham.  No,  by  the  Rood,  not  fo ; 
You  are  the  Qiieen,  your  Husband's  Brother's  Wife,' 
But  would  you  were  not  fo.     You  are  my  Mother. 
Queen.  Nay,  then  I'll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeafc.' 
Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  you  down,  you  fliall  not 
budge  : 

You  go  not  'till  I  fet  you  up  a  Glafs, 
Where  you  may  fee  the  inmoft  part  of  you  ? 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do^  thou  wilt  not  murt;}ier  me? 
Help,  help,  ho. 

Pol.  What  ho,  help,  help,  help.  \Behind  the  Anau 

Ham.  How  now,  a  Rat?  dead  for  aDucate,  dead. 
Vol.  Oh  I  am  (lain.  \KiUt  Polonias. 

Queen.  Oh  me,  what  haft  thou  done? 
Ham.  Nay  I  know  not,  is  it  the  King  ? 
Queen.  Oh,  what  a  ralh  and  bloody  deed  is  this  f 
Ham.  A  bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad,  good  Mother^ 
As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  Brother. 
Queen.  As  kill'd  a  King? 
Ham.  Ay  Lady,  'twas  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  ralh,  intruding  Fool^  farewel, 
I  took  thee  for  thy  Betters,  take  thy  Fortune, 
Thou  find'ft  to  be  too  bufie,  is  fome  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands>  peace,  fit  you  down^ 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  ihall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  fluff; 
If  damned  Cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  fo. 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  againft  Senfe.' 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thjr  toog&C 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  Ad, 
That  blurs  the  Grace  and  blufh  of  Modefty, 

" CA 
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Calls  Virtue  Hypocrite,  takes  oflF  the  Rofe 
Frbm  the  fair  Fore-head  of  an  innocent  love* 
And  makes  a  blifter  there ;  makes  Marriage  vows 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  Oaths.     O  fuch  a  Deed, 
As  (torn  the  Body  of  contraAion  plucks 
The  very  Soul,  and  fweet  Religion  makes 
A  rhapfody  of  words.    Heav'n's  Face  doth  glow,' 
Yea>  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs. 
With  triftful  vifage  as  againft  the  doom. 
Is  thoiight-fick  at  the  a^. 

Qneen.  Ay  me,  ^hat  aft. 
That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thiinders  in  the  Index? 

Ham.  Look  here  upon  this  Pidure,  and  on  this^ 
The  counterfeit  prefcntment  of  two  Brothers: 
See  what  a  Grace  was  feated  on  his  Brow, 
Hjferioffs  Curies,  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf. 
An  Eye  like  Mars^  to  threaten  or  comroandi 
A  Station  like  the  Herald  Merctirj 
Now  lighted  on  a  Heav'n  kiiling  Hill ; 
A  Combination,  and  a  form  indeedy 
Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  Seal, 
To  give  the  World  aflur^nce  of  a  Man. 
This  was  your  Husband.  Look  yoii  n($w  what  follow^i  - 
Here  is  your  Husband,  like  a  Mildew'd  Ear; 
Blading  his  wholefome  Brother.    Have  you  Eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  leave  to  feed. 
And  batten  on  this  Moore?  Ha!  have  you  Eyes? 
You  cannot  call  it  Love;  for  at  your  Age> 
The  hey-day  in  the  Blood  is  tame,  it's  huitible,' 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment:  and  what  judgment 
Would  ftep  from  this  t6  this  ?  What  Devil  was't^ 
That  thus  hath  cozen'dyott  at  Hoodman-blihd  ? 
O  Shame!  where  kthy  blufti?  Rebellious  Hell^ 
[f  thou  canft  mutiny  in  a  Matron's  Bones,^ 
To  flaming  youth,  let  Virttie  ht  as  Wax, 
And  melt  in  her  own  fircw    f^oclainfi  no  ihame. 
When  the  compulfiveArdure  gives  the  chargei 
Since  Froft  it  felf  tfs  adively  TOih  burn^ 
As  Reafon  panders  Wril. 

Queen.  O  jttdmbfj  fpeak  no  more. 
Fftou  cunl'fllafiiiM  Eyei  iMg  my  vei^y  Sotil, 

A  a  2  K^ 
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And  there  I  fee  (uch  black  and  grained  fpot^. 
As  will  not  leave  their  Tinft. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  (weac  of  an  inceftuous  Bed, 
Stew*d  in  Corruption ;  honying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nafty  Sty* 

Queen.  Oh  fpeak  to  me,  no  more, 
Thele  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  Ears-r 
No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  Murderer,  and  a  Villain! 
A  Slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part,  the  ty the 
Of  your  precedent  Lord.     A  vice  of  KingSy 
A  Cutpurfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  Rule. 
That  from  a  flielf,  the  precious  Diadem  ftole. 
And  put  it  in  his  Pocket, 
Queen.  No  more^ 

Enter  Ghoft. 
Ham.  A  King  of  flireds  and  patches 
Save  me !  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  Wings     \Starting  up 
You  Heavenly  Guards!  What  would  you,  gracious  figure? 
Queen.  Alas  he's  mad. 

Ham.  Do  you  riot  come  your  tardy  Son  to  chidey 
Tht  lapsed  in  lime  andPaffion,  lets  go  by 
Th' importing  ading  of  your  dread  commatid)  Oh  fey. 

Ghofi.  D>  not  forget  i  this  Vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe* 
But  look !  Amazement  on  thy  Mother  fits ; 
O  ftep  between  her,  and  her  fighting  Soul, 
Conceit  in  weakeft  Bodies,  ftrongeft  works. 
Speak  to  her,  HUmlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you.  Lady  ? 
Queen.  A'as^  how  is't  with  you  ? 
That  thus  you  bend  your  Eye  00  vacancy. 
And  with  the  Corporal  Air  do  hold  difcourfe^r 
Forth  at  your  Eyes,  your  Spirits  wildly  pccpr 
And  as  the  fleeping  Soldiers  in  th' Alarm, 
Your  Bedded  Hairs,  like  life  in  Excrements, 
Staj^t  up,  and  ftand  an  end.     0  gentle  Son, 
Upon  the  heat  and  flfame  of  thy  Difiemper 
Sprinkle  cool  Patience.    Whereon  do  ypi^lttokt 
Ham.  On  him  I  m  him  I  -.-«look  you  howfak  heglan 
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H  is  form  and  ciufe  conjotn'di  preaching  to  Stones, 
Would  make  them  capabU.     Do  not  Jook  upon  me, 
Lefl  with  thispitious  aSiion  you  convert 
My  ftern  eSc&si  then  what  I  have  to  do» 
Will  want  true  colourj  tears  perchance  for  blood. 
Ontttt.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this  \ 
HoM.  Do  you  fee  nothing  tbere4 .     {Pomtii^  tp,  the  Ghejt, 
Queen,  Nothing  at  alt,  yet  all  that  is  I  fee^ 
If  Am*  Nor  did  you  notning  hear  { 
Queen.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves^ 
Ham.  Why  look  you  there  f  look  how  it  fie^ls  iiv^y  I 
My  Father  in  his  habit,  as  he  lived. 
Look  where  he  goes  even  pow  put  at  the  Portal.  ,      {_^feiu 

Qmien.  This  is  the  very  Coinage  of  your  brain. 
This  bodilefs  Creation  ecftifie  is  very  cunning  in, 

Hkm.  Ecftafie  i 
My  Pulfe^  as  yours>  doth  temperately  keep  tim^ 
And  makes  as  healthful  Muiick.     It  is  not  oudnefs 
That  I  have  uttered  i  bring  nje  to  the  Tcft 
And  I  the  matrer  will  re-word;  which  madntrs 
Would  gamboll  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  Grace, 
Lay  not  a  flattering  UniSion  to  your  SouI> 
That  not  your  trefpafs,  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks: 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  Ulcerous  place, 
Whilftrank  Corruption  running  all  within, 
Infefis  unfccn.     Conftfs  your  felf  to  Heav'ii, 
Repent  wliat's  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
And  do  not'fpread  the  Gompoll  on  the  Weed*, 
To  make  them  ranker.     ror|;ivc  me  this  my  Virtue. 
For  in  the  fatne^of  thefe  puifie  time. 
Virtue  it  felf,  of  Yiccmuft  pardon  beg. 
Yea,  curb>  and  wooe,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

QiueM   Oh,  HdmUt!  thouhaft  cleft  myHeart  in  t.w^in. 
//.iw.  O  throw  away  the  worfer  parr  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  hiK. 
Good  Night;  but  go  not  to  njine  Ur;cle's  Bed, 
Affume  a  Virtue,  if  you  have  it  nor. 
That  MonfterCuftom.  who  iill  Senfe  doth  cat 
Of  Habit's  Devil,  is  An^el  yft  in  this ; 
That  to  the  ufe  of  Anions  fair  and  good, 
He  likewife  gives  a  Frock  or  Liverv 


X45  o       Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark. 

That  aptly  is  put  on  :  refrain  to  Night, 

And  that  iliall  lend  a  kind  of  eaiinefs 

To  the  next  Abftinence,  the  next  moreeafie; 

For  ufe  can  almoft  change  the  ftamp  of  Nature 

And  matter  the  Devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  Potency.    Once  more,  good  Night; 

And  when  you  are  deiirous  to  be  bleft, 

I'll  bleffing  beg  of  you.   For  this  fame  Lord,  [PrinttKg  to  Pol. 

I  do  repent :  but  Heav'n  hath  pleas'd  it  fo. 

To  punifli  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 

That  I  muft  be  their  Scourge  and  Minifter* 

I  will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 

The  death  I  gave  him ;  fo  again,  good  Night# 

I  muft  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind; 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 

Queen.  What  Ihall  I  do  ? 

Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  that  I  bid  you  do. 
Let  the  blunt  King  tempt  you  again  to  Bed, 
Pinch  Wanton  on  your  cheek,  call  you  his  Moufe, 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kifles. 
Or  padling  in  your  Neck  with  his  damned  fingers. 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  our,' 
That  1  efTentially  am  not  in  madnefs. 
But  mad  in  craft*     'Twere  good  you  let  him  know. 
For  who  that's  but  a  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife. 
Would  from  a  Paddock,  from  a  Bat,  a  Gibbe, 
Such  dear  concernings  hide?  Who  would  dofoi 
No,  inde/pight  of  Senfe  and  Secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  Basket  on  the  Houfes  top. 
Let  the  Birds  fly,  and  hke  the  famous  Ape^^ 
To  try  conclufions,  in  the  Basket  creep. 
And  break  your  own  Neck  down* 

Queen.  Be  thou  affiir'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breitbf 
And  breath  of  Life  ;  I  have  no  Life  to  breathe 
What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  I  muft  to  England,  you  know  that? 

Queen.  Alack,  I  had  forgot ;  *Tisfo  concluded  on. 

Ham.  This  Man  fhall  fet  me  packing; 
I'll  lug  the  Gats  into  the  Neighbour  RooiKI; 
Mother,  good  Night.     Indeed  this  Counfcllor 
I|  nov^  iinoft  ftill,  moft  fcctety  ^nd  qioft  ^nve^ 

Who 
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Who  was  in  Life  a  fboliih  prating  Knave. 

Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 

Good  Night,  Mother.    [fMifn/ Hamkt  ^it^Mrjr  in  Poloniuf « 


ACT     IV.     SCENE     L 

SCENE    A  Rfijal  Apartment. 

Enter  King  and  Qhw$. 
^in^.'npHere's  matters  in  ihefe  fighs»  thefe  profound  heaves  t 
X    You  muft  tranflafi^  'tis  £t  we  underftand  them. " 
Where  is  your  Son  ? 

Queen.  Ahi  my  gdod  Lordi  what  have  I  ieen  to  Night  i 
King.  What,  Gertrudif  How  does  Hamhti 
Queen.  Mad  as  the  Seas>  and  Wind>  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier;  in  bis  Iawle£s  fit 
Behind  the  Arras,  hearing  (omethiog  Hir^ 
He  whips  his  Rapier  out,  and  cries  a  Rat,  a  Rat^ 
And  in  his  braioiih  apprehenfion,  kills 
T'he  unfeen  good  old  Man. 
IGng.  Oh  heavy  deed ! 
It  had  been  fo  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  Liberty  is  full  of  thr^^s  to  tU, 
To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
AIas«  how  fhall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwer*d{ 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  providence 
Should  have  kept  (hort,  reftrain'd;  and  out  of  i^nt. 
This  mad  young  Man.    But  fo  qiuch  was  our  love^ 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit, 
3ut  like  the  Owner  of  a  foul  Difeafe, 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  lets  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  Life.    Where  is  he  gone^? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  Body  he  hath  kill'd, 
0*er  whom  his  very  Madnefs,  like  fome  Ore 
Among  a  Mineral  of  Metals  bafe. 
Shews  it  felf  pure.    He  weeps  for  what  is  done> 

King.  Oh  Gertrude^  come  away: 
The  Sun  no  fooner  (hall  the  Mountains  touch. 
But  we  will  ihip  him  hence,  and  this  vile  deed. 
We  muft,  widi  all  our  Majefty  and  Skill, 
]^oth  countepance^  aad  excufe.    Ho!  GuiUen^fxyiK 

A  a  4  ^«i 
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Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenftern. 
Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  fome  further  aid : 
Hamlit  in  roadnefs  hath  Polonms  flain, 
And  from  his  Mother's  Clofet  hath  he  dragged  him. 
Go  feek  him  our,  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  Body 
Into  the  Chappel.  I  pray  you  hade  in  this.  [Ex.  R.of.4^GuiIdt 
Gome,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  Friends, 
To  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done.    Oh  come  away. 
My  Soul  is  full  of  aifcord  and  difmay.  [Exjcum^ 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  flowed. 

GentUmem  within.  Hamlet  !  Lord  Hamlet  i 

Ham.  What  noife  {  who  calls  on  Hamlet  ? 
Oh  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rofeneraus  and  Guildenfterm. 

Rof»  What  have  you  done,  my  Lord,  with  the  dead  Body? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duft,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Rpf.  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  Chappel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

£0/1  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  Counfel,  and  not  mine  own. 
Befides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  Spunge,  what  replication  ihould 
be  made  by  the  Son  of  a  King. 

jRof.  Take  you  me  for  a  Spunge,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  that  fokes  up  the  King's  Countenance,  his 
!Rewar4s,  his  Authorities;  but  fuch  Officers  do  the  King  bcft 
fervice  in  the  end;  hekecps  them  like  an  Ape  in  the  corner  of 
his  Jaw,  firft  mouth'd  to  be  laft  (wallowed,  when  he  needs 
what  you  have  glean'd,  it  is  but  fqueezing  you,  and  Spunge 
you  ihall  be  dry  again. 

Hofi  I  underfiand  you  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham^  I  am  glad  of  it;  a  knavilh  Speech  fleeps  in  afoolilh  Ear. 

Rof.  My  Lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  Body  is,  and  go 
with  us  to  the  King. 

Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not 
yirith  the  Body.     The  King,  is  a  thing — : — - 

Guild.  A  thing,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Of  nothing  i  bring  me  to  him,  hide  Fox,  and  all  after. 

*^     •  .  lE:fi0nt. 

Enter 
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Efiter  King. 

King.  I  have  fent  to  fcek  him,  and  to  find  th?  Body  i 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  Man  goes  loofe  \ 
Yet  muft  not  we  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him ; 
He's  lov'd  of  the  diftraded  Multitude, 
Who  hke  not  in  their  Judgment,  but  their  Eyes: 
And  where  'tisfo,  th'  Offender'sfcourgeis  weighed. 
But  never  the  Offence,  To  bear  all  fmootb^  and  even, 
This  fudden  fendinj?  him  away,  muft  fcem 
Deliberate  pawfe:  Diieafe^  defp^rste  growr, 
By  defperate  AppHance  are  relieved. 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  Rofeneraus. 
How  now  ?  what  hath  befaFn  2 

Rof.  Where  the  dead  Body  is  beftow'd,  my  Lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he? 

Roji  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  Ple^- 
fure. 

King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Rof.  Ho,  GHiUenftern !  bring  in  my  Lord. 
Enter  Hamlet,  and  Guildenftern. 

King,  Now,  Hamlet^  wbere*s  Pohninsf 

flam.  A^t  Supper. 

King.  At  Supper?  Where? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a  cer- 
tain Convocation  of  Worms  are  e'en  at  him.  Your  Worm 
is  your  onljr  Emperor  for  diet.  We  fat  all  Creatures  elfe  to 
fat  us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for  Maggots.  Your  fat  King 
and  your  lean  Beggar  is  but  variable  Service,  two  Diihes, 
but  to  one  Table,  that's  the  end. 

King.  What  doft  thou  mean  by  this? 

Ham.  Nothing  but  to  Ihew  you  how  a  King  may  go  a 
Pfogrefs  through  the  gut  of  a  Beggar.  • 

King.  Where  is  Poloninsi 

Ham.  In  Heav'n,  fend  thither  to  fee.  If  your  McflTen- 
ger  find  him  no?  there,  fcek  him  i'th'  other  place  your  felf ; 
but  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not.this  Month,  youHiallNo^c 
him  as  you  go  up  fhe  Stairs  into  the  Lobbcy. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

^Cfffir.  He  will  (lay  'till  ye  come. 


•'  ? '  i « 
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King.  IlamUi^xhh  Deed  of  thine,  for  thine  efpeciti  fafeqr 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  »i«ye 
For  that  which  diou  hafl  done,  nauft  feo^  thee  hence 
With  fiery  Quicknels;  therefore  prepare  thy  felf^ 
Tlie  Bade  is  ready,  and  the  Wind  at  help, 
Th*  Aflociates  tend,  and  every  thing  at  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  EngUndl 

King*  Ay,  HamUt. 

Ham.  Good* 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'fl:  our  Purposes. 

Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub  that  fees  them;  but  come,  f or  £»^ 
gland.    Farewel^v  dear  Mother. 

Kingi  Thy  lovihg  Father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  Mother:  Father  and  Mother  is  Man  and 
Wife;  Man  and  Wife  is  one  Fleih,  and  f^  my  Mother. 
Come,  for  England.  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot,  tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard : 
Delay  it  not,  Til  have  him  hence  to  Night. 
Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 
^hat  elfe  leans  on  th* Affair;   pray  you  noiake  hafte* 
And  England^  if  my  Love  thou  hold'ft  at  ough^ 
As  my  great  Power  thecoof  may  giv«  thee  {enk^  . 
(Since  yet  thy  Cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danijh  S word»  and  thy  free  ^we 
Pays  homage  to  us ;  thou  may*ft  not  coldly  (et 
Our  Sovereign  Procefs,  which  imports  at  fuU, 
By  Lettjsrs.  conjuring  to  that  effect, 
The  prefent  Death  of  Hamlet.    Do  it  Englaml^ 
For  like  the  HeSick  in  my  Blood  he  rages. 
And  thou  muft  cure  me;  'till  I  know **tis  done^ 
if ow-e*cr  my  Haps,  my  Joys  were  ne'er  begun;        [Exit. 


S  C  E  N  E   IL    A  Camp. 

Enter  Fortinbras  with  an  Atmj. 

Tefr.  Go,  Captain,  from  roe  to  the  T)anifi  Kin^^ 
Tell  him  that, by  his  Licenfe,  Fortinbras 
ClaiijAS  the  Conveyance  of  4  promis'd  Mvcji 

'     '      '  V^^'         ■'•     Over 


Hamlet^  Prince  af  Dmtnzvk.      ^455 

Over  his  Kingdom.    You  know  the  Rendevouz; 
If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  wkl^  us, 
We  (hall  exprcfs  our  Duty  in  his  Eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Capt.  I  will  do't,  my  Lord. 

For.  Go  foftly  on.  [^^'f  Fortinbw* 

Enier  ^mlef,  Rpfeneraus,  drc^ 

Ham.  Good  Sir,  wnofe  Powers  arethefe? 

Capt.  They  arc  of  Norway  Sir. 

Ham.  How  proposed.  Sir,  I  pray  yon  ? 

Capt.  Again  ft  fome  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them.  Sir? 

Caft.  The  Nephew  of  old  Norway^  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  againft  the  main  of  Poland^  Sir, 
Or  for  fome  Frontier?  • 

Capt.  Truly  to  fpeak,  and  with  no  Addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  Ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  Name, 
To  pay  five  Duckets,  five  I  would  not  farm  it^ 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norv>aj  or  the  Pqle 
A  ranker  Rate,  (hould  it  be  fold  in  Fee. 

Ham.  Why  then  the  Pdlockj^vrtt  will  defend  it. 

Capt.  Nay,  'tis  already  garrifon'd; 

Ham.  Two  thoufand  Souls,-  and  twenty  thoufand  Duckets 
Will  not  debate  the  Queftion  of  this  Straw; 
This  is  th*  tmpofthume  of  much  Wealth  and  Peace, 
That  inward  breaks,  and  ib  ew$  00  caufe  without 
Why  the  Man  dies.    I  humbly  thank  you.  Sir. 

Capt.  God  b*wY^>  Sir. 

Rof.  Wil'c  pleafe  you  go,  toy  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight,  go  a  littfc  before.  [£x^ 

Manet  Hamlet* 
How  all  occafions  do  inform  againft  me. 
And  fpur  my  dull  Revenge?  What  is  a  Man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  fleep  and  feed  ?  a  Beaft,  no  more. 
Sure  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  Difcourfe* 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  God-like  reafon 
To  Ruft  in  Q9  unus'd ;  now  whether  it  be 
BeAial  QUivion,  or  fomr  craven  Scruple 
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pf  chinking  too  precifely  on  th'  event, 
A  thought  which  quartered  hath  but  one  part  wifdom^ 
,  And  ever  three  parts  coward :  I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  fay  this  thing's  to  do, 
Sith  I  have  caufe,  and  will,  ^nd  ftreogthy  and  nsetins 
To  do*t;  examples  grofs  as  Earth  exhort  me, 
Witnefs  this  Army  of  fuch  mafs  and  ch^rgPy 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  Prince,*^ 
Whofe  Spirit  with  divine'Ambition  puft 
Makes  Mouths  at  the  inviOble  Events 
Expofing  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 
To  all  that  Fortune,  Death,  and  Dinger  dare, 
^ven  for  an  Egg-flielL     Rightly  to  be  great 
is  not  to  ftir  ^ithout  great  Argument, 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  Straw, 
When  Honour's  at  the  Stake,     How  ft  and  I  then^ 
That  have  a  Father  kill'd,  a  Mother  ftain'd. 
Excitements  of  my  Keafon  and  my  Blood, 
And  let  all  fleep,  while  to  my  Shame  I  fee 
The  eminent  Death  of  twenty  thouf^nd  Men, 
That  for  a  fantafie  and  trick  of  Fame 
Go  to  their  Graves  like  Beds,  fight  for  a  Plot 
Whereon  the  Numbers  cannot  try  the  Caufe» 
llV'hich  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 
To  hide  the  flain?  O  from  this  time  forth, 
}Ay  Thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth. 

SCENE   III.     A  Palace, 

fnter  Qjff^in^  Horatio,  and  ^ttemiiutt^m 
O/ieen.  I  will  not  fpeak  with  her. 
Hor.  She  is  importunate. 
Indeed  diftraS ;  her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 
Quein.  What  would  ihe  have? 
flir.  She  fp<5aks  piuch  of  her  Father;  fays  (he  hears 
There's  tricks  i'th*  World,  and  hems,  and  beats  her  Heartf 
Spurns  enviou{]y  at  Straws,  fpeaks  things  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  Senfe:  Her  Speech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unftiaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 
The  Hearers  to  ColleSion;  they  aim  at  ir. 
And  both  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  Thoughts, 
^^hich  as  her  wiqks,  f nd  nocjs,  an^  geftures  yield  them, 

Indeed 
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Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  would  be  'thoughts 
Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Queen.  'Twere  good  (he  were  fpoken  with,  for  Ae  iniy 
Djngerous  CoDJeSures  in  ill-breeding  Minds.  [ftrow 

Let  her  come  in. 

To  my  fick  Souf,  as  Sin's  true  Nature  is. 
Each  toy  feems  Prologue  to  fome  great  aoiifs. 
So  full  of  artlefs  Jealoufic  is  GoiH,  - 
It  (pills  it  felf  in  iearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Enm  Ophelia  difirttaed. 

Ofh.  WhereisihebeiuteousM3JeflyofZ}fWMn'<^? 

Quetn.  How  now,  OphelU* 

Oph.  Snelbould  I  jour  true  Ltve  k^mtt  from  dttofher  one  ! 
Sy  his  cackle  0tt  and  Staff,  and  hit  fandal  Shorn.    {jSinging. 

Queen.  Alas,  fweetLadyf  what  imports  this  Song! 

Oph.  Say  you?  nay,  pray  you  mait. 
He  is  dead  and  gone,  Ladj,  he  is  dead  andgenty 
.At  his  Head  a  Grafi-green  Tttrfy  at  hit  Heels  a  Stonf. "     ' 

Oueen.  Nay,  but  Ophelia. *^* 

Oph.  Pray  you  mark. 
fPhite  his  Shrewd  as  the  Moumain-Snow. 
.  QuetM.  Alas,  look  here,  my  Lord.  j, 

Oph.  Larded  with /weet Flowers :  .■^.■ft—-     ^* 

Which  bewept  to  the  Grave  did  not  ga^       '■*''■'    '''K 
With  True-love  powers.  -  ^"-   ''"-^ 

King.  How  do  ye,  pretty  Lady  ?  ^^ 

Oph.  Well,  God  dii'd  you.  They  fay  the  Owl  was  * 
Baker's  Daughter.  Lord,  we  know  what  we  arc,  but  know 
not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  Table. 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  Father. 

Oph.  Pray  you  let  us  have  no  words  of  this;   but  when 
^ey  ask  you  what  it  means,  fay  you  this : 
To  morrow  is  St.  Valentinc'j  Day,  all  in  the  morn  betimes 
jind  la  Maid  at  your  Window,  to  be  jour  Valentine. 
Then  tip  he  rofe,  and  dondhis  Clothi,  anddupt  the  Chamber-doori 
Let  in  a  Maidy  that  out  a  Maid  never  departed  more. 

King.  Vrexty  Ophelia! 

Ofh.  Indeed  la?  without  an  Oath,  I'll  make  an  end  oi)^ '  * 


By  Gil,  and  by  S.  Charity ; 
Jllae^,  an  fie  for  pome. 
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TMiig  Men  wUl  do^  if  they  come  t9*h 
Bj  Qtck^  thej  are  $c  blame. 
Quoth  Jbe^  before  jou  tumbled  mei 
Tou promised  me  to  wed  : 
So  would  I  ha*  done,  by  yonder  Sun^ 
And  thou  hadjt  not  come  to  my  Bedi 
King.  How  long  hath  (he  been  thu3? 
Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.    We  muft  be  patientj   but 
I  cannot  chufe  but  weep,  to  think  they  ihould  lay  hini  i'th' 
cold  Ground ;  my  Brother  (hall  know  of  it,  and  fo  I  thank 
you  for  your  good  Counfel^  Come^  my  Coach ;  goodnighti 
Ladies ;  goodnight,  fw'eet  Ladies ;  goodnight^  goodnight. 

l^Exit. 
Xjugk  Follow  her  clofe,  give  her  good  Watch,  I  pray  you; 
Oh  this  is  the  Poiibn  of  deep  Grief>  it  fprings 
All  from  her  Father's  death.     Oh  Gertrudoy  Gertrude  1 
When  Sorrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  Spie^^ 
But  in  B;^tuIions«    Firft,  her  Father  ilain. 
Next  your  Son  gone,  and  he  mod  violent  Author 
Of  his  own  juft  Remove;  the  People  muddied^ 
Thick  and  unwholfome  in  their  Thoughts  and  Whifpen, 
For  good  Polonius  death;  and  we  have  done  but  gteenly# 
In  hugger  mugger  to  inter  him ;  poof  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  felf,  and  her  fair  Judgmeoty 
Without  the  which  we  are  Pi&ures,  or  mere  Beafts  i 
Laft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe. 
Her  Brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  Fra^fe, 
Feeds  on  this  wonder^  keeps  himfelf  in  Cloudy 
And  wants  not  Buzzers  ta  infed  his  Ear 
With  peftilent  Speeches  of  his  Father's  Death; 
Where  in  neccffity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  ftick  our  Perfons  to  arraign 
In  Ear  and  Ear.     O  my  deaf  (j^rrniM^,  thiS| 
Like  to  a  murdering  Piece  in  tsaoy  places, 
Gives  me  fuperfluous  Death.  [A  N^fi  vHthi^ 

Entor  a  Mejmger. 
Queen.  Ahcki  what  Noife  i^  this? 
King,  Where  are  my  Switz^ers  {  Let  them  ^  nard  the  tkM* 
What  is  the  matter! 

Mef.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord, 
The  Ocean,  over  peering  of  his  Lift, 

Eats 


Eats  not  the  l^ts  wkk  ^nofc  inip^aou$  hafte,         r  >< 

Than  young  Latruu  in  a  tiotous  Head, 

O'er-bears  your  Officers;  the  Rabble  call  him Lordf  ^ 

And  as  the  World  were  no^  but  to  begip. 

Antiquity  forgot,  Cuftome  not  kaoiyny . 

The  ratiners  and  props  ol  eMcry  word> 

They  cry,  chufe  we  Laertes  for  ow  Kiiig* 

CapSf  Hapds,  and  Tongues^  applaud  it  to  the  Clouds^ 

Ldertes  (hall  be  King,  Lderns  King. 

Qifien.  How  chcarfuUy  on  the  falfe  Tniil  they  dy^ 
Oh  this  is  Counter)  you  fUfe  Banijh  Dog«,    [Noiftwkhm^ 
s  Enter  Laertes.  >  : 

King.  The  Doors  are  broke. 

Laer.  Where  is  the  King?  Si^sl  St^nd  you  all  withoik; 
JiW»  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave.  - 

All.  We  will,  wewilL 
Laer.  I  thank  you ;  Keep  the  Door*      . 
O  thou  vile  King,  give  Ine  my  Fath^. 

Queen.  Calmly,,  good  Laertes.  ' 

Laer.  That  drop  of  Blood  that  calms»  prockiim  me  Ba-^. 
ftard:  \ 

Crys  Cuckold  to  ray  Father,  brands  the  Hftrfot 
Bven  here  between  the  chafte  unlmitched  Brow 
Of  my  true  Motlwt 

King.  What  is  the  Ctufei  Laertesr 
That  thy  Rebellion Jooks  fb  ®iant-Iike  ?  '  -^ 

Let  him  go,  GertrjMi  db  not  fearour  Perf<m:  ;  I 

There's  (uch  Di vim ty  doth  bsdgct  a  King*^^  y 

That  Treafofi  can^but  ptep  to  what  jt  wouldi 
Afts  little  of  his  Will.    TfXL^at^  Laer  tee  ^ 
Why  art  thou  thus  incenA^f  Lee  him  go,  Gtrtftkie^  t 

Speak, Man. 
Laer.  Where's  my  Fidieir? 
King.  Dead. 
Queen.  But  not  by  him. 
King.  Let  hka  deinand  his  filk 
Laer.  How  came  he  dead?  Y\V  not  bi  |ii|^l*d  with 
To  Hell  AUegiance;  Voni^to  the  Uadcc&D^vili 
Confcience  aim  Grace,  to  the  prpfaCiadeft  Piti^ 
I  dare  Damnation ;  to  this  point  I  ftand^ 
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# 

That  both  the  Worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes ;  only  I'll  be  reVeng'd 
Moft  throughly  for  my  Father* 
Kfpig.  Who  (hall  ftay  you? 
Laer.  My  Willj  not  all  the  World. 
And  for  my  means,  I'M  husband  them  (o  well^ 
They  fliall  go  far  with  little. 

KtKg.  Good  Ldertes: 
If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 
Ofyour  deaf  Father's  death,  if  'tis  not  writ  in  your  ^eVeng^J 
That  Soop-ftake  you  will  draw  both  Friend  and  Foe, 
Winner  and  Lofer* 
Laer.  None  but  his  Enemies, 
King.  Will  you  kndVir  them  then  ? 
Laer.  To  his  good  Friends  thus  wide  Til  ope  my  Arms} 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendring  Pelican, 
Repaft  them  with  my  Blood. 
King.  Why  now  you  fpeak 
Like  a  good  Child,  and  a  true  Gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltlefs  of  your  Father's  deatb^ 
And  aih  moft  fenfible  in  Grief  for  it. 
It  fhall  as  level  to  your  Judgment  pierce. 
As  Day  does  to  your  Eye# 

[^  Noife  TiHthin.  Let  her  tome  Ui 
Enter  Ophelia,  fantafikallj  drefi  with  Stra^ws  and  FlowerSi 

Laer.  How  now?  what  noife  is  that ? 
O  heat  dry  up  my  Brains,  tears  feVen  times  GXu 
Burn  out  the  fen(^  and  virtue  of  mine  £ye^ 
By  Heav*n  thy  madnefs  Ihall  be  paid  by  weight, 
•rill  our  Scale  turns  the  Beam.     O  Rofc  of  Maj  ! 
Dear  Maid,  kind  Sifter,  fweet  Ophelia! 
O  Heav'ns,  is*t  poflible,  a  young  Maid's  wits. 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  Man's  Life? 
Nature  is  fine  in  love,  and  where  'tis  fine, 
tt  fends  fome  precious  inftance  of  it  felf 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.  They  here  him  bare^facd  oH  the  Beeti 
Hej  non  nonej%  nonej»  hey  nonej : 
And  on  his  Grave  rains  many  a  Tear^ 
Fare  jou  well,  mj  Dove. 

tMr\ 
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Laer.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  and  didft  perfwide  Revenge^' 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.  You  muft  (ing  down  a'dowfif  and  you  call  him  a 
down-a.  O  how  the  Wheeh  become  it  {  ,Xt  h  thefalTe 
Steward  that  dole  his  Matter's  Daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  Rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance; 
Pray  Love   remember;    and  there's   Fancies,,    that's  for 
Thoughts, 

Lacr.  A  document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remembrance 
fitted. 

OpHr.  There's  Fennel  for  you,,  and  Columbines;  there's 
Rue  for  you,  and  here's  fome  for  me.  We  may  call  it 
Herb-Gr^ce  a  Sundays:  O  you  muft  wear  your  Rue  with  9, 
difference.  There's  a  Dane,  I  would  give  you  fome  Vio* 
lets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  Father  dyed  s  They 
hy,  he  made  a  good  end; 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  mj  joy. 

Laer.  Thought,  and  Afflidion,  Pailion^  Hell  it  felf. 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettinefe. 
Oph.  jind  wiU  he  not  come 

And  tdUI  (t€  not  come  agmn  f 

JVit^  n^p  he  is  deady  go  to  thy  DfOtk'hdf 

He  never  wifl  come  again. 

His  Beard  as  white  as  Snow^  ^ 

All  Flaxen  was  his  Pole  •: 

He  esgone,  he  is  gone^  and^we  cafl  away  mem^ 

Gramercy  sn  his  Soul. 
And  of  all  Chriftian  Souls,  I  pray  God. 
Godb'w'ye.  C£Arf^  Ophelii, 

Laer.  Do  you  fee  this,  you  Gods? 

Kjisig.  Laertes^  I  muft  coimnune  with  your  Grief, 
Of  you  deny  me  right :  Gobuta-p^rr,  • 

Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  Friends  you  will, 
And  they  (hail  hear  and  judge ^twixt  you  and  me; 
If  by  direa  or  by  Collaceral  Hand 
They  find  us  touched,  we  will  oar  Kingdom  give; 
Our  Crown,  our  Life^  and  all  that  wc  call  Our^ 
To  yott  in  fatisfiiftiont    But  if  nor#- 
Be  you  content  to  lend  yCNtr  Pidence  to  ui^ 
.yaitV,  '    gfr  •      And 
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And  wc  ftuSl  jointly  labour  with  your  SouI» 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Lair.  Let  this  be  fo  t 
His  HMans  ef  Death,  his  obfcure  Burial ; 
No  Trophy,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  o'er  his  Bones^ 
No  noble  Kite,  nor  fonnil  Oftencation» 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  Heav'n  to  Earth, 
That  I  m<ift  call  in  queftion. 

Kiffg.  So  you  fliall: 
And  wliere  th' offence  is,  let  die  great  Ax  fall. 
I  pray  you  go  with  me.  [Extmit. 

£mter  Horatio,  jiHih  4m  Attinddmu 

Ihr.  What  are  they  that  wodd  %eic  with  me? 

Ser.  Sailors,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  Letters  for  you« 

Bor.  Let  chem  come  in^ 
I  do  not  know  from  what  pait  of  the  World 
I  (hould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamkt.    \ 

Enter  Smhr^ 

SaiL  God  faleis  you»  Sir, 

Bor.  Let  him  blefs  diee  toow 

Sail.  He  (hall,.  Sir,  an't  pletfe  hii%  There's  a  Letter  for 
you.  Sir :  It  comes  from  tlf  Ainbaflador  fth«t  was  hmind 
for  Eniland^  if  yMr  Name  lie  fiermmi  as  I  aoa  kr  tQ 
know  it  is. 

Reads  the  Letner. 

XTL  FeOwsfime  meatts  to  the  Kimgi  ti^  bm^  ^eurrjer 
him.  E'iKwe  were  tw4  p^fs  old  M  Sea^  if  fira$$  >tf  fHQ 
JKiTlUfdffi^mmem  governs  Chace.  Findimg  pm  filmi  4^ 
flew  ofSail^  we  fut  m  a  <mi$fMed  f&tolrr,  Im  'tlm  43tK^ 
pie,  I bomrdpd  them:-  On  the  mfi:mt  fhef  fft  ^sb^r  i|fv«0r 
Ship^  Jo  I  done  became  their  frifimtr^  l%eff  hsM  deOimi^ 
mey  like  Tiieves  of  Mereji^  >lmt  ebojf  ^/eew  whm  M^  M^ 
I  am  to  do  s  gjood  trnm  fwrihem  IM  the  UStifg  k$m  mi^ 
ters  I  have  fent^  and  repair  eiboM  4o.  miwkh4$  mmA^'kl$f 
as  thonwmUfifij  Dmtk.^.  iTJtmfi  nmnb  H  0$lik^  Pf^A 
Ear.  wiUmMkt^i^dme^[tj}^4re  thef  m»b  M0  %kilr]S 
the  tore  of  the  Muter.    Titfefgmd  JMkmt  MfK/4»liw4» 

where  I  am.    iBi^ismm^' imd  (SwUciiAwi  it9li  4k0 
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coHrJi  for  England*     Of  them  I  have  as  much  t$  teU  thec^ 
tarcweU 

He  that  thou  kpetwejt  thine^  Hamlet* 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  thcfc  your  Letters, 
And  do't  the  fpeedier,  that  thou  may  direA  me 
To  him,  from  whom  you  brought  them.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now.  muft  your  Confcience  my  Acquitance  feal. 
And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  Heart,  ior  Friend, 
Sich  you  have  heard*  and  with  a  knowing  Ear, 
That  he  which  hath  your  nol^e  Father  flatn, 
Purfued  my  Life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears.     But  tell  me. 
Why  you  proceeded  not  againft  thefc  feats. 
So  crimeful  and  fo  capita!  in  Nature, 
As  by  your  Safety,  Wifdom,  all  things  clfc. 
You  mtifily  were  ftirr'd  up? 

King.  O  for  two  fpecial  Ileafom, 
Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  (kern  iuuch  unflnew'd, 
A  nd  yet  .to  me  they  are  ftrong.    The  Queen,  his  Mother, 
Lives  dhteft  by  hts  Looks;  and  for  my  felf. 
My  Virtue  or  my  Plague,  be  it  either  which, 
She^s  fo  cobjunffive  to  my  Life  and  Soul; 
That  as  the  Star  taoves  not  but  in  his  Sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  Motive, 
Whv  to  a  publick  count  I  might  not  go. 
Is  the  ^it  Love  the  general  Gender  hear  him» 
Who  dipping  a)]  his  Faults  in  their  Atfedion, 
Would  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  Wood  to  Stone, 
Convert  his  <Sy vts  to  iSraccs.    So  that  my  Arrows 
Too  (lightly  TinAred  for  fo  loud  a  Wind, 
Would  have  revetted  to  my  Bow  again, 
An$i  not  where  t  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  have  I  a  noble  Father  loft, 
A  Sifter  driven  into  tiefpente  Terms,- 
Wfaofe  worth,  STprailes  may  go  back  again. 
Stood  Challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  A^e 
^r  her  PcrfeAions*   :,But  my  revenge  wiH  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  fll^s.  for  that*  you  imift  not  diinlc 
That  we  are  made  of  ftuff  io  iat  and  dulf, 

,  B  b  a  TNxA 
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That  we  can  let  our  Beard  bq  (hook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  paftime.     You  Ihordy  ftiall  hear  more» 
I  lov'd  your  Father,  and  we  love  your  felf, 
And  that  I  hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine— 

Enter  Aicjfcnger. 
How  now?  What  News? 

Mef.  Letters,  my  Lord,  from  Hamkt.     This  to  youi 
Majefiy :  This  to  the  Queen. 

king.  From  Hamlet  ?  Who  brought  them  ? 
Mef.  Sailors,  my  Lord,  they  fay,  I  faw  thiera  not  i 
They  were  given  me  by  CUndio^  he  received  thena« 

King.  Laert  es^  you  fhall  hear  them : 
Leave  us.  *  \J^xit  Adejfengerr 

High  Knd  Mighty,  you  Jhdll  k»ow  I  am  fet  naked  on  ytnt 
Kingdom.     To  Morrow  Jball  I  beg  leave  to  fee  your  King- 
'  ly  Eyes.     When  I  fhally  firfi  asking  yon  Pardon  thereunto, 
recount  th""  Occajions  of  my  fudden,    and  more  grange  ft* 
turn.  Hamlec. 

What  ihould  this  mean?  Are  all  the  reft  come  back? 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe?  Or  no  fuch  thing? 
Laer.  Know  you  the  Hand  ? 

King,  'Tis  HamUt\  Cbarader,  naked,  and  in  a  Poftfcript 
here  he  fays  alone:  Can  you  advife  me? 

Laer*  I'm  loft  in  it,  my  Lord,  but  let  him  come. 
It  warms  the  very  fickneis  in  my  Heart* 
That  I  (hall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  Teeth  \ 
Thus  diddeft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo,  Laertetj  as  how  (hould  it  be  fo?— — 

How  otherwife? yill  you  be  ruFd  by  me? 

Laer.  If  fo,  you'll  not  o^ier-rule  me  to  a  peace* 
King.  To  thine  own  Peace :  If  he  be  now  return'd^    . 
As  checking  at  his  Voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it ;  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  Device, 
•    Under  the  which  he  (hall  hot  chufe  but.fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fhall  breatbej^ 
But  even  his  Mother  ftiall  uncharge  the  pjra&ice^ 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  Lord,  I  will  be  ruPd, 
The  rather  if  you  could  devife  it  fo 
That  I  might  be  the  Inftrumcnt- 
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Kift^.  It  falls  right : 
You  have  been  talkt  of  fince  your  travel  much, 
Ar  J  thac  in  HamUt's  hearing,  for  a  quah'ty 
Wherein  they  fay  you  ftiincj  your  fum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  hin^ 
As  did  that  one,  and  chat  in  my  regard 
Of  the  un  worthieft  Siege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  Lord? 
Ki^g.  A  very  Feather  in  the  Cap  of  Youth, 
Yet  needful  too,  for  Youth  no  lefs  becomes 
The  light  and  carelefs  Livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  fetled  Age  his  Sables,  and  his  Weeds, 
Importing  Health  and  @ravenefs :  Two  Months  fioce 
Here  was  a  Gentleman  of  Normandy ; 
I've  feen  my  lelf  and  ferv'd  againft  the  Frenchj 
And  they  ran  well  on  Horfe-back;  but  this  Gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in*t,  he  grew  into  his  Seat; 
And  16  {uch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  Horfe, 
And  he  had  been  eacorps'd  and  demy-natur'd 
With  the  br^ve  Beaft ;  fo  far  he  paft  my  Thought^ 
That  I  io  forgery  of 'Shapes  and  Tricks, 
Come  (hort  of  what  he  did. 

Laer*  A  Norman  was*t{ 

King.  A  Norman*  • 

Laer*  Upon  my  Life«  Lamoand. 

King.  Toe  very  fame. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well,  he  is  the  brooch  iodeedf 
ALnd  Gem  of  all  the  Nation. 

IGng.  H5  made  confeffion  of  you^ 
dnd  gave  yoii  fuch  a  mafterly  reports 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence; 
\nd  for  your  Rapier  moft  efpecially. 
That  he  cry'd  out,  'twould  be  a  fight  indeed, 
f  one  could  match  you,  Sk.  This  Report  of  his 
>id  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  Envy, 
That  he  could  nothing  do  but  wifh  and  beg, 
four  fudden  coming  over  to  play  with  him ; 
"^ow  out  of  this^  ' 

Laer.  Why  out  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 
King.  Laertes,  was  your  Father  dear  to  you? 
>r  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  Sorrow, 
L  Face  without  a  Heart?  B  b  ^  Lmt% 
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Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

Kin^.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  youi;  Father^ 

But  that  I  know  Love  is  begun  by  Time ; 

And  that  I  fee  in  Paflfages  of  proof. 

Time  qualifies  the  fpanc  and  6re  of  it: 

There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  Love 

A  kind  of  wiek  or  fnuff  that  will  abate  it. 

And  nothing  is  at  a  like  Goodnefs  ftill; 

For  Goodnefs  growing  to  a  Pleurifie, 

Dies  in  his  own  too  much,  that  we  would  do^ 

We  fhould  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  wiHld  changes^ 

And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  nuiny 

As  there  are  Tongues,  are  Hands>  are  Accidentia 

And  then  this  Should  is  like  a  Spend-thrift*(igh, 
That  hurts  by  eadng ;  but  to  the  quick  of  th'  Ulcer, 

HamUt  comes  back,  what  would  you  undertake^ 
To  ftiew  your  fcif  yomr  Father's  Son  in  deed. 

More  than  in  words? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  Throat  i'th'  Church. 
King.  No  place  indeed  fhould  murther  fan&uarife; 
Revenge  ihould  have  no  bounds ;  but,  good  Laertes^ 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  cbfe  within  your  Chamber  f 
HamUt  returned,  (hall  know  you  are  come  home: 
We'll  put  OR  thofe  (hall  praile  your  Excellence, 
And  fet  a  double  Varnifh  oo  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you,  bring  you  in  fine  together. 
And  wager  on  yoifir  Heads.    He  being  remifs, 
Moft  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving. 
Will  not  perufe  the  Foils;  fo  that  with  eafe. 
Or  with  a  little  fhuffling,  you  may  chufe 
A  Sword  unbaited,  and  in  a  pafs  of  Pradice, 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 

Laer.  I  will  do*t; 
And  for  that  purpofe  111  anoint  my  Sword : 
I  bought  an  Un&ion  of  a  Mountebank, 
So  mortal*  that  but  dip  a  Knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  Blood,  no  Cataplafin  fo  rare, 
CoUeded  from  all  Sim{>les  that  have  Virtue 
Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  deaths 
That  is  but  faatch'd  withal ;  I'll  touch  my  poioc^ 

Will 
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With  this  contagion^  that  if  I  gall  bim  fliglulyi 
It  may  be  death.  . 

Kw^.  Let*s  further  think  of  this^ 
Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  m^o$ 
May  fit  us  to  our  ihape.    If  this  (bould  fail| 
And  that  our  drift  looVd  through  our  bad  performance, 
'Twere  better  not  aflay'd ;  therefore  this  Projed 
Should  have  a  Back,  or  fecoodt  that  might  hold. 
If  this  fhould  biaft  m  proof«    Soft^-^-let  me  fee-     ■    ■ 
Well  make  a  folemn  Wager  on  yoqr  Cunningly 
That*-— when  in  your  Motion  you  are  hot  and  dry* 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  the  end. 
And  that  he  calls  for  dfink;  Pll  have  prepared  him 
A  Chalice  for  the  nonce ;  whereon  but  npping. 
If  he  by  chance  eicape  your  venom*d  Tuck, 
Our  purpofe may  hold. there;  how  now,  fweet  Queen? 

Enur  QuiCfu 

Queen.  One  Woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  Heel, 
Solan  they'll  follow :  Your  Sifter's  drown*d,  Lmths. 

Laer.  Drown'dl  O  where? 

Qmen.  There  is  a  Willow  grows  aflant  a  Brook, 
That  (hews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glalfie  Stream: 
There  with  fantaftidc  Garlands  did  fhe  comet 
Of  Crow-flowerS)  Nettles>  Daifies,  and  long  PurpleSf 
That  libera]  Shepherds  give  a  groiTer  name  to> 
But  our  cold  Maids  do  dead  Men's  Fingers  call  them : 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs,  her  Coronet  Weeds 
Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  (livef  broke ; 
When  down  the  weedy  Trophies,  and  her  felf. 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,  her  Cloaths  fpread  wide. 
And  Meremiid-like,  a  whik  they  Ifear  her  tip. 
Which  tiaxe  (he  chiiunted  fnatches  of  old  Tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs. 
Or  like  a  Creature  Native*  and  deduced 
Unto  that  element :  Bat  long  It  could  not  be^ 
*rill  that  her  Garments  heavy  with  their  drink^ 
Puird  the  poor  Wretch  from  ^r  mdodfous  \rj% 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then,  is  (he  drow^M? 

Qnfvt.  Drownfd,  drown'd. 

B  b  f  Imx\ 
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Lder^  Too  much  of  Water  haft  thou,  poor  Ofhelia^ 
And  therefore  1  forbid  my  Tears :  But  yet 
It  is  our  trick>  Nature  her  cuftom  hoIds> 
Let  fhame  lay  what  it  will;  when  thefe  are  gone. 
The  Woman  will  be  out :  Adieu,  my  Lord» 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  fire  that  fain  would  blaze» 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  ir.'  [Exit. 

Kw£.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude : 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  Rage  \ 
Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  ftart  again^ 
rrhcrefore  let's  follow.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

S  C  E  N  E  ^  a«rr>&. 

Enter  two  Clowns^  with  Spades  and  Mattocksi 

I  Ckwn.X  S  flie  to  be  buried  in  Chriflian  Burial,  that  wil« 
X  fully  feelcs  her  own  Salvation? 
1  Clown*  I  tell  thee,  iheis,  and  therefore  make  her  Grave 
flraight,  the  Crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and  finds  it  Chrifti^ 
an  Burial. 

1  Clown.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  fhe  drowned  her  felf 
in  her  own  defence  ? 

2  Clown.  Why  'tis  found  fo. 

I  Gown.  It  muft  be  Se  offendendo,  it  cannot  be  elfe«  For 
here  lyes  the  point ;  if  I  drown  my  f  elf  wittingly,  it  argues 
an  A^;  and  an  Ad  hath  three  Branches.  It  is  an  A&  to 
do,  and  to  perform ;  argal  (he  di:own*d  her  felf  wittingly. 

z  Clown.  Nay>  but  hear  you  Goodman  Delver. 

lOown.  Give  me  leave;  here  lyes  the  Water,  good: 
here  ftands  the  Man,  good :  If  the  Man  go  to  this  W'ater, 
and  drown  himfelf;  it  is  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes;  mark 
you  that :  But  if  the  Water  come  to  him,,  and  drown  him ; 
he  drowns  not  himfelf.  Argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his 
own  Death,  ihortens  not  his  own  Life. 

%  Chwn.  But  is  this  Law  ? 


».  A. 
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t  Clown.  Ay  marry  is't,  Crowncr's  Queft  Law. 

2  Clown.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't :  if  this  had  not 
been  a  Gentlewoman^  fhe  fhould  have  been  buried  out  of 
Chriftian  buriaU 

1  Clown.  Why  there  thou  fay*ft.  And  the  more  pity  that 
great  Folk  (hould  have  countenance  in  this  World  to  drown 
or  hang  themfelves^  more  than  other  Chriftians.  Come« 
my  Spade ;  there  is  no  ancient  Gentlemen  but  Gardi- 
ners,  Ditchers  and  Grave-makers;  they  hold  up  jidam*s 
profeflion. 

2  Clown.  Was  he  a  Gentleman  ? 

1  Clown.  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  bore  Arms. 

2  Clown.  Why,  he  had  none* 

1  Clown.  What,  art   a  Heathen  ?  how   doft  thou   un- 

derftand  the  Scripture?  the  Scripture  hys^  jidam  digg*d; 

could  he  dig  without  Arms  ?  I'll  put  another  Qucftion  to 

thee;  if  thou  anfwereft  me  not  to  the  purpofe,  confcfs  thy 
felf.^.^ 

2  Clown,  Go  to. 

1  Clown.  What  is  he  that  builds  (Ironger  than  either  the 
Mafon,  the  Ship-wright,  or  the  Carpenter? 

2  Clown.  The  Gallows^maker,  for  that  Frame  out-livcs  a 
thoufand  Tenants. 

1  Clown.  I  like  thy  wit  well  in  good  faiths  the  Gallows 
does  well;  but  how  does  it  well?  it  does  well  tothofe  that 
dp  ill:  now  thou  doft  ill  to  fay  the  Gallows  is  built  ftronger 
than  the  Church ;  Argal,  the  Gallows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To'c  again,  Come« 

2  Qown.  Whobuildsftronger  thanaMafon,aShip*wrightt 
or  a  Carpenter  ? 

X  Clown.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clown.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

1  Clown.  To't. 

2  dini/n.  Mafs,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio  at  a  difiance. 
1  Qown.  Cudgel  thy  Brains  no  more  about  it ;  for  your 
iuU  A(s  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating;  and  when  you 
ire  ask'd  this  queftion  next,  fay  a  Grave-maker :  the  Houfes 
:hat  he  makes,  laft  *til]  Doom*s«day :  go^  get  thee  to  Taughan^ 
^etch  me  a  ftoup  of  Liquor,  [Exit  2  Clown. 
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He  digs  and  Sings. 
In  Touth  when  I  did  love^  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  Jhfeet, 
To  contrali  O  the  time  for  a  my  behave^ 
O  methought  there  was  nothing  meeim 

Ham.  Has  this  Fellow  so  feeling  of  his  bufinefs^  that  be 
fings  at  Grave-noaking  ? 

Hor.  Cuflom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  eifinefi. 

Ham.  Tis  e*en  fo;  the  hand  of  little  imploymem  bath 
the  daintier  fenfe. 

Clown  fings. 
But  jigewith  his  fiealing  fief  s. 

Hath  caught  me  in  his  clutch  :   , 
jind  hath  (hipped  me  intill  the  handy 

As  if  I  pever  had  beeujmch. 

Ham.  That  Scull  had  a  tongue  in  ir,  and  could  Hngonce; 
how  the  Knave  jowles  it  to  th*  ground^  as  if  it  were  Cairfs 
Jaw-bone,  that  did  the  firft  murther  :  It  might  be  the  Pate 
of  a  Politician  which  this  Afs  o'er-offices ;  one  that  could 
circunovent  God,  might  it  not  { 

Hor.  It  might,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Or  of  a  Courtier,  which  could  fay.  Good  Morrow, 
fweet  Lord;  how  dofl:  thou,  good  Lord?  this  might  be  my 
Lord  fuch  a  one,  that  prais'd  my  Lord  fuch  a  ones  Horfe^ 
when  he  meant  to  beg  its  might  it  not? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  Why  e'en  fo  :  and  now  'tis  my  Lady  ff^otnB\  Cbp 
kfs,  and  knockt  about  the  Mazzard  with  a  Sexton's  Spadc» 
herc^s  fine  Revolution,  if  we  had  the  trick  to  {t€t^  Did 
thefe  bones  coft  no  more  the  breeding,  but  |o  phy  at  Log* 
gers  with  'em?  mine  ake  to  think  on*t. 

Clown  fings. 
ji  Pick- axe  and  a  Spade^  a  Sp4t4e» 

For  and  ajhrowding  jbeet  I" ' 
O  a  Pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made ; 

For  fuch  a  Gtsefi  is  meet. 

^am.  There's  another :  why  might  oot  that  be  tbc  ScuB 
of.a  Lawyer?  where  be  his  Quiddits  now?  his  QuiOets? 

hif 
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his  Cifes?  his  TenurcSi  and  his  Tricks?  why  docs  he  Aiffer 
this  rude  Knave  now  to  knock  him  about  tiic  Sconce 
with  a  dirty  SLovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  Adion  of 
Battery  {  huai.  This  Fellow  might  be  in*s  time  a  great  buyer 
of  Land,  with  his  Statures,  his  Recognizancest  his  Fines, 
his  double  Vouchers,  his  Recoveries:  Is  this  the  fine  of  his 
Fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  Recoveries,  to  have  his  fine 
Pate  full  of  fine  Dirt  {  will  his  Vouchers  vouch  him  no  more 
of  his  Purchafcs,  and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and 
breadth  of  a  pair  of  Indentures  ?  the  very  conveyances  of  his 
Lands  will  hardly  lye  in  this  Box ;  and  mufl  the  Inheritor 
himfelf  have  no  more  ^  ha  { 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  mora»  my  Lord. 

Ham^  Is  not  Parchment  made  of  Sheep-skins? 

H0r.  Ay  my  Lord,  and  of  Calve-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  Sheep  and  Calves  that  feek  out  afTurance 
in  that.  -I  will  fpeak  to  thi$  Fellow  :  whofe. Gravels  this 
Sir?  ' 

Qaw»»  Mine,  Sir -^ 

O  M  pit  of  Claj  for  to  bo  msde^ 
For  fmch  a  Gueft  is  moot. 

Him*  I  think  it  be  thine  indeed :  for  thou  liefl  in'r. 

CUntm.  You  lie  out  on*t.  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours; 
for  my  part  I  do  not  lie  in -r,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ha,m.  Thou  dofl  lie  in'r,  to  be  in't^  and  fay  'tis  thine, 
'tis  for  the  dead,  and  not  for  the  qnick,  therefore  thou  ly'ft. 

CUiifn.  'Tis  a  quick  lie.  Sir,  'twill  away  again  from  me 
to  you. 

Hian.  What  Man  doft  thou  dig  it  forf 

Clown.  For  no  Man,  Sir. 

Ham.  What  Woman  then  / 

Qown.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't } 

Clown.  One  that  was  a  Woman,  Sir;  but  refl  her  SouU 
ihe*s  dead.  '  * 

H4m.  How  abf>lute  the  Knave  is  ?  we  mud  fpeak  by  (he 
Card,  or  equivocattoo  will  foltow  us:  by  the  Lord,  Horatioi^ 
thefe  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it,  the  Age  is  grown' 
fo  picked,  and  the  toe  of  the  Peafant  comes  fo  riear  the  heel 
of  oor  Countier,  he  gails  his  Kibe.  How  long  hafl  thou 
been  a  Graye-maker  f 
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a^Tifff.  Of  all  the  dzys  i\V  Year»  I  came  to't  that  day  that 
our  lift  King  HamU$  overcame  Forttnhnu. 
U^m.  How  long  is  that  fince  i  ^  ji' 

Clonvn.  Cannot  yoa  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell  that :  It 
was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  borQ»  he  that  was 
mad  and  fent  into  Efigland. 

Ham.  Ay  marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  Ei^/ltiW.^ 
CUnvn.  VVhy,  becaufe  he  was  mad;  he  fli all  recover  his 
Wits  there;  or  if  he  do  oor,  it's  no  great  matter  there. 
Ham.  Why  ? 

Clown.  'Twill  not   be  (een  in  him,  there  the    Men  ar^ 
as  mad  as  he. 
Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 
Clown.  Very  ftrangely,  they  fay. 
Ham.  How  ftrangely? 
Clffwn.  Faith  e'en  with  lofing  bis  Wits* 
Hinm.  Uppn  what  ground  ? 

Clown.  Why,  here  in  Denmark^    I  have  been  Sexton  here, 
Man  and  Boy,  thirty  Years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  Man  lie  i'th'  Earth  e'er  he  rot  ? 
down,  rfaith,  if  he  be  not  rotten   before  he  dye,  (as 
we  have  many  pocky  Coarfes  now  adays>  that  will  fcar<;e  hold 
the  laying  in)  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight  year,  or  nine  year. 
A  Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  years. 
Ham.  Why  he,  more  than  another/ 
Clown.  Why  Sir,  his  Hide   is  tann'd  with   his  Trade, 
that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while.    And  your  water 
is  a  fore  Oecayer  of  your  whorefon  dead  body.     Here's  a 
Scull  now :  this  Scull  has  lain  in  the  Earth  three  and  twenty 
years. 

Ham.  Whofe  was  it  ? 
Qorwn.  A  whorefon  mad  Fellow's  it  was^ 
Whofe  do  you  think  it  was/* 
Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Qown.  A  Peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  Rogue,  a  pour*d 
«  Flagon  of  Rheniih  on  my  Head  once.    This  fame  Scull, 
Sir,  this  fame  Scull,  Sir,  was  Torici^'s  Scull,  the  King's  Jefter» 
Ham.  This  ^ 
down.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Let  me  fee.    Alas  ^ootTorickJ  I  knew  him,  H&rath^ 
a  Fellow  of  infinite  Jeft;  of  moft  excellent  ftncy*  he  liath 
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born  me  on  his  back  a  thoufand  times :  And  how  abhorred 
my  imagination  is  row,  my  gorge  rifes  at  ir«  Here  bung 
thofe  Lips  that  I  have  kifs'd  I  know  not  how  oft.  Where 
be  your  Gibes  now?  Your  Gambals?  Your  Songs?  Your 
flafhes  of  Merriment  that  were  wont  to  fet  the  Table  on  a 
Roar  ?  No  one  now  to  mock  your  own  Jeering  ?  Quite 
chop  fall'n  ?  Now  get  you  to  my  Lady*s  Chamber,  and  tell 
her,  let  her. paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  (he  muft 
come ;  Make  her  laugh  at  that.  Prithee,  Horatio^  tell  me 
one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Ifam.   Doft  thou  think  ^kxdnder  look'd  o*this  fafliion 
it'th'  Earth  ? 

Hor.  E*en  fo. 

Ham.  And  fmelt  fo,  Puh  ?  '  [Smelling  to  the  SculL 

Hor.  E'en  fo,  ray  Lord. 

Ham.  To  what  bafe  ufes  we  may  return,  Horatio.    Why 
nay  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  Duft  of  AlexandeVy  'till 
e  find  it  flopping  a  bung- hole? 

Hor.  'Tvfcrc  to  confider  too  curioufly,  to  confider  fo. 

Ham.  No  faith,  not  a  jot.     But  to  follow  him  thither 
with  modefty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it;   as  thus^ 
Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander  retumeth 
into  duft;  the  duft  is  earth;  of  eaith  we  make  Lome,  and 
why  of  that  Lome  whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they 
not  ftop  a  Beer-barrel  ? 
Imperial  Cafary  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay. 
Might  ftop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 
Oh,  that  that  Earth,  which  kept  the  World  in  awe. 
Should  patch  a  Wall,  t'expel  the  Winter's  flaw. 

But  foft !  but  foft  1  afide- here  comes  the  King. 

Enter  King^  Oueen^  Laertes,  and  a  Coffin^  with  Lords  and 

Priefls  Attendant. 
The  Queen,  the  Courtiers.  What  is't  that  they  follow. 
And  with  fuch  maimed  Rights  ?  This  doth  betoken. 
The  Coarfe  they  follow,  did  with  defperate  hand 
Fore-do  it's  own  Life  ;  'twas  fome  £ftate« 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes^  a  very  npble  Youth  :  Mark  — 

Imt.  What  Ceremony  elfe  } 
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Priefl.  Her  Obfequics  have  been  as  far  cidarg'd. 
As  we  have  wairanty  i  her  death  was  doubtful* 
And  but  that  great  command  o'er-fways  the  order. 
She  (hould  in  ground  unfandified  have  lodged, 
•Till  the  laft  Trumpet.    For  charitable  Prayer,    . 
Shards  Flints^  and  Pebbles,  (hould  be  thrown  on  her ; 
Yet  here  2he  is  allowed  her  Virgin  RiteSt 
Her  Maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  Bell  and  Burial. 

Laer,  Muft  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

Priefi.  No  more  be  done  : 
We  ihould  prophane  the  fervice.  of  the  dead^ 
iTo  (ing  fage  Requiem^  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  Souls. 

Lsier.  Lay  her  i*th'  earth. 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefb^ 
May  Violets  fpring.     I  tell  thee,  churliih  Prieft^ 
A  Miniftring  Angel  (hall  my  Sifter  be^ 
When  thou  lleft  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  OpheUd ! 

Qhuyu  SweetSj  to  thee  fweet,  farewell, 
1  hop'd  thou  woul'dft  have  been  my  HamUii  Wife  i 
I  thought  thy  Bride-bed  CO  have  deck'4  fweet  Maid^ 
And  not  t'have  ftrew*d  thy  Grave* 

£>4#r«  O  terrible  ^ooerf 
Fall  tentimes  treblewoes  on  that  curs*d  held, 
tV^hofe  widced  deed,  thy  nioft  ingenious  fenfe 
Depriv'd  thee  of.    Hold  off  the  Earth  a  while^ 
^Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  my  arms : 

[Laertes  Uap  inu  ihi  Gr^Hfil 
Kow  pile  your  duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead> 
^Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made. 
To  o'er-top  old  Peliopt,  or  the  skyiih  head 
Of  blue  0/7*5^1^/. 

Hdm^  What  is  he,  whofe  grie£t 
Bear  fuch  an  Empbafis  ?  whofe  phrafe  of  ibitcfw 
Conjures  the  wandring  Stars,  and  makes  cheffi  fttnd 
Like  wonder- wounded  hearers  f  This  is  f , 

Hdmlet  th^  Dane. 

-    Lacr.  The  Devil  take  thy  Soul.        lOr^fflh^  wkb  Urn. 

Hum. 
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Hdm.  Thou  pray 'ft  not  well, 
I  prithee  uke  thy  hngers  from  ©y  throat—— 
Sifs  though  I  am  not  fpleeofttive  and  rafli» 
Yet  have  I  fomething  in  me  dangerous* 
Which  let  thy  wifenefs  fear.    Away  thy  hand. 

Kin^.  Phick  them  afunder 

Queen.  Hdmlet^  HdmUt 

Gen.  Good  my  Lord  be  4}uiet.    [The  Au99uUnts part  thew$* 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  hi$Theme» 
Until  my  Eye-lids  will  no  longer  wag« 

Queen.  Oh  my  Son!  whatlf^heme! 

Ham^  I  lov'd  Opheisa ;  forty  thoufand  Brothers 
Could  Dot«  with  all  their  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  Sum.    What  wilt  tiiou  do  for  her  { 

King.  Oh  he  is  mad»  Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God  forbear  hioo. 

Ham.  Come  (hew  me  what  thoo^Jc  do. 
Woo't  weep  ?  woo'c  fight  f  wod^  tear  thy  felf  / 
Woo't  drink  up  £/Zfc,  eat  a  Crocodile  f 
I'll  do't.    Do'ft  thou  come  hither  to  whine; 
To  out-face  me  with  leaping  into  her  Grare  / 
Be  buried  quick  with  her ;  and  lb  will  I ; 
And  if  thou  prate  of  Mountains ;  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  Acres  on  us,  *till  our  gronad 
Sindging  his  pate  agaiuft  the  burning  Zone,  • 
Make  Ofa  like  a  wart*    Nay,  and  tliou'lt  months 
ril  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

King.  Tbifi  is  mere  madnefs ;  ^ 

And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him : 
Anon  as  patient  as  the  ftmaik  Dove, 
When  that  her  golden  Cuplet  are  di(clo6'd« 
His.  filence  will  ut  'drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  Sar  ■■'"■    ■  •  . 
What  is  the  r^afon  thar  you  vik  ibc  tiuis  ? 
I  Iov*d  you  ever;  but  it  is  no  iliatcer<'^-»*^M^ 
Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may. 
The  Cat  W4U  s^ew*  and  Do^  wiU  have  his  da V.         i£xit. 

King.  I  pray  you  good  Herati^t  wait  upon  him. 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  laft  N  ighfi  Sf«ocfa 

[7i  LaMe$« 
We'll  put  the  matter  4o  tkcfnbn  |Krfli. 
f$Qfii  Gertrude  let  fome  watch  over  your  Socu 
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This  Grave  (hall  have  a  living  Monument : 

An  Hour  of  quiet  fliortly  fliall  we  fee;- 

*Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exemn, 

SCENE     II.     A  Hall. 


Enur  Hatnlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this*  Sir;  nowletmefee  theother^ 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance.  ' 

Hor.  Remember  it,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  Heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fightings  . 
That  would  not  let  me  deep;  methought  I  lay 
Worfe  than  the  mutineers  in  the  Bilboes;  raihlyt 
(And  prais'd  be  raflmefs  for  it^  let  us  know 
Our  Indifcretion  fomecimes  ferves  us  well. 
When  our  dear  Plots  do  pall;  and  that  (hould  teach  us^ 
There's  a  Divinity  that  ftiapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  wilK 

Hor.  That  is  moft  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  Cabin, 
My  Sea-Gown  fcarft  about  me,  in  the  darkf 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them ;  had  my  defire» 
Finger'd  their  Packer,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  Room  again*  making  fo  bold^ 
My  Fears  forgetting  Manners,  to  unfeal 
Their  grand  CommiiEon,  where  I  found,  H^nuh^ 
Oh  Royal  knavery  I  an  exad  command, 
Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafon. 
Importing  Denmarl(s  Health,  and  EHgland's  toOf 
With  hoo,  fuch  Buggs  and  Goblins  in  my  life, 
That  on  the  fupervize,  no  leifure  bated, 
No  not  to  ftiy  the  grinding  of  the  Axe, 
My  Head  fhould  be  ftruck  off. 

Hor.  Is'tpoffible? 

Ham.  Here'sL  the  Commiffion,  read  it  at  more  feifuiti 
But  wilt  thou  hear  how  I  did  proceed? 

Hor.  I  befeech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  VillaiQS^' 
E'er  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  Brains, 

Thqr. 
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They  had  begun  the  Pla^*    Kate  me  down^ 
Devis'd  a  new  Commiffion»  wrote  it  fair  i 
I  on<;e  did  hold  it  as  our  Statifts  do^ 
A  bafenefs  to  write  fair ;  and  labour'd  mucb^ 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  Bur,  Sir,  now 
It  did  me  Yeoman's  fervice;  wilt  thou  know 
The  etfeds  of  vrbat  I  wrote  3 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  Lord.. 

Ham.  An  earned  Conjuration  from  the  King^ 
As  EngUnd  was  his  faithful  Tributary, 
As  love  between  theiPf  as  the  Palm  &ouId  flouriibi 
As  Peace  fhould  ftill  her  wheaten  Garland  wear^ 
And  (land  a  Comma  'tween  their  amities, 
And  many  fuch  like  jiii  of  great  charge. 
That  on  the  view  and  know  of  thefe  contents. 
Without  debatement  further,  more  6r  lefs. 
He  Ihould  the  bearers  put  to  fudden  death, 
No  fhriving  time  allowed* 

Hwr.  How  was  this  feal'd  \ 

Ham.  Why  even  in  chat  was  Heav'n, ordinate  j 
I.  had  my  Father's  Signet  in  my  Purfe, 
Which  was  the  Model  of  that  Danijh  Seal : 
I  folded  the  Writ  up  in  form  of  the  other> 
Subfcrib'd  it^  gave  th*  Imprelfion,  placed  it  fafely. 
The  Changeling, never  known:  Now,  the  next  day. 
Was  our  Sea*fight|  and  what  to  this  was  fequent^ 
Thou  know'ft  already. 

ttoTm  S9,  Cmldenftern  and  R^fenera^s^  go  to'tw 

Ham.  Why  Man«  they  did  make  love  to  this  employment^ 
They  are  not  near  my  Confcience;  their  debate 
Doth  by  their  own  iofinuation  grow : 
'Tis  dangerous  when  bafer  nature  comes 
Between  the  pafs«  and  fell  incenfed  points 
Of  mighty  oppofites. 

Htr.  Why,  what  a  King  is  thisl 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think'ft  thou,  (land  itie  now  upon? 
He  that  hath  killed  my  King,  and  whor'd  my  Motherg 
Popt  ill  between  th'  ejedion  and  my  hopes. 
Thrown  out  his  Angle  for  rov  proper  life. 
And  with  fuch  cozenage ;  is  t  not  perfeft  Confcience^* 
To  quit  him  with  bis  arm!  And  u't  not  to  be  dafQn*d|       . 

Vol.    V.  Cc  T^ 
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To  let  this  Canker  of  our  Nature  come 
In  further  evil  i 

Hor.  It  mud  be  fhortly  known  to  him  from  England^ 
What  is  the  ifTue  of  the  bufinefs  there. 

Ham,  It  will  be  fhort. 
The  Interims  mine*  and  a  Man's  Life's  no  more 
Than  to  fay  one :  But  I  am  very  forry,  good  fforatio. 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  my  felf ; 
For  by  the  Image  of  my  caufe  I  fee 
The  Pourtraiture  of  his  ^  Til  court  his  favours : 
But  fure  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towring  Paffion. 

Hor.  Peaee»  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Ofrick* 

Ofi.  Your  Lordfliip  is  right  welcoiiie  back  to  Denmstks 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you.  Sin  Doft  know  this  water-fly? 

Hor.  No,  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  Thy  ftate  is  the  more  gracious  j  for  'tis  a  Vice  to 
know  him  :  he  hath  much  Land,  and  fertile;  let  a  Beafl 
be  Lord  of  Beafts,  and  his  Crib  (hall  ftand  at  the  Kii]|^s 
Mefle;  'tis  a  Chough;  but  as  I  fay,  fpadous  in  the  poffcffi- 
on  of  dirt. 

O/r.  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  friendfliip  Were  at  leifure>  I 
(hould  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  Spiriti  put 
your  Bonnet  to  his  right  ufe,  'tis  for  the  Head. 

O/r.  I  thank  your  Lordfliip,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold^  the  wind  is  ilop 
therly. 

OJr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  Lord«  indeed^r 

Ham.  JMcthinks  it  is  very  fultry,  and  hot  for  my  Com- 
plexion. 

O/r.  Exceedingly,  my  Lord,  it  is  very  fultry,  as  'twere^ 
I  cannot  tell  how :  but,  my  Lord,  his  Ma/efty  bid  me  &• 
nifie  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head* 
Sir,  this  is  the  matter — • — 

Ham.  I  befeech  you  remember. 

Ofr.  Nay  in  good  faith,  for  mine  eafe  in  good  faith:-  Sifa 
you  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertis  is  ttW 
weapon. 

Ham.  What's  bis  weapon  ? 

Ojfi 
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0/r.  Rapier  and  Dagger. 

Ham.  That'stwoofnis  Weapons;  b&t  welL 

0/r.  The  King,  Sir,  has  wag'd  with  him  Gx  Sariarj 
Horfes,  againft  the  which  he  i^pon'd,  as  I  take  it,  fix 
French  Rapiers  and  Poinards,  with  their  Affigns,  as  Girdle^ 
Hangers,  or  io :  Three  of  the  carriages  in  faith  are  very  dear 
tx>  fancy,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages^ 
and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

OJr.  The  carriages,  Sir,  are  the  Hangers. 

Ham.  The  Phrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the  matter^ 
if  we  could  carry  Cannon  by  our  fides ;  I  Vould  it  might 
be  Hangers  'till  then ;  but  on,  fix  Bafbary  Horfes,  againft 
fix  French  Swords^  therr  Affigns,  and  three  liberal  conceited 
carriages,  that's  the  French ;  but  againft  the  Danijhj  why  is 
this  impon'd,  as  you  call  it  ? 

OJrr.  The  King,  Sir,  hath  laid  that  in  a  dozen  paffes 
between  you  and  him,  he  (hall  not  exc^d  you  three  hitsj 
He  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine,  and  that  would  come  to 
immediate  trial,  if  your  Lordfhfp  would  vouchfafe  the 
Anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  t  anfwer  no  ( 

Ofr.  I  mean,  my  Lord,  the  Oppofition  of  your  Perfon 
in  trial. 

tim.  Sir*  I  will  walk  here  in  the  Hall ;  if  it  ^leafe  his 
Majefty,  *tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me ;  let  the 
Foils  be  brought,  the  Gentleman  willing,  and  the  King 
hold  hispurpokj  I  wiU  wir>  for  him  if  I  can:  if  not,  Til 
gain  nothing  but  my  (harae,  a^d  the  odd  tiits. 

OJr.  Shail  I  redeliver  yod  e'en  fo  ? 

Ham.  To  thii  efied,  Sir,  after  what  ftourifh  ybut  nature 
will. 

Ofir.  I  comfhend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfhip.  [Exih 

Ham.  Yours,  your^;  he  does  well  to  commend  it  hioi- 
felf,  there  ire  no  tongues  elfe  for's  turn. 

Hw,  This  Lapwini>  runs  away  with  the  (Kell  on  hii 
HeM.        . 

Ham.  He  did  fo  with  his  Dug  before  he  fuck'd  it  i  thus 
has  he  and  nihe.more  of  the  fama  Beavy  that  I' know  the 
droflie  Age  dotes  on;  only  got  the  tune  of  the  titk^*  ^wA^ 
oiltward  habit  of  encounter,  a  kind  o?  '^^^i  C^^^N^^^ 
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which  carries  them  through  tnd  through  th  |  rooft  fond  ud 
winnowed  Opinions;  and  do  but  blow  them' to  their  Triabf 
the  Bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  lAtrd* 
Lordf  „My  Lord,  his  Majef^y  commeoded  him  to  you  bjf 
young  OJirick^  who  brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him 
in  the  Hall,  he  fends  to  know  if  your  plctfure  hold  to.  play 
with  LaerteSj  or  that  you  will  take  longer  time? 

Ham.  lamcorilanttomy  purpofes,  thty  foltew  the  King's 
plcafure ;  if  his  fitnefs  fpeaks,  mine  is  ready>  now  or  when- 
ibever,  provided  I  be  fo  able  as  now. 

Lord*  The  King  and  Queeo  and  all  are  coming  down. 
Ham.  In  happy  time.- 

Lord.  The  Queen  deOres  you  to  ufe  fQmc  gentle cntcrtafii- 
ment  to  Latrtes  before  you-  go  to  play.         >       '  . 
Ham.  She  well  inflruds  me. 
Hot.  You  wilt  lofe  this  Wager,  my  Lordii 
Ham,  I  do  not  think  fd;  (ince  he  went  inta  i>4M#,  I 
have  been  in  continual  PraAice;  I  (hall  win^ac  the  odds; 
but  thou  wouldeft  not  think  how  airs  here  ^bont  my  Heart: 
but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hot.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery ;   but  it  is  fuch,  x  kind  of  gain^ 
giving  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  Woman. 

'  Hot.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  things  obey. .  ■  I  will  fbr^ 
fial  their  repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit* 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defie  Augury;  there's  a  fpecial 
Providence  in  the  fall  of  a  Sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not 
to  come  :  if  it  be  not  to  come>  it  will  be  now  :  if  it  be 
not  nowy  yet  it  will  come ;  the  readine(s  ils  4II;  fioce  no 
Man  has  ought  of  what  he  Reaves,  what  t&'t  to  leave.be* 
times  ? 

Enter  King^  Qtuen^  Laertes  and  Lords^  wkb  other .  Atten- 
dants with  Foils^  and  Gantlet^  a  Table,  and  Ftojgnt  ef 
Wine  on  it. 

King.  Gonie,  Hamlet^  come,  and  take  thi$  Hand  fi;<mime. 
Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon.  Sir,  I've  done  you  WfOi^ 
Eut  pardon't>  as  you  are  a  Gentleman* 
This  Prefence  knows,  and  you  muft  needi  have  heaid 
How  I  am  puni/h*d  with  fore  diilradion. 
IT/riif/ have  done 
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That  might  your  Nature,  Honour,  and  Exception 

Roughly  awake,  I   here  procJaim  was  madnefs : 

Wss't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laeriesf  i^ ever  Hamlet. 

If  Humltt  from  himftif  be  ta'en  away. 

And  when  he's  not  himfelf,  do  s  wrong  Laertesi 

Then  HamUf  du's  it  not*  Hionltf  denies  it ; 

Who  does  it  then  i  Hismadliefe.     I  ft  be  lb, 

^j«»i<*  ij  of  the  Fidion  tjuf  ,is  wtong'd. 

His  madnels  is  poor  Htmle^f  £n«niy.  . 

Sir,  in  this  Auditnce, 

Let  my  difcUiming  from  a:purpos'd  evil,       .  t, 

Free  me  fo  far  in  yoijr  mod  generous  thought^ 

That  I  have  ftiot  mine  Arrow.o'er  the  Hoiife, 

And  hurt  my  Moeher.  .  ,  ,      , 

Lmt.  I  am  fatisliidin  Nature,.,  ,  ., 

Whife  Motive,  in  this  fafe^  ihould  ftir  me  molt 
To  my  Revenge.     But  in  my  ttrms  of  Hoaour., 

I'ftand  aloof,  and  will  no rcconctlemenr,  

'Till  by  (ome  elder  Mafters  of  known  honour,      - 

I  have  a  Voice,  and  prefident  of  peace 

To  keep  my  Name  ungorg'd.     But 'till  thit  time,'  . 

I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  loyc,  ,;'-f    ^,,. . 

And  will  not  wrong  it.  ■ ;     ... 

Ham,  r  de  cmbnce  it  freely,        , 
And  will  this  Brother's  Wager  frankly  play,  ,,;,,:. 
©ivcs  us  the  Foils :  Come  on.  ■       '     . 

Latr.  Coipe^ne  for  jne. 

H^.  I'll  b^-.your  Foil,  l^us,  in  mine  %qoniice. 
Your  skill  ftiall  like, a  Star  iW  bri|^ccfl  Night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed.  .      . 

LAtr.  You  mock  me.  Sir.^ 
Ham.  No,  by  this  Hand.     - 
King.  Give  the- Foils,  young  OJriek-  .  *, 

Coufin  ^«w/(/,  you  know  the^Wager.  ^.j,„        ,■ 

Ham,  Very  well,  my  Lord,   ' 
Your  Grao^thlaJd  theoddso'ih'  weaker  fidlf.,'    ^ 

^^.  I  do  not  fear  it>  I  have  &en  ytfu  both ; 
But  Gnce  he  ij^^ter'd,  wc  h'ayethereiore  oddsj 

Z-wr.  This  n  too  heavy,  '  '    '  .  '    ^   . 

{.(t  nie  fee  toother.  '".,  '   , 

Cc's"""'  ,     '  ^»-., 
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Ham.  This  likes  me  well ; 
Jhd^eFoils  have  all  a  length  {  {JPr&fme  H  fUj. 

Ofi.  Ay,  my  gpod  Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  Scopes  of  Wiae  upon  diat  Table : 
If  HamUt  give  the  firft,  or  fecond  hit» 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  a  third  exchange^ 
Let  all  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire. 

• 

The  King  (hall  drink  to  HamUt*s  better  brath| 
And  in  the  Cup  an  Union  fhall  he  throw 
B^icher  than  that,  which  four  fucceffive  Kings 
j^n  Deumdrl^s  Crown  have  worn.    Give  me  tl^e  Cups, 
And  let  the  Kettle  to  the  Truippets  fpeak. 
The  Trupets  to  the  Canoneer  without. 
The  Canons  to  the  Heav'ns,  the  Heav'n  to  EattK 
'^ow  the  King  drinks  to  ^4m/lrf.    Carney  begin. 
And  you  the  Judges  bear  a  wary  Ere. 
Ham.  Come  on,  Sir. 

Laer.  Come  on^  Sir^  IX^t^J* 

Ham.  One. 

Ijoer.  No, 

Ham.  Judgment^ 

Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit, 

Laer.  Well— .—  again. 

IGng.  Stay,  give  tne  drink.  H^mk^t  this  Pearl  is  thine^ 
Here's  to  thy  health.  .  Give  him  the  Cup. 

\Tr9im^  finn4»  Sb^t  gHS$f. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  it  by  a  whUe r 
Pome*— ^another  hit— what  fay  you  ?     [They  Pffj  apki. 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confefs. 

Kmg.  Our  Son  iSiall  win. 

jQueen.  He's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath. 
Here's  a  Napkin,  rub  thy  brows> 
The  Queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune^  Hamlft. 
^  Ham.  Good  Madam.    , 

Kiftg.  Gerfrfulcy  do  not  drink. 

Qmeen.  I  iriU,  my  Lord;  Ipny  you  ptrdo^iM^ 

King.  It  is  the  poifon*d  Cup,  it  is  too  late.  i4l^ 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drhdc  yct»  Madam,  b|  and  hf. 

Qmm.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  Face. '  t-  ^ 

Lmt.  My  Lordf  V\\  hit  him  now. 
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JSni.  I  do  not  thinker. 

Ldir.  And  yet  *tis  almoft  'gainft  my  Confcicnce.     iJlfidif 

Hdm.  Come,  for  the  third.    Ldmes^  you  but  daily, 
I  pray  you  pafs  with  your  beft  violence^  , 

I  am  afraid  you  make  a  wanton  of  me, 

Laer.  Say  you  fo?  Come  on.  [^'^/* 

Ofr.  Nothing  aekher  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 
[Laertes  wonnAs  Hamier»  tbm  in  feting  they  ghangi^  ^picfh 
and  Hamlet  w^mtds  Laertes. 

King.  Part  them*  they  are  incens'd* 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again —-^ 

Ofi.  Look  to  the  Queen  there,  ho  ! 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  fides.    How  is^t,  my  Lord  ! 

Ofi.  How  is't  Laertti  t 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  Woodcock  to  my  Sprindge,  Ofikkj 
I  am  juftly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

IGng.  She  fwoons  to  fee  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No^  no,  the  drink,  the  drink—- 
Oh  my  dear  HamUh  the  drinks  the  drink,« 
I  am  poifbn'd \jS^w  dies. 

Ham.  Oh  Villa^y  !  How?  Let  the  ddoir  be  lock'd: 
Tttechery  I  fcek  it  out i 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet.    HJmku  thou  art  flain. 
No  Medicine  in  the  World  can  do  ^ee  good. 
In  thee  tfade  is  not  half  tn  hour  of  li^  i 
The  treadieroiis  Itiftrument  citn  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenom'd :  the  foul  praftice 
Hath  turn'd  it  felf  on  me.    Lo,  here  I  lye. 
Never  to  rife  again;  thy  Mother's  poifon'd; 
I  can  no  more~— the  King»  the  King*^  to  bladie. 

Ham.  The  point  enveliMoifd  too. 
Then  venom  to  thy  work.  [t^s  the  Kingi 

J^  Trcafo%  Tf eafbo. 

Xieeg.  0  yet  defend  me,  Friebdi^  I  tm  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here  thmi  inceftoous,  mard*h>QSf  dunned  Bane^ 
Drink  o£Fthis  Podon:  Is  thy  Union  here? 
i^Uow  my  Mother.  \King  dies! 

^     ffoer.  He  is  juftly  ferv'd. 
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It  is  a  poifon  tempered  by  himfelF. 

Exchange  forgi venefs  with  me.  Noble  HamUt ; 

Mine  and  my  Father^s  Death  come  not  upon  thee. 

Nor  thine  on  me.  [pi^^s 

H^m.  Heav'n  make  thee  free  of  it,  I  follow  thee, 
I  am  dead,  Honuh;  wretched  Queen,  adieu* 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance» 
That  are  but  Mutes  or  audience  at  this  Aft, 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  Serjeant  Death 
Is  ftrift  in  his  Arreft^  oh  I  could  ttll  you^ 
But  let  it  be—^Horafhy  I  am  dead. 
Thou  liv*ft,  report  me  and  my  caufes  right 
To  the  unfatisficd, 

Hor.  Never  believe  it. 
I  am  more  an  Antique  Roman  than  a  Ddfte; 
Here's  yet  fome  Liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  th'art  a  Man,  give  me  the  Cup, 
Let  go,  by  Heav'n  I'll  hav*t. 
Oh,  good  Horatio f  what  a  wounded  name. 
Things  {landing  thus  unknown,  (hall  live  behind  me? 
If  thou  didft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  Hearty 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while. 
And  in  this  harfh  World  draw  thy  breath  in  pain. 
To  tell  my  ftory.  [March  afar  off^  and  pom^kbL 

What  warlike  noife  is  this? 

'Entw  Ofrick^ 

Ofr.  Young  F^tinhw,  with  Cmqueft  come  from  P«fciM^ 
To  th* Ambafladors  ofEngUmdgWes  this  Warfike  Vdley* 

H^m.  O,  I  die^  Horatio^' 
The  potent  poifon  quite  o'er-crows  my  Spirit, 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  News  from  England. 
But  I  do  prophefie  th'ele<Kon  lights 
On  Fortinbras^  he  has  my  dying  Voic^ 
So  tell  him  With  the  occurrents  more  or  te6. 
Which  have  folicited. ^The  reft  is  fiienee,  O,  O,  O.  [IKfi, 

Hot,  Now  cracks  a.  noble  Heart ;  good  Nighty  f wco^Prince ; 
And  flig^:of  Angek  fing  thee  to  thy  xtft. 
Why  do*s  the  Drum  cofliehitber?       ' 


w.      /  ,      . 
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Enter  Fortinbras  and  Eng\i(h' uimiaJfaJory  with  Vrnm^ 

Colours^  4nd  Attendsnti^  ;' 

B>rt.  Where  is  tfce  fight? 

Hor.  What  is  it  you  ^ou!d  fee? 
If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafe'  your  fearchf 

Fort.  This  quarry  cries  on  HavotK     Oh  proud  death  I  ' 
What  Feaft  is  toward  in  thine  eternal Celfc 
That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a  ftioOr, 
So  bloodily  haft  ftruck? 

jimb.  The  fight  is  difmal. 
And  our  Affairs  from  EngUndcomt  too  late* 
The  Ears  are  fenfelefs  that  should  give  us  hearing; 
To  tell  him  his  Commard'me nt  is  fulfill'd. 
That  Rofeneraus  and  Gmldenftern  are  dead : 
Where  Ihould  we  have  our  thaijks } 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth. 
Had  it  th' ability  of  life  to  thafik  you  : 
He  never  gave  Command  ment  for  their  Deaths 
But  fince  fo  jump  upon  this  bloody  queftion. 
You  from  the  Polack^tn,  and  you  from  Engird 
Are  here  arrived :  Give  order  that  thefe  Bodies 
High  on  a  Stage  be  placed  to  the  view. 
And  let  me  fprak  to  th'  yet  unknowing  World, 
How  ihefe  things  came  about.     So  (hall  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  unnatural  afts, 
Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  (laughters. 
Of  Deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forced  caufe. 
And  in  this  uplhot,  purpo(et>ittiI{ook, 
Fairn  on  the  Inventors  Heads,  -  AU  thjs  c^n  I 
Truly  deliver, 

Fort»  Let  us  hafte  to  hear  if,. 
And  call  the  Noble  ft  ro  the  Audience. 
Forme,  withforrow,  I  embrace  my  Fortune, 
I  have  fome  rights  of  Memory  in  this  Kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim,  my  vantage  doth 
Invite  me. 

Hor.  Of  that  I  ftiall  have  alfo  caufe  to  fpeak» 
And  from  his  mouth  whofe  Voice  will  draw  no  more : 
But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  performed, 
Even  whiles  Mens  minds  jire  wild,  left  more  mifcbancc 
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F§rh  Let  four  Giptuiu 
Bear  ffdptUt  like  a  Soldier  off  the  Stage, 
For  he  was  likely,  hid  he  been  put  00, 
To  have  prav'd  raofl  royally :  and  /or  his  paflagc^ 
Tbe  Soldiers  Mulick.  and  the  rites  of  War 
Speak  loudly  for  bim. 
Take  up  the  Body ;  Such  a  fight  as  tbi^  ' 
Becomes  the  Field,  bitt  here  Chews  much  amifs. 
Go,  bid  the  Soldifers  ihoot. 

[Exemit  Murcbiifg  i  *fttr  wUtkt  *  ''<'  *f  OrdnMiKt  «v 
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KING  LEJ'R, 

ACT  I.    SCENE! 

SCENES  Palace. 
Enter  Kent,  Glofter,  and  Edmund  t^e  BaftarA. 


KENT. 

Thought  the  King  had  more   affe&ed  tlw 
X>aki-oi  Alkitnyt  ^tn  Cormi/ali, 

■GU.  It  did  always  feemfoto  us;  Bat  now 
in  theDivifion  of  the  Kingdom,   it  appeart 
not  which  of  the  Dukes  he  values  moflj  for 
qualities  are  fo  weigh'd, :  that  curiolity  ia 
neither,  can  siake  choice  of  eiihei's  moiety. 
Kint.  Is  not  this  your  Son,  my  Lord? 
Gia.  His  breeding,  Sir,  bath  been  at  my  charge.    I  have 
fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am  braz'4 
to't. 

Ktnt.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

CU.  Sir,  this  young  Fellow's  Mother  could)  vhcreupoft 
ftiegrew  round  womb'd,  and  had  indeed.  Sir,  a  San  for  her 
Cradle,  e'er  (he  had  a  Husband  for  her  Bed.  Do  ym 
fmell  a  Fauh? 

KtHt.  I  cannot  wilh  the  fault  undone,  the  I0ue  of  k  b»^ 
ing  fo  proper. 
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CU^  But  I  biVe  a  Soo»  Sir,  by  orckr  of  LaW»  ibmc  Year 
elder  than  this;  who»  yet  is  no  dearer  in  iny  Acconoti 
though  this  Knave  came  fomewh^t  fawcily  to  the  World 
before  he  was  fent  for :  Yet  was  his  Mother  fair,  there  was 
good  rport  at  his  making,  and  tjie  whorfon  mufl  be  acknow- 
ledged.    Do  you  knovJr  this  Nobleman,  Edmnudl 

Bafi.  K09  my  Lord. 

Glo.  My  Lord  of  Kent } 
Remember  him  hereafter,  as  my  honourable  Friend. 

Baft.  My  fer  vices  to  your  Lord  (hip* 

Kent.  I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  betteri 

Bdfi.  Sir,  I  Ihall  ftudy  deferving* 

Glo.  He  bath  been  out  nine  Year%  and  away  he  Aiall  a- 
gain.     The  King  is  coming* 

Enter  King  Lear,  Q>rnwalli  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  Cor- 

delia>  and  jittendants. 

Laer.  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  and  Burgundj^  Glbfier, 

Glo.  I  (hall,  my  Lord,  [Exit^ 

Lear.  Mean  time  we  fhall  e^tprefs  our  darker  purpofe. 
Give  me  the  Map  here.     Know,  that  we  have  divided 
into  three,  our  Kingdom ;  and  'tis  our  faft  intent. 
To  ihake  all  cares  and  budnefs  from  our  Age, 
Confering  them  on  younger  ftrcngths,  wKile  Ve 
iJnburthen'd  crawl  toward  Death;     Our  Son  of  Orifft%fZ4 
And  you  our  no  lefs  loving  ^on  of  Al^nf^ 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publifh^. 
Our  Daughters  feveral  Dowers,  that  future  ftrifc 
May  be  prevented  now.   The  Princest  France  miBdrgHndji 
Great  Rivals  in^  our  younger  Daughter'^  Lovf^ 
Long  in  our  Court,  have  made  their  atoorous  fojaum; 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd.    Tell  me^  my  Daughters^ 
Since  now  we  will  diveft  us  both  of  Rule, 
Intereft  of  Terrority,  Cares  of  State, 
Which  of  you  (hall  we  fay  doth  love  us  mofti 
That  we,  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend 
Where  Nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  GcHiriUi 
Our  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft* 

Gon.  Sin  I  love  you  more  than  word  can  wield  tbeinaitcr^ 
•Dearer  than  Eye-fighr,  fpace,  and  liberty^ 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued*  rich  or  rare. 
No  lefs  thanLife^  with  Grace,  Health,  Beauty,  Honour: 

As 
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As  much  as  Child  e'er  lov'd,  or  Fadier  (bund. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unabley 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo.much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  (hall  Cordelia  fpeak?  Love»  and  be  (ilent. 
Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  even  from  this  Line»  to  thi^ 
With  (hadowy  Forefts,  and  with  Champions  rich'd 
With  plenteous  Rivers,  and  wide-skirted  Mead^ 
We  make  thee  Lady.  To  thine  and  Manf%  Iflues 
Be  this  perpetual.  What  fays  our  fecond  Daughcer9 
Our  dtttm  RigMnt  Wifie  ot  CmtfiwaUf 

Reg.  I  am  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  Sifter, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.    In  my  true  Heart, 
I  find  ihe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  3 
Only  (he  comes  too  ihort,  that  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  Enemy  to  all  other  Joys, 
Which  the  moft  precious  fqnare  of  fenfe  profefTes, 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate  ^ 

In  your  dear  Highnefs  love. 

Cor.  Then,  poor  Cordelia! 
And  yet  not  fo,  fince  I  am^  fure  my  Love*t 
More  ponderous  than  mv  Tongue* 

Laer.  To  thee,  and  tnine^  hereditary  ever,  " 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  Kingdom, 
No  lefs  in  fpace^  validity,  and  pleafure. 
Than  that  confcr'd  on  GoneriU.    Nbw  our  Joy# 
lll^hhough  our  lift  and  teaft  1  to  whofib  young  love^ 
The  Vines  ot prance^  and  Milk  of  Bmrgiendj^ 
Strive  to  be  intereft :  What  can  you  fay»  to  draw 
A  third,  moreopulent  than  your  Siftmi  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  { 

Cor^  Nothing.  ^  ^ 

Lear.  Nothing  wJU  comeof  nothing,  fpeak  again. 

Cordi  Unhappy  that  I  am»  F  cannot  heave 
My  Heart  into  my  Mouth  r  I  love  your  Majefly 
According  to  my  Bond»  no  moreiior  leisi 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  f  Mend  your  fpetch  a^fittle^ 
Left  you  may  mar  your  Fortunes* 

Cor.  QQ0ct^  my  Lord, 
You  have  begot  toe,  bred  me,  lo^^d  me. 
I  return  thofe  Duties  back  as  are  ligjat  fix^  ^^^ 

OheyyM,  love  yon^  and  moft  temat  '^cwu  H©is\ 


Why  have  my  Sifters  Husbands,  if  they'&y 
They  love  you  all?  Happily  when  I  ihall  wed^ 
Thac  Lords  whofe  Hand  mud  cake  my  plight*  ihall  carry 
Half  my  Love  with.him^  half  my  Care,  and  Duty. 
Sure  I  ihall  never  mmry  like  my  Sifters, 
JUar.  But  goes  thy  neart  with  this? 
Gr.  Ay,^my  good  Lord. 
2>4r.  So- young,  and  fo  untender? 
Car.  So  young,  my  Lord^^and  O-ue.     ' 
Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  the  Troth  then  be  thy  ddwre  i   • 
For  by  the^facred  radiance  of  the  Sun,         ; 
The  myfteries  of  HiCafe,  and  the  Night, 
By  all  the  Operations  of  the  Orbs^  .     . 

From  whom  we  doexift,  and  ceafe  to  be^  •    , 
Here  I  difclaim  all  my  patei^nal  Care,    . 
Propinquity  and  property  of  Blood,  . 

And  as  a  Stranger  to  my  Heart  and  me. 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.     The  Barbarous  Scjthidm^ 
Or  he  that  makes  his  Generation,  Mefies 
To  gorge  his  Appetite^  ftnll  to  my  Bofom     : 
Be  as  well  neiehbour'd,  pitied,  and  relieved,  •  ., 

As  thou  my  fometi me. Daughter. 
Kent.  Good  my  Liege- n 
Lear.  Peace,  Kent! 
Come  not  between  the  Dragon  and  his  Wrath; 
I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft:  Jf 

On  her  kind  Nurfery.  Hence,  and  avoid  my  fight !— [7d  CoC» 

So  be  my  Grave  my  Peace,  as  here  I  give 

Her  Father's  Heart  from  her;  call/rmrcre;  whoilirs? 

Call  £)yr^iiiii^-— — -•Cvrmi/^//,  and  jilhanjj 

With  my  two  Daughters  Dowres,  digeft  the  thirds 

Let  Pride,  which  (he  calls  Plainnefs,  marry  !her: 

1  do  inveft  you  jointly  with  my  Power, 

Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  Effefis         ;   *     i   . 

That  troop  with  Majefty,     Our  felf  by  monthly  courfe 

With  refervation  of  ^n  hundred  Knights^ 

By  you  to?  be  fuftain'd,  ftiall  our  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turn,  only  we  fliatt  retain  i  ?. 

The  Name,  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  Kings  dieSwty» 

Revenue,  Execution  of  the  reft. 

Beloved  Sons,  be  yours,  which  to  confirm, 

Thif  Coronet  part  between  you.  .  KauU 
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Whom  I  have  ever  HonourM  as  a  King, 

Lov'd  as  my  Father,  as  my  Mafter  follow'ds 

And  as  my  Patron,  thought  on  in  my  Prayers  — - ...      ,, 

LcMT.  The  Bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  Shafb 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  Heart;  bt  Kent  unmannerly « 
When  Lear  is  mad ;  what  wouldft  thou  dO|  old  Man  i 
Think'ft  thou  that  Duty  (ball  have  dread  to  fpeak^ 
When  Power  to  flattery  bows  ? 
To  plainnets  Honour's  bound, 
WhcnMajefty  fall$  to  Folly;  rcferve  thy  State^ 
And  in  thy  bed  conHderation^  check 
This  hideous  raihnefs;  anfwermy.l,ife,myjudgm€nrj 
Thy  youngeft  Daughter  do*s  not  love  thee  leaft. 
Nor  are  thofe  empty  iiearted,  whofe  law  founds 
Reverb  no  hoUownefs. 

Lear.  Ktnt^  on  thy  Life  no  more. 

Kent.  My  Life  I  ne^er  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againfi  thine  Enemies*  ne'er  fear  to  lofe  iH  . 
Thy  fafety  being  Motive. 

Lear.  Out  or  my  fight  I 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear^  and  let  me  ftill  reftiain 
The  true  Blank  of  thine  Eye, 

L>ear.  Now  by  uipollo  ■■  ■■ 

Kem.  Now  by  jlpoUo  l  King, 
Ttou  fwear'ft  tny  <5ods  in  vain. 

Lear.Oy^i£i\\Wkxt^nil-^-\LajinghisHandoHhii^^^ 

Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear, 

Kent.  Kill  thy  Phyfician,  and  thy  Fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  Difeafe*.  revoke  the  Giftj  , 
Dr  whilft  i  can  vent  clamour  from  my  Throaty 
ril  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me  Recreant,  on  thine  Allegiance  hear  me  ; 
That  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  Voi^s^ 
Which  wc  duril  never  yet ;  and  with  ftrain'd  Pride^ 
To  come  betwia^t  our  Sentence  and  our  Povi^er, 
Wh&h,  n6r  c^/>Jature,  nor  our  Place  can.  bear. 
Our  Potttfcy'^made  good,  take  fhy  Reward*  , 
Pive  day^  we  do  allot  thee  for  Provifion, 
To  Oxit&  tfiee  frod  difafteri  of  the  V^<9rld^ 
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And  on  the  fixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  Kingdom  ;  if  the  tenth  Day  following^ 
Thy  baniftit  Trunk  be  found  in  our  Dominions, 
The  Moment  is  thy  Death,  away.  By  Jffpifer^ 
This  (hall  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well)  King,  fith  thus  thou  wilt  appear^ 
Freedom  hves  hence,  and  Banilhment  is  here  ; 
The  Gods  to  their  dear  Ihelter  take  thee.  Maid, 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid  ; 
And  your  large  Speeches  may  your  Deeds  approve. 
That  good  EfFeSs  may  fpring  from  Words  of  Love : 
Thus  Kentj  O  Princes,  bids  you  all  adieu, 
He'll  ftiape  his  old  Courfe  in  a  Country  new,  [^Exiti 

Enter  Glofter,  with  France  and  Burgundy,  and  AttemUnts* 

Cor.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy^  my  nobje  Lord* 

Lear.  My  Lord  of  Bnrgundj^ 
We  fiift  addrefs  toward  you,  who,  with  thisKing, 
Hath  rivaird  for  our  Daughter  >  what  in  the  leaft 
tVill  you  require  in  prefent  Dowre  with  her, 
Or  ceafc  your  Queft  of  Love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  Royal  Majefty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Highneis  offered. 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  Noble  BurgHndjj 
When  ihe  was  dear  to  us  we  held  her  fo. 
But  now  her  price  is  fall^  :  Sir,  there  (he  ftaBd$» 
If  ought  within  that  little  feeming  Subftonce, 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  Graee» 
She's  there,  and  (he  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  Anf wer. 

Lear.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  flie  owes^ 
Unfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowr'd  withour  Curfe,  and  ftranger'd  wkhourOatby 
Take  leave,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon  me.  Royal  Sir, 
Eledion  makes  not  up  in  fuch  Conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her.  Sir,  for  by  the  Power  that  floadtfOK^ 
I  tell  you  all  her  Wealth.   Foi  yeu,  great  Kin^, 
I  would  not  from  your  Love  make  fuch  a  ftray. 
To  match  you  where  I  hate  j  therefore  bcfeech  yo» 
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T'avert  youi'  liking  a  more  worthief  wayi 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  Nature  is  afham'd 
Almoft  t*  acknowledge  hers. 

fira.  This  is  moft  ftrangc  1 
That  ihe^  who  even  but  now,  was  your  beft  Oh]t&$ 
The  Argument  of  your  Praife,  balm  of  your  Age, 
The  bed,  the  deareft^  (hould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  fo  monftrous,  to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  Favour  ;  fure  her  OflFence 
Mud  be  of  fuch  unnaturah  Degree, 
As  Monftrous  is;  or  your  forc*voucht  afFe&ion 
Could  not  fall  into  Taint ;  which  to  believe  of  h^ 
Muft  be  a  Faith,  that  reafon  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me* 

Cor^  I  yet  befeech  your  Majefly^ 
If  for  I  want  fhat  glib  and  oily  Art^ 
To  fpeak  and  purpofe  not,  fince  what  I  will  intends 
I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak,  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs, 
No  unchafte  A6l:ion,  or  di(honour'd  ftep. 
That  hath  deprived  me  of  your  Grace  and  Favour, 
But  even  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I  am  richeri 
A  ftill  folliciring  Eye,  and  fuch  a  Tongue, 
That  I  am  glad  I  have  notf  though  not  to  have  if,^ 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou  hadft 
Not  been  born,  than  not  t'have  pleas'd  me  better* 

Fra.  Is  it  but  this  ?  A  tardinefs  in  Nature, 
Which  often  leaves  the  Hiftory  unfpoke 
That  it  intends  to  do ;  my  Lord  of  Surgmufyi  ^ 
What  fay  you  to  the  Lady  ?  Love's  not  Love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftands 
Aloof  from  th'intire  Point,  will  you  have  her  { 
She  is  her  felf  a  Dowry* 

Bi$r.  Royal  King, 
Give  but  that  Portion  which  your  ftif  propos'di 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  Hand^ 
Dutchefi  of  Mmr^m^j, 

Lear.  Nothing I  have  Sworn,  I  am  firm* 

Bnr.  I  am  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  Father^ 
That  you  muft  loft  a  Husband*  ^  ^ 
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Cor.  Peace  be  with  Biir^iirM/fy 
Since  that  refpcd  and  fortunes  are  his  Love^ 
I  ihall  not  be  his  Wife. 

Fra.  Faireft  Cordelia^  that  art  moft  rich  being  poor^ 
Moil  choice  forfakeny  and  oioft  lov'd  defpis'di 
Thee  and  thy  Virtues  here  I  feize  upon. 
Be  it  lawftrl  I  take  up  what's  caft  away. 
Gods,  Gods  I  *Ti8  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  negleft 
My  love  (hould  kindle  to  enflam'd  refpeft* 
Thy  dowreiefs  Daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  FrAna  : 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  watrifli  Bnrgundj^ 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  Maid  of  me* 
Bid  them  fareweh  Cordelia^  though  unkind* 
Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lder.  Thou  haft  her  France 9  let  her  be  thine,  fer  we 
Have  no  fuch  Daughter,  nor  (hall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again,  therefore  be  gone^ 
Without  our  Grace,  our  Love#  our  Benizon : 
Come  Noble  Burgundj.  {Fhmijb.  [Excm. 

Fra.  Bid  farewel  to  your  Sifters. 

Cor.  The  Jewels  of  our  Father,  with  wa(h*d  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you,  I  know  you  what  you  are. 
And  like  a  Sifter  am  moft  loath  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  named.  Love  well  our  Father : 
To  your  profefTed  Bofoms  I  commdt  hin^ 
But  yet  alas,  fiood  I  within  his  Grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  betttr  place. 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  ui  our  Duty. 

G««.  Let  your  Study      «' 
Be  to  content  your  Lord,  who  hath  receiv-d  yoa  j 
At  Fortunes  Alms;  you  have  Obedience fcanted. 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Or.Time  (hall  unfold  w  hat  plighted  cutuung  hide^ 
Who  covers  Faults,  at  laft  with.fliame  derides* 
Well  may  you  proQ>er. 

Fra.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia.      [Exfunt  Frwce4MiM<  GOTf 

Gon.  Sifter,  it  k  mt  little  I  have  to  iay. 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both, 
I  think  our  Father  will  go  hence  to  Nighr^ 
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He^.  That's  moft  certtio,  and  with  you  ;  next  Month 
with  us.        : 

Con.  You  fee  how  full  of  Changes  his  Age  is,  the  obfer- 
vation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  been  little  ;  he  always  lov*d 
our  Sifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  Judgment  he  hath 
now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  too  grofly. 

i?rf.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  Age  ,•  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  (lenderly  known  himfelf. 

Goft.  The  bed  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  b^en  but 
ra(h  ;  then  mufl:  we  look  from  his  Age,  to  receive  not  alone 
the  Imperfeftions  of  long  engraffed  Condition^  but  there- 
withal the  unruly  way wardnefs^  that  infirm  and  cholerick 
Years  bring  with  them. 

Re£.  Such  uncooftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from  him, 
as  this  of  Kent^s  BanijDiment. 

Go».  There  is  further  Complement  of  leave  taking,  be- 
tween France  and  him ;  pray  you  let  us  fit  together,  if  our 
Father  carry  Authority  with  fuch  Difpofition  as  he  bears, 
this  laft  furrender  of  his  Will  but  offend  us. 

Jie£.  We  ftiall  further  think  of  it. 

Gon.  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  i'th'  Heat.    [^Exeuns 

•. 

Enter  Baftard  wtk  a  Letter, 

Bafi.  Thou  Nature  art  my  Goddefs,  to  thy  Law 
My  Services  are  bound  ;  wherefore  Ihould  I 
Stand  in  the  Plague  of  Cuftom,  and  permit 
The  curiofity  of  Nations  to  deprive  me, 
ForthatI  am  fome  twelve,  or  fourteen  Moonfliines, 
Lag  of  a  Brother  ?  Why  Baftard  ?  wherefore  bafe  ? 
When  my  Dimenfions  are  as  well  compad^. 
My  Mind  as  generous,  and  my  Shape  as  true 
As  honeft  Madam's  Iffue  {  why  brand  they  us 
With  Bafe?  with Bafenefs f  Baftardyf  Bafe,  Bafe? 
Who   in  the  lufty  ftealth  of  Nature,  take 
More  Compofition,  and  fierce  quality. 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull  ftale  tired  Bed» 
Go  to  th*  creating  a  whole  Tribe  of  Fops 
Got  'tween  a  fleep,  and  wake  ?  Well  then. 
Legitimate  Edgarj  I  muft  have  your  Land, 
Pur  Father's  Love  is  to  the  Baftard  Edmnnd, 
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A$  CO  th'l^itimatc ;  fine  Word  ~-««i«-  legitinMie 
.Welly  my  Legitinuee,  if  this  Letter  (peed* 
And  my  inttntion  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 
Shall  to  th'legitiroate  '      ■  ■  I  grow,  I  profper ; 
Now  Gods,  ftaod  up  for  Baftards, 

Efftpr  Giofter. 

Glo.  Kim  bani(h*d  thus  {  and  Frsmce  in  Chokr  parted  / 
'And  the  King  gone  to  Night/  Prefcrib*d  his  Power, 
Confin'd  to  Exhibition  I  All  this  gone 
Upon  the  Gad  1  ■  Edmund^  how  now  {  what  News  { 

Bafi.  So  pleafe  your  Lordibip>  none.  [Pmitingup  the  Letter. 

Clo.  Why  fo  eameftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  Letter? 

Eafi..  I  know  no  News,  my  Lord* 

GU.  What  Paper  were  you  reading  \ 

BaJI.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

GU.  No  I  what  needed  then  that  terrible  Difpatch  of  it 
into  your  Pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing,  hath  not  fuch 
need  to  hide  it  felf*  Let's  fee ;  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I 
^all  not  need  Spedacles. 

.  Baft.  I  befeech  you»  Sir,  pardon  ine;  it  is  a  ktter  bom 
my  Brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o*er-read;  and  for  fo  much 
as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'ei^looking, 

GloH^  Give  me  the  Letter,  Sir. 

Baft.  I  ihali  o£Fend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it ;  . 
The  Contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  themt      -   c 
Are  to  blame. 

Glo.  Let's  fee, .  let's  fee. 

Baft.  I  hope  for  my  Brother's  Juftification,  he  wrece 
this  but  as  an  Eflfay,  or  tafte  of  my  Virtue. 

GIo.  reads."]  This  PoUcj^  assd  Reverence  •/  ^ge,  smakfi 
the  World  bitter  toth^  heft  ef  em  times  \)fteefs  om\Fortames*fir^ 
sfs,  'till  our  oldnefs  catmot  relift)  them.  I  begin  u  find  an  idle 
and  fond  Bondage^  in  the  efprejjieii  ef  ^ged  Tjrame^^  vAieh 
fwajs^  t^ot  as  it  hath  fewer ^  bm  as  it  i$  Jkjfered.  Ceme  to 
me,  that  efthis  I  maj  ffeak  mere..  If  eeer  Faeher  weeUdfieef 
^Hll  I  v^a^d  him^  yep  JbefsU  enjoy  half  bis  Revemse  fur  ever^ 
and  live  the  beloved  of  jottr  Brother*  Edgar.  Hum/ ««^  Coo- 
Ipiracy  I  "Sleep  'till  I  wake  him  «,    ■  yoiUhoaki 

eiijoy  half  his  Revenue  ■■  m  t":..!.  my  Son  Edgmr  i  had  be 
a  Hand  to  write  this  /  A  Heart  and  c Brain  10  breed  it  io ! 
3/^hen  came  this  to  you  I  who  brought  it  {      . 

'    -  ^     ^  Bolt. 
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Bafi.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it.  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  Cafemcnt  of  my 
Clofet. 

Glo.  You  know  the  Charafter  to  be  your  Brother's  ? 

Bafi.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Lord,  I  durft  fwear 
it  were  his ;  but  in  re(][>eA  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  it 
were  not, 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

Baft^  It  is  his  Hand,  my  Lord  ;  I  hope  this  Heart  is  not 
in  the  Contents. 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  thisBuflnefs? 

Bafi.  Never,  my  Lord.  But  I  have  heard  him  oft  main- 
tain it  to  be  fir,  that  Sons  at  perfed  Age,  and  Fathcr*s  de- 
clined, the  Father  flioiild  be  as  Ward  to  the  Son,  and  the 
Son  manage  his  Revenue* 

Gla.  O  Villain,  Villain  I  his  very  Opinion  in  the  Let- 
ter* Abhorred  Villain  I  unnatural,  detefted,  bruiti(h  Villain! 
worfe  than  bruitifh  !  Go,  firrah,  feek  him ;  Til  apprehend 
liim*    Abominable  Villain  !  where  is  he  ? 

Bafi.  I  do  not  >yell  know,  my  Lord  5  if  it  (hall  pleafc 
you  to  fufp'end  your  Indignation  againft  my  Brother,  'till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  Teftimony  of  his  Intent, 
you  fhould  run  a  certain  Courfe  ;  where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  again fl;  him,  miftaking  his  Purpofe,  it  would  make  ' 
a  great  gsp  in  your  Honour,  and  ihake  in  pieces  the  Heart 
of  his  Obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  Life  for  him, 
that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  Affedion  to  your  Honour, 
and  to  no  other  pretence  of  Danger* 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Ba0»  If  your  Honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  (hall  hear  us  confer  this,  and  by  an  Auricular 
AflTurance  have  your  Satisfadion,  and  that  without  any 
further  delay,  than  this  very  Evening. 

CU.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  Monflcr«  Edmund^  feek  him 
cut ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  5  frame  the  Bufinefs 
after  your  own  Wifdom.  I  would  unftate  my  feif,  to  be 
in  a  due  refolution. 

Bafi.  I  will  feck  him.  Sir,  prefently  ;  convey  the  Bufinefs 
as  I  (hall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

GU.  Thefelate  Eclipfes  in  the  Sun  and  Moon^oxi^'<\<L^^ 
good  to  us  ;  though  the  Wildom  o£  \A%XMt^  osw^'&s^^^^ 
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tjius,  and  thus,  ye%  H^ujre  ^nds  i^  felffcour^d  by  the  fe- 

2uent  Ejfe&St  Lore  cools»  FrieDdihip  falls  off*  Qrodbers 
ivide.  In  Cities,  mutinies  ;  in  Countries,  ditiponi ;  in 
Palaces,  Treafon ;  and  the  Bond  crack'd,  .'twixt  Son  and 
Father.  This  Villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  Predi&ion ; 
there's  Son  againft  Father,  the  King  falls  from  blab  oJF  li^ 
t'ure,  there's  Father  againft  (Child.  We  have  feen  the  beft  of 
our  time.  Machinations^  bollownefs,  treachery,  tnd  all 
ruinous  Diforders  follow  u^  difquietly  to  our  Graves*  Find 
out  this  Villain,  Edmund  ;  it  (haU  lofe  thee  nothing*  do  it 
carefully  -^— and  the  Noble  and  true-hearted  i&n^  banifh*d! 
-his  ojfence,  honefty.  'Tisftranee«  [Exk. 

'  Baft.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  World^  tl;iat 
lifhen  we  are  fick  in  Fortune*  often  the  Surfeits  of  our  own 
Behaviour,  we  make  guilty  of  our  Diftfters,  the  Sun,  t^e 
Moon»  and  Scars  ;  as  if  we  were  Villains  on  neceiSty, 
Fools  by  Heav'nly  Compulfion,  Knaves,  Thieves,  and 
Tre9^hers  |>y  Spherical  Predominance*  Drunkards,  Lyars^ 
and  Adulterers  by  an  inforc'd  Obedience  of  Planetary  in* 
fluence ;  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thruftiflg 
On.  An  admirable  Evafion  of  Wl:or>mafter-»MaD,  to  lay 
his  Goatith  difpodtion  on  the  charge  of  a  Star;  My  Father 
(Compounded  with  my  Mother  under  the  Dragon^  Taili 
^nd  my  Nativity 'was  under  Vrfa  msjor,  io  that  it  follows^ 
I  am  rough  a^d  lecherous.  I  Aiould  have  been  that  I  am, 
bad  the  Mai^cnli^  Scar  jn  the  Firmament  twinkled  on  iny 
Baft^diymg.         *    ' 

Enter  TpfAfflx. 
Pat  I  ■    .}  .   he  comes  like  the  Car^ftrophe  pf  the  old  Co- 
medy ;  my  Cue  is  villanous  Melancholy,  with  a  (ig)i  like 

Tom  o*  Bedlam  — O  thcfe  Eclipfts  do  portend  thefc 

Pivifions !  Fa^  Sol,  La,  Me  ■' 

'*  £4^.  (low  now,   HxQihtt  E4'^$md^  what  ferious  Con- 
templation are  you  in  ?       »      '      '     ; 

Baft.l  a&  tliinking,  Brot|ier,  of  a  Prcdiaiop  I  rea4dtts 
Other  Day,  whiit  fhould  tbllbw  tjiefe  EcHpfes. 
'    Edg.  Do  you  kufie  your  fclf  with  that  ? 

Baft.  I  prpmife  you  the  Effeds  hp  writes'of,  fucceed  on- 
happily. 

When  faw  you  my  Father  laft  / 
^  jpdjT.  Tm  Nigot  gone  by*   . 
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Bufij  fiftkt  you  with  him  l 

£dg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

B^.  Parted  you  in  gbod  TeriDf,  found  you  no  difple>> 
fiire  in  him,  by  Word,  nor  Countenance? 

£dg.  None  at  all. 

S^.  Bethink  yourfelf  wherein  you  have  oiFended  him: 
And  at  niy  entreaty  forbfar  his  preferce,  until  Ibme  little 
time  hath  quaUfied  the  heat  of  his  dirpleafure;  which  at  this 
inftant  fo  rageth  io  bim,  that  with  the  Mifchief  of  your  Pet- 
fen,  it  would  fcarcely  alljy. 

£d^.  Some  Villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

BAfi,  That's  my  fear;  I  pray  you  have  a  continent  for- 
bearance 'till  the  fpeed  of  his  Rage  goes  flower:  And  as  I 
iiy,  rnire  with  me  to  my  Lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly 
bring  you  to  hear  i?ty  Lord  fpeak ;  Pray  you  go,  there's  my 
Key:  If  you  do  ftir  abroad,  go  arm'd. 

Mdf.  Arm'd,  Brother! 

Bafi,  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  bcft,  I  am  no  honeft 
Man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you  :  I  have 
told  you  what  I  have  feen  and  heard  ;  but  faintly;  nothing 
like  the  Jmage  and  Horror  of  itj  pray  you  away. 

Etig.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  4  \_Exit, 

■  Ba^,  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  Buiinefs  : 
A  credulous  Father,  and  a  Brother  noble, 
Whofe  Nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  fufpeiSs  none;  on  whofe  foolilli  HoneOy 
My  Pra^ices  ride  eafie  :  I  fee  the  Biifincfs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  Birth,  have  Lands  by  Wit, 
AH  with  me's  mett,  that  I  can  faihion  fit.  \_Exit, 

PCENE  II.  The  Duh  of  AMny's Palace. 

Enter Goneti],  and  Steward. 

'    Otn,  Did  my  Father  ftrike  my  Gentleman  for  chiding  of 
hisFooI{ 

Slav,  Ay,  Madam. 

ffw.  By  Day  and  Night,  he  wrongs  mc;  every  Hour 
He  fiafhes  into  one  grofs  Crime,  or  other, 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds;   I'll  not  endure  it; 
His  Knights  grow  riotous,  and  himtdt  M'^'biiA'^  \«.^ 


£481  King  Lear.  1 

On  every  Trifle.    When  he  returns  from  hmiitig^ 

I  will  not  fpeak  with  him,  fay  I  am  Sick, 

If  you  come  flack  of  former  Services, 

You  fliall  do  welJ»  the  fault  of  it  Tit  anfwer. 

Stew.  He's  coming,  Madam,  I  hear  him. 

Gom.  Put  on  what  weary  Negligence  you  pfeafc. 
You  and  your  Feltows:  I'd  have  it  cometoqueftion : 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  Sifter, 
.  Whofe  Mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  ari?  one. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Stew.  Well,  Madam. 

G0H.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  Looks  among  yovt : 

What  grqws  of  it  no  matter,  advife  your  Fellbwfi  fi>.  Til 

•  write  ftraight  to  my  Sifter  to  hold  my  courfe  t  Prepare  fer 

Dinner#  lExem» 

£iiter  Kent  difgmis'd. 
"  Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  Accents  borrow^ 
'And  can  my  Speech  difufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thro*  ic  felf  to  that  full  IfTue 
For  which  I  ra£*d  my  likenefs.     Now,  baniiht  Keui^ 
if  thou  canft  ferve  where  thou  doft  ftand  condemn'd^ 
So  may  it  come,  thy  Mafter  whom  thou  lov'ft. 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  Labours. 

.Hornswithin.  EnterljtiuKHighti4ndAttend4fns^  ' 

Lear.  Let  me  not  ftay  a  )ot  for  Dinner,  go  get  it  ready  : 
How  now,  what  art  thou  { 

Kent.  A  Man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profe(s  f  What  wouldft  thou  with 
as? 

'  Kent. '  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to  ferve 
him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  truft,  to  love  him  that  if-bo- 
neft,  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife,  and  fays  little,  to 
fear  Judgment,  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chui«,  and  to  eat  no 
Ilifli. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

JCent.  A  very  honefl-hearced  Fellow^  and  as  poor  «  tbe 
King.  .)  , 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  Sulked,  w$  heV  for  a 
l^ing,  thou  arc  poor  enough*    What  wouldft  thouj 


King  Lear.  1485 


Kent,  Service, 

Lear.  Whom  wouldfl  thou  fervc?  .7 

■■     Km.  You.  ^S 

Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me,  Fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  CountenincP, 
which  I  would  fain  call  Mafter. 

Lear,  What's  that  ? 

Kent.   Authority. 

Lear.  What  Services  canft  thou  do  i 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  Counfels,  ride,  run,  marr  s  curi- 
ous Tale  in  telling  ir,  and  deliver  a  plain  Mefla^e  bluntly  : 
That  which  ordinary  iVlen  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in,  and 
the  bcft  of  me,  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young.  Sir,  to  love  a  Woman  for  firging, 
nor  fo  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  1  have  Years  on 
my  Back  forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  (halt  ferve  me;  if  I  like  thee  no 

worfe  after  Dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thtc  yet.     Dinner 

ho,  Dinner, — where's  my  Knave?  ir.y  Fool  *  po  you  and  csll 

my  Fool  hither.     You,  you,  Sirrah,  where's  roy  Daughter  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  So  pleafe  you [^Exit, 

Lear.  What  fays  the  Fellow  there?  Call  the  Clotnole  back: 
Where's  my  Fool i  Ho.' — I  think  the  World's  aileep,  how 
now  ?  where's  that  Mungrel? 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  rot  well. 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  Slave  back  to  me  when  1  call'd 
him? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwered  in  the  roundefl  manner,  he  would 
not. 

Lear.  He  would  not? 

Knight.  My  Lord,  1  know  rot  what  the  matttr  is  ;  buB 
to  my  Judgment,  your  Highnefs  is  not  cntertain'd  with 
that  Ceremonious  AffeSion  as  you  were  wont  j  there's  a 
great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the  gcncr 
ral  Dependents,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo,  and  yoii* 
Daughter. 

Lear.  Ha  !  faift  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me,  mv  Lmd,,   \<  ^.^an 
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miftaken ;  for  my  jDuty  cannot  be  filent*  when  I  think  your 
Highnefs  is  wrong'd* 

Lear*  Thou  but  remembreft  me  of  my  own  Concepd* 
on,  I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negleA  of  late,  which 
I  have  rather  bhmed  as  my  own  jealous  Curiofity,  than  as  a 
very  pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs ;  I  will  look  fur- 
ther into't  j  but  where's  my  Fool  i  I  have  not  feen  him  this 
two  Days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  Lady's  going  into  Fraptce^  Sir, 
the  Fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well ;  go  you 
and  tJ^U  n^y  t>aughter^  I  would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you 
call  hither  my  Fool ;  O  youSir,  come  youhither.  Sir,  who 
am  I  Sir  $ 

Enter  Stewofd. 

Stew.  My  Lady's  Father. 

Lear.  My  Lady's  Father?  my  Lord's  iCnaye,  you  wher- 
fon  Dog,  you  Slave,  youCur^ 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord ; 
I  befeech  your  pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  Looks  with  jxk^  you  Ra£cal  ? 

[Stiriking  him. 

Stew.  V\\  not  be  ftrUcken,  my  Lojrd. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  Foot-ball  player. 

[Triffing  up  his  Heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  Fellow. 
Thou  fcrv'ft  me,  and  Pll  love  thee. 

Keni.  Come>  Sir,  arife,  away,  TU  teach  you  DiiFerences : 
Away,  away,  if  you  will  meafure  your  Lubbers  length  again, 
tarry;  but  away,  goto;  havnyou  Wifdoim,  fo. 

Lear.  Now  my  friendly  Knave  I  thank  thee,  there's  ear» 
neft  of  thy  Service. 

Enter  Fool. 

FooL  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  Coxcomb. 

[Giving  his  Caf. 

Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  Knave  ?  bow  doft  tnou  ? 

FooL  Sirrah,  you  were  beft  take  my  Coxcomb. 

Kent.  Why,  my  Boy  ? 

FooL  Why  ?  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  Favour; 
nay»  and  thou  canft  not  fmile  as  the  Wind  fits,  thqw'lt  catch 
cold  ihortly,  there  take  my  Coxcomb ;  why,  this  FeOow  has 

banilh'd 
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banifli'd  two  otCs  Daiighter,^  and  did  the  third  a  Blefling  a- 
gainft  his  Will;  if  thou  follow  hiip,  thou  inuft  needs  wear 
my  Coxcomb.  How  now  Nuncie  ?  would  I  had  two  Cox* 
combs,  and  two  Daughters. 

Lear.  Why,  my  Boy  ? 

Fe$L  If  I  give  them  all  ^y  living,  111  keep  my  Coxcomb 
myfelf;  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  Daughters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  Sirrah,  the  whip.  , 

F0OI.  Truth's  a  Dog  muft  to  kennel,  he  muft  be  whip'd 
out*  when  the  Lady  Brach  may  fland  by  th' Fire  and  ftink. 

Lear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 

Fool.  Sirrah,  ril  teach  thee  a  Speech,  [ZiKent. 

Lear.  Do. 

FooL  Mark  it,  N uncle; 
Have  more  than  thou  (howeft* 
Speak  Icfs  than  thou  knoweft. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft> 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft. 
Learn  more  than  thou  troweft. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft  : 
Leave  thy  Drink  and  thy  Whore, 
And  keep  in  Door, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  more. 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing.  Fool. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  Breath  of  an  unfee'd  Lawyer,  yoii 
give  me  nothing  for't,  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  nothing, 
Nuncle  ? 

Lear.  Why  no.  Boy, 
Nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 

Fool.  Prithee  tell  him>  fo  much  the  Rent  of  his  Land  comes 
to,  h^  will  not  believe  a  FooL  £T^  Kent. 

/r^^r.  A  bitter  Fooh 

FooL  Doft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  Boy^  between 
a  bitter  Fool  and  a  fweet  one  ? 

Lear.  No  Lad ;  teach  me. 

FooL  Nuncle^  give  me  an  Egg,  and  1*11  give  thee  two 
Crowns.  v 

Lear.  What  two  Crowns  (hall  they  be  ? 

FooL  Why,  after  I  have  cue  the  Egg  i*th*  middle,  and  ^ 
eat  up  the  Meat,  the  two  Crowns  of  the  Egg.*  Wliein  thou  * 
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cbveO:  thy  Crown  i*t]i'  iiiiddle»  and  gav*!)  away  both  parts, 
thou  bof'ft  thioe  Afs  on  thy  Back  o  er  the  Dirt ;  thouhadft 
little  Wit  in  thy  bald  Crown,  when  ihou  giv*fl  thy  golden 
one  away  :  If  I  fpeak  Uke  my  felf  in  this»  klhim  be  whipc 
ihit  firll  finds  it  fo. 

Fools  had  necr  lefs  Grace  in  a  Tear^  CSingingt 

For  Wijemen  ariorown  frppijhy 
And  know  not  9^  their  Wtts  to  wear^ 
Their  Manners  arefo  apiJH 

Lear.  When  wcfre  you  wont  to  be  fo  fuB  of  Songs,  SirraM 
Fool,  thave  ufed  it  Nunde,  e'er  fince  thou  ipad*A  thy 
Daughters  thy  Mothers ;  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the  Rod> 
aodput'il  down  thine  own  Breeches,  then  they 

For  fud'Jttn  Joj  did  iveef^  C^^'^S^* 

And  I  for  Sorrow  fnngy 

That  fuch  a  Kinq^  Jhonld  play  bo  peep. 

And  go  the  FooU  among. 

I^rithee  Nuncle  keep  aSchool-Mafier  thatcan  teach  thy  Fool 
to  lie;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

il^^r.  And  youtlie,  Sirrah,  well  have  3rou  whipr* 

Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  ihou  and  thy  Daughters  are: 
rhey'il  have  ipe  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou*it  have  me 
whipt  for  Lying,  and  (bmetimes  I  am  whipt,  for  hddif^ 
my  Peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o^  thing  than  a  Fdok 
and.ytc  I  would  not  be  thee,  Nuncie;  thou  haft  pared fby 
Wti  o'both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'th'  middle;  here  comes 
one  o'  the  parings. 

Enter  Goneril. 

Lear.  How  now,  Dauj^ter  f  what  makes  that  Frontletm? 
y#u  are  uk>  much  of  lare  i'lh*  frown. 

F0$L  Thou  waft  a  pretty  Fellow  when  thmt  badfl:  noiieed 
to  Care  for  her  frowning  ;  noW  thou  art  an  O  without  a  R* 
gurt ;  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  Fool,  tkoii  ait 
nothing.  Yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  Tongue,  fo  yoittfuct 
bikls  me,  tho'  you  fay*  nothing. 

Mmie^Mumy  he  thin  keeps  nirOrufi,  nor  Or$$m^[%vo^^ 
Weary  of  all^  (hall  want  fime. 

Tb<s  a  Iherfd  Pefcod. 

i^««.  Not  only,  Sir,  this,  ypijr  alWicenc'd  .fori^  •  ,  . .. 

Bat 
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But  other  o(  your  infolent  R^etinue 

Do  hourly  Carp  and  Quarrelt  breaking  forth 

In  rank,  and  not  to  be  endured  R.iots»  Sir. 

I  had  thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you. 

To  have  found  a  faf e  redrefs ;  but  now  grow  fearful 

By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done. 

That  you  proted;  this  courfc,  and  put  it  on 

By  your  Allowance ;  which  if  you  (hould,  the  fault 

Would  not  fcape  Cenfure,  nor  the  RedreiTes  flecp. 

Which  in  the  tender  of  a  wholfome  weal. 

Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  OfFence» 

Which  elfe  were  Shame,  that  then  neceffity 

Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

F40L  For  you  know,  Nuncle,  the  Hedge-fparrow  fed  the 
Cuckoo  fo  long,  that  it  had  its  Head  bit  off  by  its  youngs 
fo  out  went  the  Candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter? 

Oon.  I  would  you  would  makeufe  of  your  good  WiiHom^ 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
TheCe  Difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

F0$L  May  not  an  Afs  know  when  the  Cart  draws  thcr 
Tiorfe  ?  Whoop  Jug  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  This  is  not  Lear : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  Speak  thus?  Where  are  his  Eyes? 
Either  his  Notion  weakens,  his  Difcernings 

Are  Lethargied liz!  waking/ Tisnot  fo| 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? 

Feel.  £fiir's  Shadow. 

Lear.  Your  Name,  fair  Gentlewoman  /-- - 

G0».  This  Admiration,  Sir,  is  much  o'th'  favour 
Of  other  your  new  Pranks.     I  do  befeech  you 
To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright  t 
You,  as  you  are  Old  and  Reverend,  (hould  be  Wife* 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debofti'd,  and  bold, 
That  this  our  Couit,  infe&ed  with  their  Manners, 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn;  Epicurifm  and  Lufl 
Make  it  more  like  a  Tavern  or  a  Brothel, 
Than  a  graced  Palace.    The  Shame  it  felf  doth  fpeak 
Foe  ioftant  remedy.    Be  then  defir'd^ 
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By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  (he  beg^i 
A  Jittle  to  difquatitity  your  Train ; 
And  the  remainders  that  fhall  ftill  depend. 
To  be  fuch  M^n  as  may  before  your  Age, 
Which  know  themfelves,  and  you. 

Lear,  E^arknefs  and  Devils ! 
Saddle  my  HorfeSi  call  my  Train  together 


Degenerate  Baftard !  I'll  not  trouble  thee; 
Yet  have  I  It  ft  a  Daughter; 

Gon.  You  ftrike  my  People,  and  your  diforder'd  Kabhfe 
make  Servants  of  their  Betters. 

Efttef-  Albany. 

Leaf.  Woe  t  that  too  late  repents 
Is  it  your  will,  fpeak.  Sir  ?  Prepare  my  Horfes*-—  [To  Alb* 
Ingratitude !  thou  Marb!e-hearted  Fiend, 
More  hideous  when  thou  fliew'il  thee  in  a  Child, 
Than  the  Sea-monfter. 

-rf/^.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patitnt; 

Lear.  Detefted  Kite!  thou  lieft;  [7^  Gonerili 

My  Train  are  Men  of  choice  sind  rareft  part^i 
That  all  particulars  of  Duty  know. 
And  in  the  moft  exaft  regard,  fupport 
The  worfhips  of  their  Names.     O  moft  fmall  Fault  I 
How  ugly  didft  thou  in  Cordelia  (hew  f 
Which  like  an  Engine,  wrencht  my  frame  of  Nature 
From  the  fixt  place  ;  drew  from  my  Heart  all  love^ 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear^  Lear^  Lear  I 
Beat  at  this  Gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in, 
And  thy  dear  Judgment  out.    Go,  go^  myPeopIe* 

Alb.  My  Lord,  1  am  guiltlefs^  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  h^  my  Lord— — — — 
Hear  Nature,  hear,  dear  Goddefs,  hear  ? 
Safpend  thy  Purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  Creature  fruitful : 
Into  her  Womb  convey  fterility. 
Dry  up  in  her  the  Organs  of  Increafe, 
And  from  her  derogate  Body,  never  fpring 
A  Babe  to  honour  he*-.     If  (he  muft  teem. 
Create  her  Child  of  Spleen,  that  ic  may  live^ 

And 
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And  be  a  thwart,  difnatur'd  torment  to  her  i 

Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  Brow  of  Youth, 

With  cadent  Tears  fret  Chanels  in  her  Cheeks, 

Turn  all  her  Mother's  Pains  and  Benefits 

To  Laughter  and  Contempt ;  that  (he  may  feel^ 

How  (harper  than  a  Serpent*$  Tooth  it  is. 

To  have  a  thanklefs  Child.  A way^  away  — ^^  [^Exiti 

Alb.  Now  Gods  that  we  adore, 
Whereof  comes  this  ? 

Gon.  Never  aflift  your  felf  to  know  of  it : 
But  let  his  Difpofition  have  that  Scope 
As  dotage  gives  it* 

JEnter^  Lcart 
Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  Followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Within  a  fortnight  ?  ■ 

Alk.  What's  the  matter.  Sir? 

Lear^  I'll  tel]  thee  -^  Life  and  Death,  I  am  a(ham'd« 
That  thou  hafl  power  to  (hake  my  Manhood  thus^ 
That  thefe  hot  Tears*  which  break  from  me  perforce^ 
Should  make  thee  worth  them  —-  Blafts  and  Fogs  upon  thee ; 
Th*  untetited  WoUndings  of  a  Father's  Curfe 
Pierce  every  Senfe  about  thee.   Old  fond  Eyess 
Beweep  her  onct  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out. 
And  caf^  you  with  the  Waters  that  you  lofe 

To  temper  Clay.  Ha !  Let  it  be  fo i 

I  h^ve  another  Daughter, 
Who  I  am  fure  is  kind  and  comfortable ; 
When  (he  (hall  hear  this  of  thee^  with  her  naiti 
She'll  flea  thy  Wolvi(h  Vifage.    Thou  (halt  find. 
That  rU  refume  the  (hape  which  thou  dofl  think 
I  have  cafl  off  for  ever.  [Exit  Lear  dnd  jitteMknUi 

Con.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 
Alh.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Gonerill, 
To  ttie  great  Love  I  bear  you. 

Gon.  Pray  you  be  content.   What,  OfivaU^  ho  / 
You,  Sir,  more  Knave  than  Fool,  after  your  Maflcr* 

FooL  Nuncle  LcAr^  Nuncle  Lear^ 
Tarry,  take  the  Fool  with  thee  : 
A  Fox,  whefl  one  has  caught  herj 
And  fuch  a  Daughter, 
Should  fare  to  the  Slaughter, 
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If  my  Cap  would  buy  a  Halter, 

So  the  Fool  follows  alter.  lExit. 

Gon.  This  Man  hath  had  good  Counfel,  ■  a  hundred 

Knights ! 
*Tis  politick,  and  fafe  to.  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  Knights ;  yes,  that  on  every  Dream, 
Bach  buz>  each  Fancy,  each  Complaint,  Diflike, 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  Powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  Mercy.    Ofwald,  I  fay. 

^Ik  Well,  you  may  fear'  too  ftar  ; 

Gon.  Safer  than  truft  too  far  ;      ^ 
Let  me  ftill  take  away  the  harms  I  far. 
Not  fear  ftill  to  be  taken.    I  know  his  Heart ; 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  Sifter; 
}( ihe'll  fuftatn  him,  and  his  hundred  Knights 
When  I  have  ftiew'd  th*  unfitncfs  ■ 
/  Eftter  Steward, 

how  now,  Ofwaldl 
What,  have  you  writ  that  Letter  to  my  Sifter  ? 

Stew.  Ay,  Madam. 

Con^  Take  you  fome  Company,  and  away  to  Horfe, 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  Fear, 
And  thereto  add  fuch  Reafons  of  your  own. 
As  may  compad  it  more.  Get  jiaji  gone. 
And  haften  your  return.  ]Ko, .  no,  my  Lord, 

[Exit  Saw iti. 
This  milky  Gentlenefs,  and  courfe  of  yours. 
Though  I  condemn  not,  yet  under  Pardon 
You  are  much  more  at  Task  for  want  of  Wifdom, 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  Mildnefs. 

^Ib.  How  far  yoUr  Eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell  5 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  welL 

GoH.  Nay  then  ■■    ■'    ■ 

jilb.  Well,  well,  the  'vent.  [ExtmU 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman^  dnd  FooL 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glofier  with  thefc  Letters ;  ac- 
quaint my  Daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know» 
than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  Letter,  if  your  dip 
ligence  be  not  fpeedy,  I  fh all  be  there  afore  you. 

Keiu. 
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Kenf.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  Lord*  'till  I  have  delivered 
your  Letter*  [Exiu 

Fool.  If  a  Man's  Brains  were  in  his  Heels,  wer't  not  in 
danger  of  Kibes  i 

Lear.  Ay  Boy. 

Fool.  Then  I  prethee  be  merry*  thy  Wit  ihall  not  go 
flip-fliod. 

Leau  Ha*  ha*  ha. 

FooL  Shalt  fee  thy  other  Daughter  will  ufe  thee  kindly} 
for  though  ihe*s  as  like  this»  as  a  Crab's  like  an  Apple,  yet 
I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.  What  canft  tell.  Boy  ? 

FooL  She  will  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a  Crab  do*s  to  a 
Crab ;  cinft  thou  tell  why  ones  Nofe  /lands  i'th'  middle 
en's  Face  ? 

Lear.  No. 

FooL  Why,  to  keep  ones  Eyes  of  either  fide  one's  Nofe  } 
that  what  a  Man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  ipy  into* 

Lear.  I  did  her  wrong. 

FooL  Canft  tell  how  an  Oyfter  nSakes  his  Shell  t 

Lear.  No. 

Fe$L  Nor  I  neither  ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  Sdail  has  i 
Houfe* 

Lear.  Why  ? 

Fool.  Why  to  put^s  Head  \t,  n&t  to  give  it  away  to  his 
Daughters,  and  I^ye  his  Hortf#  without  a  Cafe* 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  Nature,  fo  kind  a  Father  /  Be 
my  Horfes  ready  { 

FO0U  Thy  Afle^  are  gone  about  'em ;  the  reafon  why  tht 
fevea  Stars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  Reafon*  ' 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

F90L  Yes  indeed ;  thou  wouldft  make  a  good  Pool. 

Lear.  To  take't  again  ^rforce*-*^M6nfter  ingratitude  f 

FooL  If  you  were  mv  Fool,  Nuncle^  Td  have  thee  beat« 
en  for  being  old  before  tny  time*  ' 

Lear.  How*sthat? 

FooL  Thou  (houldft  not  have  been  Old,  'till  thou  badft 
been  Wife* 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  Heaven  f 
jceep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad«  How  now#  ani 
the  Horfes  ready  { 

Ee  a  '   Gtnt; 
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Gettt.  Ready*  my  Lord, 
Ledr.  Come,  Boy. 

FooU  She  that's  a  Maid  now,  and  laaghs  it  my  departure^ 
Shall  not  be  a  Maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  (horter. 

\JExeuHU 


A  C  T     IL     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE  A  Caftle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of 

Glofter. 

Emer  Baftdrdt  4nd  Curan,  fiverMy^ 

Bafi.  CAVE  thee,  Curan. 

i3    Cur.  And  you,  Sir,  I  have  been 
With  your  Father,  and  given  him  Notice 
That  the  Duke  of  CormvaU^  and  Regan  bis  Dutchels 
Will  be  here  with  him  this  Nights 

tafi.  How  comes  that ! 

Q$r.  Nay  I  know  not  ;  you  have  heard  of  the  News  i-^ 
broad,  I  mean  the  whifper'd  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but 
£ar-kiifing  Arguments. 

Bafi.  Not  I ;  pray  you  what  are  they  ? 

d$r.  Have  you.  heard  of  no  likely  Wars  toward, 
'Twixt  the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  jiltanj  } 

Bafi.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  do  then  in  time. 
Fare  you  well,  Sir«  [Emf* 

Bafi.  The  Duke  be  here  to  Night  \  the  better,  befi. 
This  weaves  it  felf  perforce  into  my  Bufinels» 
My  Father  hath  fet  guard  to  tJce  my  Brother, 
lAnd  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  Queftion 
Which  I  muft  ad  ;  briefnefs,  and  Fortune  worL 

Enter  Edgar* 
Brother,  a  word,  defcend.  Brother,  I  fay. 
My  Father  watches  ,*  O  Sir,  fly  this  plac^ 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night -^  I 

Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  f 

Hc'f    I 
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He*s  coming  hitheff  irow  i'th*  Night,  i'th'  hafie. 
And  Re^dm  with  him  ;  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  Duke  of  jilb^ny  f 
Advife  yqtir  felf. 

Edg.  I  an)  fure  on't,  not  %  word. 

B^yr.  I  hear  my  Father  coming,  pardon  mc  ■    .  .■■ 
In  cunning,  I  muft  draw  my  Sword  upon  you      .  ..■ 
Draw,  fqem  to  defend  your  felf. 
Now  quit  you  well  — — -— . 

Yield  — —  come  before  my  Father  ■  light  hoa,  h*re. 

Fly,  Brother —— Torches  I  —  fofareweJ  — —  [£;c/>  Edgar* 
Some  blood  draw?  oq  ^e  would  beget  Opinion 

\y/oHnd$  his  Arm. 
Of  my  more  iierce  endeavour^  I  have  feen  Drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  Sport ;  Father  !  Father  i 
Siop,  fiop,  no  help  ?  ■ 

Enttr  Glofter,  and  Servants  with  Torches. 

Glo.  Now  Edmund,  where's  the  Villain  \ 

Bafi.  Here  flood  he  in  the  dark,  his  ftiarp  Sword  out. 
Mumbling  of  wicked  Charms,  conjuring  the  Moon 
To  ftand  his  aufpicious  Miftrefs;. 

Glo.  But  where  is  he  / 

Bafi.  Look,  Sir>  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  Villain,  Edmund  ? 

Bafi.  Fled  this  way.  Sir,  when  by  no  means  he  could  — — 

Glo.  Purfue  him,  hoi  go  after.  By  no  means,  whatl«.rr 

Bafi.  Pcrfwade  me  to  the  Murther  of  your  Lordlhip  j 
But  that  I  told  him  the  revenging  Gods^ 
Gainft  Parricides  did  all  the  Thunder  bend. 
Spoke  with  how  manifold,  ^nd  ftrong  a  Bond 
The  Child  was  bound  to  th*  Father^    Sir,  in  fine^ 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppodte  I  ftood 
To  his  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  Motion 
With  his  prepared  Sword,  he  charges  homt; 
My  unprovided  Body^  launcht  mine  Arm  ^ 
And  when  he  faw  my  beft  alarmed  Spirits, 
Bold  in  the  Quarrels  right,  rouz'd  to  th*  encounter^ 
Or  whether  gafted  by  the  Noife  I  made> 
Full  fuddenly  he  fled. 

Gio.  Let  him  fly  far ; 
^^oc  in  this  Land  fhall  he  remain  uncaughjt 
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And  found;  Difpatcb,  the  Noble  Duke»  imr  Mafter, 
M}'  worthy  Arch  and  Patron  comes  to  Nighty 
By  his  Authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  he  which  finds  him  ftiall  deferve  our  Thanks^ 
Bringing  the  murtherous  Coward  to  the  Stake  : 
He  that  conceals  him,  Death. 

Bafi.  When  I  dilTwaded  him  from  his  intent. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  Speech 
I  threatned  to  difcover  him  ;  he  replied, 
Thou  unpoffeffing  Baftard,  doft  thou  think, 
If  I  would  ftand  againft  thee>  would  the  Repofal 
Of  any  Truft,  Virtue,  or  Worth  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd?  No,  bywhatlQioulddeny, 
(As  this  I  would,  though  thou  didft  produce 
My  very  Charafter^  I'd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  Suggeftion,  Plot,  and  damned  Praftice ; 
And  thou  muft  make  a  dullard  of  the  World, 
If  they  not  thought  the  Profits  of  my  Death 
Were  very  pregnant  anid  potential  Spirits 
To  make  thee  feek  it,  [Trumf^fs  within. 

do.  O  ftrange  and  faftned  Villain  ! 
Would  he  deny  his  Letter,  faid  he  ? 
Hark,  the  Duke's  Trumpets !  I  know  not  why  he  comes •»- 
All  Ports  ril  bar,  the  Villain  fhall  not  fcape. 
The  Duke  muft  grant  me  that ;  befides  bis  Pifture 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  Kingdom 
May  have  due  Note  of  him ;  and  of  my  Land, 
]Loyal  and  natural  Boy>  I'll  work  the  Means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

£i/rrr  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  jittcndants. 

Qm.  How  now,  my  noble  Friend  ?   fince  I  came  hitheri 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  ftrangenefs. 

Rig.  If  it  be  true,  all  Vengeance  comes  too  (hort 
Which  can  purfue  th'offender  ;  how  does  my  Lord  ? 

Gld.  O  Madam,  my  old  Heart  is  crack'd,  it*s  crack'dt 

Xeg.  What,  did  my  Father's  Gqdfon  feek  your  Life  ? 
He  whom  my  Father  nam-d,  your  Ed£dr  ? 

Glo.  O  Lady,  Lady»  fhame  would  have  it  hid. 

Xeg.  Was  he  not  Companion  with  the  riotous  Koighs 
That  tended  upon  my  Father  ? 
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GlOf,  I  know  not,  Madam,  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Bafi.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  Confort. 

lie£.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill-affcded ; 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  Man's  Death, 
To  have  th*expence  and  wafte  of  Revenues ; 
I  have  this  prefent  Evening  from  my  Sifter 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  Houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Cor^f.  Nor  I,  aifure  thee,  Re^an  ; 
Edmund^  I  hear  that  you  have  ihewn  your  Father 
A  Child-like  Office. 

Bafi^  It  is  my  Duty,  Sir. 

Clo.  He  did  bewray  his  Pradice,  and  received 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord.  ,. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  (hall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm,  make  your  own  purpo/e. 
How  in  my  ftrength  you  pleafe;  as  for  you,  Edmund^ 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth,  this  inftant. 
So  much  commend  it  felf,  you  ihali  be  ours ; 
Nature- s  of  fuch  deep  truft,  we  fhall  much  need: 
You  we  firft  feize  on. 

Bdft.  I  Ihall  ferve  you.  Sir,  truly,  how  ever  clfe. 

do.  For  him  I  thank  your  Grace. 

Corn.  You  know  notwhy  wecametovifityou— — 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  feafon,  thredding  dark-ey'd  night  ? 
Occasions,  noble  Glojier^  of  fome  Prize, 
Wherein  we  muft  have  ufe  of  your  Advice  — — 
Our  Father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  Sifter, 
Of  Differences,  which  I  beft  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  5  the  feveral  Meffengers 
From  hence  attend  Difpatch.  Our  good  old  Friend 
Lay  Comforts  to  your  Bofom,  and  beftow 
Your  needful  Counfel  to  our  Bufineffes, 
Which  crave  the  inftant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferve  you,  Madam, 
Your  Graces  are  right  welcome.  [£w#»/. 

E  e  4  £iit«r 
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Enter  IJ!ent,  and  Steward^  feveraUj. 

Stew.  Good  dawning  (o  thee^  Friend,  art  of  this  Hopfe? 

Kent.  Ay, 

Stew.  Wl]ere  may  wc  fet  our  Horfcs  / 

{Cent.  Ptli'Mire. 

Stew.  Prithee  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stew.  Why  then  I  c^re  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lips^ry  PinfcJd,  I  would  mahe 
thee  care  for  me. 

Steii^.  Why  doft  thou  ufc  me  thus  I  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  Knave,  a  Rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  Meats,  a 
bafe,  proud,  (hallow,  beggarly,  threc-fuited,  hundred  pound, 
filthy  Woofted-ftocking  Knave,  a  Lilly«livercd»  AAion- 
taking,  whorfon  Glafs-gazing,  Super-ferviceabic  finical 
Rogue,  orf^-Trunk- inheriting  Slave  ;  one  that  wouldft  be  a 
Bawd  in  way  of  pood  3ervice^  and  art  nothjng  but  the 
compofitjon  of  a  Knave,  Beggar,  Coward,  Pander,  and 
the  Son  and  Heir  of  a  Mungril  Bitch ;  one  whom  I  will  beat 
into  clamours  whining,  if  thou  deny 'ft  the  leaft  Syllable 
of  thy  Addition. 

Stew.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus 
]to  rail  qn  one,  that  is  neither  knp\^n  of  t|iee,  nor  kopws 
thee? 

Kent.  Wljat  a  brazen-fac'd  Varlet  art  thou,  to  deny  thou 
knoweft  oae  ?  Is  it  two  Days  fince  I  tript  up  thy  Heck. 
and  beat  thee  before  the  King  ?  Draw  you  Rogue,  fbr 
though  it  be  Night,  yet  the  Moon  ihines ;  I'll  make  a  Sop 
o*th'  Moonlhipe  of  you,  you  whorfpn  CuUeinly  Barber- 
monger,  draw.  lDrawin£  his  Swird. 
Stewy  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee, 
Kent.  Praw,  you  Rafcal  {  you  f ome  with  Letter^  agaioft 
the  King,  and  take  Vanity  the  puppet'^  part,  againft  the 
Royalty  of  her  Fj^ther ;  draw^  you  Rogue,  or  I-Ufo  carhor 

nado  your  Shanks  * draw,  you  Rafcal,  come  your  wajpfc 

Stew.  Help,  ho !  Murther  !  help  I  ■  j    .        ■ 
l^ent.  Strike   you  Slave  \   ftand^  Rogue,  fiand  you  neat 
Slave,  ftrike.  [Eeatini  him. 

StiUf. 
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fitfw.  Help  ho  I  Murthcr,^  murther  ! 

pnter  Baft^rd^  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloftcr,  andServdnts. 

Bafi.  How  now,  what's  the  Matter?  Part— — — 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  Boy,  if  you  picafe,  cqpie, 
I'll  flefti  ye,  cope  on  young  Matter. 

Glo.  Weapons  ?  Arms  ?  what's  the  Matter  here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  Pea^e  upon  ycur  Lives,  he  dies  that  ftrikes  a* 
gain,  what  is  the  Matter  \ 

J^^g.  The  Meffengisrs  frona  our  Sifter,  and  the  King  ? 

Corn.  What  is  yoiar  differenced  fpealft 

Stew.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

Kenp.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  Valour,  you 
cowardly  Rafcal,  Nature  difclaims  all  ihare  in  thee:  A  Tailor 
made  thee. 

Corn^  Thou  art  a  ftrange  Fellow,  a  Tailor  make  a  Man  ? 

Kent.  A  Tailor,  Sir?  a  Stone-cutter,  or  a  Painter,  couW 
not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  tho'  they  had  been  but  two  Years 
o'th'  Trade, 

Corn.  Speak  y?r,  how  prew  your  Quarrel  ? 

Stew.  The  ancient  RufiBan,  Sir,  whofe  Life  I  have  fpar'd 
at  fute  of  hi;  gray  beard ?- 

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  Zed  !  thou  unneceflary  Letter  I  «y 
Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted 
Villain  into  Mortar,  and  daub  the  Wall  of  a  Jakes  ^thhim^ 
Spare  my  gray  Beard,  you  wag-tail  /•— 

Corn.  Pea^e,  Sirrah! 
you  beaftly  Knave,  know  you  no  Reverence? 

Kent.  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn*  Why  art  thou  angry? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  Slave  as  this  ihould  wear  a  Sword, 
Who  wears  no  Honefty :  Such  fmiling  Rogues  as  thefe. 
Like  Rats  oft  bite  the  holy  Cords  a-twatn. 
Which  art  t^intrince,  t'unloofc :  Smooth  every  Paflion 
That  in  the  >Jatures  of  their  Lords  rebel. 
Being  Oil  to  Fire«  Snow  to  their  colder  Moods, 
Renege,  affirm,  ^nd  turn  their  Halcyon  beaks. 
With  every  gale,  and  vary  of  their  Mafters, 
Knowing  nought,  like  Dogs,  but  following: 
A  plague  upon  ypur  Epileptick  Vifage, 
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Smile  you  my  Speeches,  as  I  were  a  Foolt 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  S4rum  Plain, 
1*11  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camekt. 

Corn.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  Fellow  \ 

do.  How  fell  you  out,  fay  that  ? 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy. 
Than  I,  and  fuch  a  Knave* 

Corn.  Why  doft  thou  call  him  Knave?  What  is  his  Fault? 

Kent.  His  Countenance  likes  me  not* 

Grn.  No  more  perchance  does  mine»  nor  his,  nor  hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  *tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain, 
I  have  feen  better  Faces  in  my  time. 
Than  ftands  on  any  Shoulder  that  I  fee 
Before  me,  at  this  inftant. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  Fellow, 
Who  having  been  prais*d  for  bluntlefs,  doth  afiPeA 
A  iawcy  roaghnefs,  and  conftrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  Nature.     He  cannot  flatter,  he. 
An  honeft  Mind,  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth> 
And  they  will  take  it,  fo;  if  not,  he*s  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  Knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainne^i 
HarhoLir  more  Craft,  and  more  corrupter  Ends^ 
Then  twenty  filly  ducking  obfervants. 
That  ftretch  their  Duties  nicely. 

fCent,  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity. 
Under  tn* allowance  of  your  great  Afpeft, 
Whofe  influence  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  Fire, 
Or  flicking  Phoehns  front- 

Corn.  What  mean'ft  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  Dialeft,  which  you  difcommeod 
fo  much;  I  know>  Sir,  I  am  no  Flatterer,  he  that  beguil'd 
you  in  a  plain  Accent,  was  a  plain  Knave*  which  for  ny 
part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  (hould  win  your  difpleafure  to 
intreat  me  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th*  DflFence  you  gave  him  I 

Stew*  I  never  gave  him  any  : 

It  pleas'd  the  King  his  Mafter,  very  lately, 

To  (Irike  at  me  upon  his  MifconftruAion, 

When  he  compad,  and  flattering  his  Difpleafure^ 

"JTript  me  behind  ;  being  down,  infulted,  ^rail'd. 
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And  put  upon  him  fuch  i  deal  of  Man, 
That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting,  who  was  felf-fubdued. 
And  in  the  fleihment  of  this  dead  Exploit, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

fCent.  None  of  thefe  Rogues,  and  Cowardsj 
But  ^jax  is  their  Fool* 

Corff.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks. 
You  ftubborn  ancient  Knave,  you  reverent  Braggart, 
We'll  teach  you. 

KcMU  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King ; 
On  whofe  Imployment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  ftiall  do  fmall  Refpefts,  (hew  too  bold  Malice* 
Againft  the  Grace  and  Perfon  of  my  Matter, 
Stocking  his  Meflfenger. 

Corff.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks; 
As  I  have  Life  and  Honour,  there  fhall  he  (it  'till  Noon* 

Meg.  'Till  Noon!  'till  Night  my  Lord,  and  all  Night  too. 

Kent.  Why  Madam,  if  I  were  your  Father's  Dog, 
You  (hould  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave,  I  will.         [Stocks  bronght  omi 

Corn.  This  is  a  Fellow  of  the  felf-fame  Colour, 
Our  Sifter  fpeaks  of.     Come,  bring  away  the  Stocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  bcfeech  your  Grace,  not  to  do  fo. 
The  King  his  Matter  needs  mutt  take  it  ill. 
That  he's  fo  {lightly  valued  in  his  Meifenger, 
To  have  him  thus  rettrained. 

Corn.  I'll  anfwer  that.  [Kent  is  put  in  thi  Stocks. 

Reg.  My  Sitter  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe. 
To  have  her  Gentleman  abused,  afTaulted. 

Corn.  Come,  my  Lord,  away.  [J^^Mi 

Glo.  I  am  forry  for  thee.  Friend,  'tis  th<5  Duke's  pleafurci 
Whofe  Difpofition  all  the  World  welt  knows 
Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  ftopr,  Pll  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent^  Pray  do  not.  Sir,  I  have  watch'd  and  traveled  hard^ 
Some  time  I  ttiall  fleep  out,  the  reft  Til  whittle : 
A  good  Man*s  fortune  may  grow  out  at  Heels; 
Give  you  good  Morrow. 

Gh^  The  Duke^s  to  blame  in  this,  *c will  be  ill  takea%  QExU^ 
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Km.  Good  King,  that  muft  approve  the  CommoqSaWi 
Thou  out  of  Heav'ns  Benediftion  com'ft 
To  the  warm  Sun.  « 

Approach  thou  Beacon  to  this  under  Globe^ 
That  by  thy  comfortable  Beams  I  may 
Perufe  this  Letter.    I^othing  almoft  fees  Miracles 
But  Mifery.     I  know  -tis  from  Cordelia^ 
Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  informed 
Of  my  obfcured  foUrfe.     I  (hall  find  time 
For  this  enormous  State,  and  feek  to  give 
Loffcs  their  Remedies.     All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd. 
Take  vantage  heavy  Eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  ihameful  Lodgings     Fortune^  good  Nighty 
Smile  once  more,  turn  thy  Wheel.  ^Hejleefu 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  have  heard  my  felf  proclaimed. 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  Tree, 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.     No  Port  is  free,  no  Place 
That  guard,  and  moft  unufual  Vigilance 
Does  not  attend  nay  taking.     Whiles  I  may  fcape 
I  will  pr'eferve  my  felf:  And  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  moft  pooreft  Shape 
TTiat  every  penury  in  Contempt  of  Man, 
Brought  neiar  to  Beaft :  My  Face  I'll  grime  with  filthy 
Blanket  *my  Loins,  put  all  my  Hair  in  knots. 
And  with  prefented  Na|cednefs  out-face 
The  Winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  $ky. 
The  Country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  Beggars,  who  with  roaring  Voice$ 
Strike  in  their  numm'd  and  mortified  Arms, 
Pins,  wooden  Pricks,  Nails^  Sprigs  of  Rofemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  Objed,  from  low  Farms, 
Poor  pelting  Villages,  Shecps-coats^  and  lylills, 
Sometimes  with  Lunatick  Bans,  fometimes  with  Prayers^ 
Inforce  their  Charity :  Poor  THrljgo4i  poor  7i», 
That's  fomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  ^  [£xi^* 

Enter  Lear,  Fool,  4nd  jBentfeman. 

Lear.  *Tis  ftrange  that  they  (hould  fo  depart  from  hoiDCi 
And  not  fend  back  my  Meffen  ger. 

Gent.  As  I  learn^d^ 
The  Night  before^  there  was  no  purpofe  in  tl^em 
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Of  this  remove, 

Kent.  Hail  to  tbee»  Noble  Mifter« 

i>4r.  Ha,  make'lt  thou  this  Shame  thy  Paftime  ? 

Kent.  No^  my  Lord. 

FooL  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  Crewel  'Garters ;  Horfts  are  ty*d 
by  ffae  Heads,  Dogs  and  Bears  by  th*  Neck,  Monkeyi  by  . 
tn*  Loins,  and  Men  by  th*Legs;  when  a  Man  isover-lufty 
at  Legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether  Stocks. 

Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  mifiook, 
Tofet  thee  here? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  (he. 
Your  Son  and  Daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  fay,  * 

Kent.  I  fay,  yea. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter^  I  fwear  no.^ 

Kent.  By  Jttne^  I  fwear  ay. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't; 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  His  worfe  than  Murtheri 
To  do  upon  refpeft  fuch  violent  outrage : 
Reiblve  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  which  way 
Thou  might*ft  deferye,  or  they  impofe  this  ufage. 
Coming  from  us  { 

.    Kenti  My  Lordi  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  Highnefs  Letters  to  them9 
E'er  I  was  rifen  from  the  Place,  that  (hewed 
My  Duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  Pod, 
Stew'd  in  his  hafle»  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  GeneriU  his  Miftrefs,  Salutation; 
Delivered  Letters  ipight  of  intermiffion,  f 

Which  prefently  they  read :  on  thofe  Contents^ 
They  fummon*d  up  their  meiny,  ftraight  tack  Horfe, 
Commanded  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  Anfwer,  gave  me  cpid  Looks^ 
And  meeting  here  the  other  Meflenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceived  had  poifon^d  mine^ 
Being  the  very  Fellow,  which  of  late 
Difplay'd  fo  fawcily  againfl  your  Highnefs, 
Having  more  Man  than  Wit  about  me^  I  4rew} 

:  '  He 
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He  raisM  the  Houfc*  with  loud  and  coward  criet^ 
Your  Son  and  Daughter  found  this  Trefpafs  worth 
The  Shame  which  here  it  fuflPers* 

Fool.  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  Geefe  fly  that  way, 
Fathers  that  wear  Rags  do  make  their  Children  bUsd^ 
But  Fathers  that  bear  Bags,  (hall  fee  their  ChildreQ  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  Whore,  ne'er  turns  the  Key  toth'  Poor. 
But  for  all  this  thou  ihalt  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy  dear 
Daughters,  as  thou  canft  tell  in  a  Year, 

Ijtar.  Oh  how  this  Mother  fwells  up  toward  my  Heart! 
Hjfierica  pajjio^  down  thou  climbing  Sorrow, 
Thy  Element's  below;  where  is  this  Daughter? 
Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not,  ftay  here.  [Exit. 

Cen.  Made  you  no  more  Offence, 
But  what  you  fpeak  of. 

Kent.  None ; 
How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  N  umber  ? 

Fool.  And  thou  hadfl  been  fet  i'th'  Stocks  for  that  Quefti^ 
on,  thou'dft  well  deferv'd  it. 
Kent.  Why, Fool? 

Fool.  We'll  fet  thee  to  School  to  an  Ant,  to  teach  th^ 
there's  no  labouring  i'th'  Winter.  All  that  follow  their 
Nofes,  are  led  by  their  Eyes,  but  blind  Men ;  and  there's  not 
a  Nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him  that's  ftinkiog*— 
Let  go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  Wheel  runs  down  a  Hill,  left 
it  break  thy  Neck  with  following  ;  but  the  great  one  that 
goes  upward,  let  him  draw  thee  after.  When  a  wift  Mio 
gives  thee  better  Counfek  give  me  mine  again ;  I  would  have 
none  but  Knaves  follow  it,  fince  a  Fool  gives  \U 
That,  Siis  which  ferves  and  feeks  for  Gain^ 
And  follows  but  for  Form;  ^ 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  Rain^ 
And  leave  thee  in  a  Storm^  , 

And  I  will  tarry,  the  Fool  will  ftay# 
And  let  the  wife  Man  fly  : 
The  Knave  turns  Fool  that  runs  away. 
The  Fool  no  Knave  perdy. 

Enter  Lear  dnd  Oloften 
Kent.  Where  Ieam*d  you  this.  Pool? 
Fool.  Not  i'th'  Stocks,  Fool. 
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Lc4r.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ?  they  are  fick^  they  are 

C  weary? 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  Night?  meer  fetches^ 
The  Images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fetch  me  a  better  Anfwer.         i  ■■ 

Gh.  My  dear  Lord^ 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke# 
How  unremoveable  and  fixt  he  is. 
In  his  own  courfe* 

£#4r. Vengeance!  Plague!  Death!  Confufionf-M. 
Fiery?  what  quality?  why  Glefier^  GUfier^ 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cor^wMk  and  his  Wife* 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord*  I  have  informed  them  foJ 

Lear.  Inform*d  them ?  doft  thou  underftand  mey  Man? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord* 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  CortwaU^  the  dear  Fa? 

rther 

Would  with  his  Daughter  fpeak»  Commands  tends  Service^ 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this?  My  Breath  and  Blood! 

Fiery?  the  fiery  Duke*  tell  the  hot  Duke  that 

No»  but  not  yet)  may  be  he  is  not  weU» 

Infirmity  doth  ftiU  n^led  all  Office* 

Whereto  our  Health  is  bound»  we  are  notourie][ve$» 

When  Nature  being  oppreft,  commands  the  Mind 

To  fu£Fer  with  the  Body ;  I'll  forbear. 

And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will» 

To  take  the  indifpos'd  ancf  fickly  fits 

For  the  found  Man.  Death  on  my  State ;  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here/  This  a&  Perfwades  me. 

That  this  remotion  of  the  Duxe  and  her 

Is  pra&ice  only,  give  mesiy  Servant  forth; 

Go>  tell  the  Duke  and's  Wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them:  r 

Now  prefently— Bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 

Or  at  their  Chamber  Door  I'll  beat  the  Drum^ 

Till  it  cry  Sleep  to  Death* 

Gh.  I  would  have  all  well  bet^xfe  yoa«  lEjti^. 

Lear.  Oh  me,  my  Heart!  my^rifiag Heart !  but  down^ 
FoqU  Cry  to  if,  NuncI^  as  die  Codcney  did  to  the  £els, 
when  he  put  them  i'th*  Pafte  alive,  he  knapt  'era  o'th*  Co» 
combs  with  a  Stick,  and  cry*df  down-  wan^ni,  down ;  *cwas 
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his  Brother*  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  bis  Horfe  buttered  bis 
Hay. 

Ent$r  Cornwall)  Regan,  Glofter,  Md  Servants. 

L€4r.  Good  Morrow  to  you  both, 

Corm  Hail  to  your  Grace.  [Kent  is  fit  at  libert]. 

Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 

Lesn  Regan^  I  think  you  are,  t  know  what  reafon 
I  have  to  think  To,  if  thou  fhouldft  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  Mother's  Tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  Adulterefs.     O,  are  you  free  ?         \To  Kcnti 
Some  other  time  for  that.     Beloved  Regan^ 
Thy  Sifter's  haught:  Oh  Regan^   (he  hath  tied 
Sharp^tooth'd  unkindnefs>  like  a  Vulture  here ; 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou'lt  not  believe 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality^— Oh  Regan  I — s* 

Reg,  I  pray  vou.  Sir,  take  patience,  Ihavehopd 
You  iefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert, 
^Than  (he  to  fcant  her  Duty* 

Lear.  Say  f  How  is  that  ?~a- 

Reg.  I  cannot  think  tkiy  Sifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  Obligation.    If,  Sir,  perchance 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  Riots  of  your  Followers, 
,^Tis  on  fuch  Ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefom  end^ 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  Curfes  on  her. 

Reg.  O  Sir,  you  are  old. 
Nature  in  you  ftands  on  the  very  Verge 
Of  her  confine ;  you  (hould  be  ritl'd  and  Ted 
By  fome  difcretion^  that  difcerns  your  State 
Better  than  you  your  felf :  Therefore  I  pray  you^ 
That  to  our  Sifter  you  do  make  tettirn^ 
Say  you  have  wrong*d  her. 

Lear.  Ask  her  forgivenefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  Houfe  { 
Dear  Daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old  i 
Age  is  unneceflTary :  On  my  Knees  I  beg. 
That  you'll  vouchfafe  me  Raiment,  Bed,  and  Food. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more;  thefc  are  Unfightly Tricks f 
Return  you  to  my  Sifter. 

Lear.  Never^  Regan : 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  Train  i 

J  Look'a 
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Looked  black  upon  nfe.  ftrock  tne  with  her  Tongve 

Moft  SerpeDt-likc,  nf^n  tite  very  heart. 

All  the  uor'd  vengeances  of  Heav'n  fall 

On  her  ingrateful  top :  Strike  her  young  bones. 

You  taking  Air^  with  Lameneis.  * 

Orrif.  Fic,  Sirl  fie!  ^        ' 

Lesr.  You  nimble  Lightnings,  dart  your  blitidii^flamri 
Into  ber^fcornful  Eyes :  Infeft  her  Beauty, 
You  Fen-fuck'd  Fogs,  drawn  by  the  poweffulSun 
To  fall,  and  blifter. 

Se£.  O  the  bled  Gods  I 
So  will  you  wilh  on  me.  When  the  ralh  Aiood  is  on.' 

£Mr.  No,  Jf^tfri,  thduAialt  never  have  m^cnrfe: 
Thy  tender-hefted  Nature  (hall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harlhnefs ;  Her  Eyes  ire  fierce,  but  thtftt   '  / 
Po  comfort,  and  not  burn.     *Tis  not  in  the^ 
To  grudge  my  Pleafure^  to  cut  off  my  Train^ 
To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fite^ 
And  in  condufion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  coming  in.     Thou  better  know'ft '       ' '' 
The  Offices  of  Nature,  Bond  of  Child-bood, 
£ffeas  of  C^urtefie,  and  Dues  of  Gratitude  : 
Thy  half  o'th'  Kingdom  htft  thou  nbt  fot^, 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd.  '  •       ,    ,  . 

Xeg.  @ood  Sir,  to  th^purpofe.  ITmHiftt  vtit^i 

Liar.  Who  put  tby  Ma6  i'th'*  Stocks ! 
Enur  Steward* 

Ctm,  What  Trumpet's  that? 

R*l'.  i  kiboVr,  my  Sifter's :  This  approves  her  Letter^ 
That  Ihe  would  fooA  be  h^r&    Is  your  Lady  come{ 

Ltar.  This  is  a  Slavey  whQfc  eaue  borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  che  fickly  grace  of  her  he  follows; 
Out  VaHe^  from  my  light. 

Cfnv.  What  mCdns  your  6rac«  ! 

Ehttr  Gonerill. 

Liar.  Whoftocktmy  Servant?  Af^«»,  Ih'jvegoodhoptf 
Thou  drdli  not  know  on't. 
Who  comes  here !  O  Hcav'ns ! 
If  you  do  love  old  Men ;  if  your  fweet  fWay 
Allow  Obedience;  if  you  your  fclves  are  old, 
~  'akc  it  your  caufe  \  Send  down  a:       ':e  my  part. 

Voi.    V.  F 
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Art  not  a(ham*d  to  look  upon  this  Beard  ? 

0  Reian^  will  you  take  her  by  the  Hand  { 

,Gon.  Why  not  by  th'  hand,  Sir?  How  have  I  offended! 
All's  not  offence  that  indifcrecion  finds. 
And  dotage.ternis  (o. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough !  Will  you  yet  hold? 
How  came  my  Man  i'th*  Stocks  ? 

Corff.  I  fet  him  there*  Sir:  ButhisownDiforders 
Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement, 

Lear.  You?  Did  you? 

Reg.  I  pray  you>  Father,  being  weak,  feem  fo. 
If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  Month, 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  Sifter, 
Difmiifing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me, 

1  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion. 
Which  (hall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ?  and  fifty  Men  difmifs*d  f 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'th*  Air, 
To  be  a  Comerade  with  the  Wolf  and  Owl, 

Neceffity's  (harp  pinch Return  with  her  ? 

Why  f  The  hot-bloody 'd  France^  that  Dowerlefs  took 
Our  youn^eft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  Throne,  and  Squire-like  Penfion  beg^ 
To  keep  bafe  Life  a-foot ;  return  with  her  ? 
Perfwade  me  rather  to  be  Slave  and  Sumpter 
To  this  detefted  Groom. 

Go$h  At  your  choice,  Sir. 

Lear.  I  prithee.  Daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child*     Farewell : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another. 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter* 
Or  rather  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  fleffi. 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine;  Thou  art  a  Bile» 
A  pIague*fore,  or  imboffed  Carbuncle 
In  my  corrupted  blood;  but  I'll  not  chide  thee. 
Let  ihame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it» 
I  do  not  bid  the  Thunder-Bearer  ihoot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-jufjgiog  %w» 
Mend  when  thou  cinft^  be  better  at  my*  leifive^ 

I 
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I  can  be  padeflt»  I  can  fiay  with  Stiii^ 
I  and  my  hundred  Knights* 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fc^ 
I  look'd  n^  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome ;  give  ear.  Sir,  to  my  Sifter ; 
For  thore  that  mingle  rearon  with  your  palSon, 
Mufl  be  content  to  think  you  old*  andfo-"     '   "    ■■" 
But  Ihe  knows  what  Ihe  does. 
Lear,  Is  this  well  fpoken  i 
Reg,  I  dare  avouch  it.  Sir;  what,  fifty  followers! 
Is  itnot  well?  What  Ihould  you  need  of  more? 
Yea>  or  lb  many  ^  Sith  that  both  charge  and  danger. 
Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number :  How  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  People,  under  two  commands. 
Hold  amity?  'Tis  hard,  almoft  impoflible. 

Gen,  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  attendance  . 
Fromthofe  that  ihe  calls  (ervants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg,  Why  not,  my  Lord  ?  If  thenthey  chinc'dtofljcltye 
Wc  could  control!  them;  if  you  will  come  to  me, 
For  now  I  fpy  a  danger,  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice, 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all 

Reg.  And  in  good  timeiyou  gave  it. 
Lear.  MadeyoumyGuardianf,  my  Depofitarie^' 
Butkeeparefervation  to  be  followed 
With  fuch  a  number;  What  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty?  Regan,  faid  you  lb? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  with  me. 
Lear,  Thofe  wicked  Creaturts  yet  do  look  well-favoui'd 
When  others  are  more  wicked,  not  being  the  worft 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife  ;  I'll  go  with  thee* 
".  Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty; 
.  And  thou  art  twice  her  Love. 
i       Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord; 
;  What  need  you  five  and  twenty?  Ten!  Or  fivef 
I  To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many, 
i  Have  a  command  to  tend  you{ 
I,     Reg.  What  need  onel? 

r     £«<<r.  O  reafon  not  the  need :  Our  bafellBe^ait 
^  Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fupeiflimt"  -  s       ■ 
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Allow  not  Nature,  more  than  Nature  need^,' 
MaD*s  Life  is  cheap  as  Beads.    Thou  art  a  Lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous. 
Why  Nature  needs  not  what  thou  goi^eous  wear'ft. 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm ;  but  for  true  need. 
You  Heav'nsy  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need, 
you  fee  me  here,  you  Gods,  a  poor  old  Man, 
As  full  of  Grief  as  Age,  wretched  in  both, 
If  it  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  Daughters  hearts 
Againfl:  their  Father,  foot  me  not  fo  much. 
To  bear  it  tamely :  Touch  me  with  noble  Anger^ 
And  let  not  Womens  weapons,  water  drops. 
Stain  my  Man's  cheeks.  No,  you  unnatural  Hags^ 
I  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both. 

That  all  the  World  fliall 1  will  do  fuch  things^ 

What  they  are  yet,  I  know  nor,  but  they  (hall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  Earth ;  you  think  111  weep, 
Mo,  I'll  not  weep,  I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping. 

[Storm  Md  Tcmfejt. 
But  this  Heart  (hall  break  into  a  hundred  thoufand  flaws. 
Or  e'er  I  weep.    G  Fool,  I  ftiall  go  mid.  \Exennu 

Corn.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  S/orm.- 

Reg.  This  Moufe  is  little,  the  old  ^^an  and's  People 
Cannot  be  well  beftow*d.  / 

GoH.  'Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  pimfelf  from  reft,- 
And  muft  needs  tade  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  1*11  receive  him  gladly. 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purposed ; 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glofier  ? 

Enter  Glofter. 

Corn.  Followed  the  old  Man  forth i  be  is  retum'd!, 

Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 

Glo.  He  calls  to  Horfe,  but  will  I  know  not  whither* 

Com.  'Tis  beft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfdf. 

Gon.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 

Glo.  Alack,  the  Night  comes  on:  and  the  high  wiodf 
Do  forely  ruffle,  for  many  Miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  Bufli. 
.     Rig.  O  Sir,  CO  wilfutMen, 
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The  injuries  that  they  themrdves  procure, 

Muft  be  their  School- Matters :  Shut  up  your  doors; 

He  is  attended  with  a  defperate  trwn. 

And  what  tiicy  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt 

To  have  his  Ear  abus'd,  Wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  wild  Night. 
My  Re£an  Counfels  well :  Come  out  o'th"  Storm.    [£«»«.' 


ACT     III.      SCENE     I.        r 
SCENE     ^  Heath.  ■ 

A  Storm  is  hard  with  thunder  and  Ligbtmni.    Sg/er  KentJ 

and  a  GeMlemaa^  fewrafij.  ■ 

KiHt,  \"f  rHo'sthetcbelidesfoul  weitherJ  (quietly.* 

W     Gtnt.  One  minded  like  the  weAher.  inoft  un- 

Kent.  I  know  you:  Where's  the  Kinj{/ 

Gent,  CoDtj:nding  with  the  fretful  £leiDents ; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  Earth  into  the  Sea. 
Or  fwell  the  curled  Waters  'bove  the  Main^ 
That  things  might  change,  or  ceafe. 

Kint.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Cent.  None  but  the  Fool,  who  labours  to  oiU>jeft 
His  heart-Aruck  injuries. 

Ktnt,  Sir,  I  do  know  you,  .     - 

And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.    There  is  diviHon 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning  J  \vi\xt  Albany  zndCernwali; 
Who  have,  as  who  hive  not,  that  their  great  Stars 
Thron'd  and  fet  high.  Servants  who  feem  no  left. 
Which  are  to  France  the  Spies  and  Speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  State.     What  hath  been  feen. 
Either  in  fnufFs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes, 
Or  the  hard  Rein  which  bath  of  them  have  born 
Againftthe  old  kind  King;  or  fomething  deeper. 
Whereof,  perchance,  ihefeare  but  furniftiings— «-f 

Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not : 
Foe  coDfirmatioD  cfaat  I  tm  mucb  kuk      \ 

.-■'"■       ,    f«^ 
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Than  my  Out>waIl ;  open  this  parfe  add  tabe 
What  it  contains.    If  you  fliall  fee  OrdiUd^ 
As  fear  not  but  you  fhall,  (hew  her  thatRing^ 
And  ihe  will  teU  you  who  this  Fellow  is. 
That  yet  you  do  not  know«    Fy  on  this  ftorm* 
I  will  go  fisek  the  King. 

Gtnt^  Give  me  your  hand) 
Have  you  no  more  to  fay  \  - 

Kint.  Few  words^  but  to  effed  more  than  all  yet ; 
That  when  we  have  found  the  King;  in  which  your  pain 
That  way.  III  this:  He  that  firft  lights  on  him. 
Hollow  the  othcrt  [Exeimu 

Storm  ftiU.    Efttfr  Lean  4nd  Fo^L 

Li4r.  Blow  Winds,  and  crack  ycmr  Cheeks;  Rage,  bk>w 
You  Catarads,  and  Hurricano's  fpout, 
•Till  you  hive  drench'd  our  Steeples,  drown  the  Cocks. 
You  Sulphurous  and  thought^xecuting  fires, 
Vaunt-curriors  of  Oak-cleaving  Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge  my  white  head.    And  thou  all- (haking  Thunder, 
Stri^  6at  the  thick  Rotundity  o'th'  World, 
Crack  Nature's  moulds,  all  Germains  fpill  at  once 
That  makes  ingrateful  Man* 

Faol.  O  Nuncle,  Court-holy-water  in  a  dry  Houfe,  is 
better  than  the  Rain-water  out  o*  door.  Good  Nunde^  ini 
ask  thy  Daughter's  bleffing;  here's  a  Night  pities  neither. 
5<^ife-men,  nor  Fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  Belly  full»  fpitFire»  fpout  Rain; 
Kor  Rain»  Wind,  Thunder,  Fire  are  my  Daughters; 
I  tax  not  youa  you  Elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  Kingdom,  call'd  you  Children, 
You  owe  me  no  fubfcription.    Then  let  fall 
(Your  horrible  pleafure;*-— Here  I  fiand  your  Slavf» 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  Man : 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  Minifters, 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  Daughters  join    . 
Your  high-engender'd  Battels,  'gaimt  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.    O,  hoi  'tis  fouL 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  Houfe  to  put^a  bead  io^  has  a  good 
Head*piece :  . 

The  Codpiece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  head  haf  togp  s 
The  hea^  and  he  fliall  Lowfc;  fo  Beggais  many  mairf* 
4tv^  Tim 
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Tlut  Man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  Ihould  make* 
Shall  of  a  Com  cry  woe.  and  turn  his  fleeptowake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  Woman,  but  Ihe  made  mouths 
in  a  <B]i(s. 

Enter  Kent. 

Liar.  No,  I  wilt  be  the  pattern  of  all  Patience. 
I  will  fay  nothing. 
,  KtMt.  Who's  there  I 

FW.  Marry  here's  Grace,  and  a  Codpiece,  that's  aWife^ 
man.  and  a  Fool. 

Keirt.  Alas  Sir,  are  you  here?  things  that  love  Nigh^     '* 
Love  not  fuch  Nights  as  thefe :  the  wrathful  Sae%     ■ 
Gallow  the  very  waoderers  of  the  dark. 
And  make  them  keep  their  Caves  t  Since  IwarMao; 
Such  (heets  of  fire,  fucK  burfls  of  horrid  thumkr. 
Such  groins  of  roaring  Wind,  andRahi,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard.     Main's  Nature  canMit  cary. 
^Tb"  affliftion,  nor  the  fear, 

ZMr.  Let  the  great  GodSf  -■>■.■ 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o'ei  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.  Tremble  thou  Wrecdi, 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  Crimes 
Unwhipt  of  Juftice.    Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand ;     ^ 
Thou  Perjur'd,  and  thou  Simular  of  Virtue 
That  art  inceftuous;  Caitiff,  to  pieces  fhake 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  Teeming  -       ' 

Has  pra^is'd  on  Man's  life.     Clofe  pent  up  guiltSt 
Rive  youi  concealing  Continents,  and  cry 
Thefe  dreadful  Summoners  grace.     I  am  a  Man, 
More  finn'd  againfl,  than  finning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed^ 
Gracious  my   Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  Hovel, 
Some  friendlhip  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  thetcmpefl:  ' 

Repofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  Houfe 
(  More  harder  than  the  Stones  whereof  'tis  rais'd; 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Deny'd  me  to  come  in  )  return,  and  force     • 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
■  Come  on  my  Boy.     How  doft  my  Bq-j  *  Kit.  u3A\ 
I  am  cold  my  ktf.    Where  is  »^«^*«'-,  ™«  "^^^m*^   ^^. 


I 
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The  arc  of  our  Neceffities  is  ftrange^ 

And  can  make  vild  thiogs  precious.    Come,  your  Hovel  ^ 

P«K>r  Fool*  and  Koave^  X  have  one  part  in  my  heart 

.Thafs  forry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  Hi  that  hds  and  a  link  tjnt  wity 
With  heigh  ho»  the  Wtni  ind  thi  IMm, 
Mnfi  make  content  with  his  Fortunes.pi^ 
Though  the  Rain  it  raineth  every  day; 
Ledr.  True  Boy:  come  bring  u$  to  this  Hovel.       [Exkl 
Fool.  This  is  a  brave  Night  to  cool  a  Curdzan: 

niipeaka  Prophecy  e'er  I  go ; 

When  l^riefis  are  more  in  words,  than  matter. 

When  Brewers  marr  pheir  Male  with  Water; 

When  Nobles 'are  their  Tailors  Tutors,  ,^_. 

Ko  Hereticks  burn'd,  but  wenches  Suitors, 

When  every  Cafe  in  Law  is  right,  '      { 

Ko  Squire  in  Debt,  pot  no  poor  Knightj^  ^ ..  I 

When  Slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues,  1 

Nor  Cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs. 

When  UAirers  teU  their  Gold  i'th'  field. 

And  Baw4s  and  Whores  do  Churches  build; 

Then  Aiall  the  Realm  of  jilkion  come  to  great  confufionj| 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't  '       - 

That^going  ihall  be  us'd  with  feet.     ' 

This  Prophecy  Merlin  fhall  make, 

X^r  I  do  live  before  bis  (ime.  [Exitl 

SCENE    II.     An  Apartment  in  Gloftei,'/ 

Caftle, 

i 

Enter  Glofter  and  Baftard. 
Clo.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural  deal*' 
ing;  whet;  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him*  they 
took  from  me  the  u(e  of  mine  own  Koufe,  charg'd  me  on 

pain  of  perpetual  Di/pleafure,  neither  to  ipeak  of  hmi^  entreat 
for  nim,  or  any  way  fuftain  hina. 

Bafi^  Moft  fai'age  and  unnatural. 

do.  Go  too;  fay  you  nothing.    There  is  divifion  bfr 

twecn  the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  maftcr  than  that  j  I  have 

ireceived  a  Letter  this  Night,  'tis  dangerous  to  ibe  fpokeo,  I 

have  locked  the  tetter  inmy  Clofer,  thefe  J^^jurios  thf  King 

■-  now 
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ttow  bearit  will  be  revenged  home ;  there  is  part  of  a  Power 
already  footed,  we  muff  incline  to  the  King,  I  will  took 
liim,  and  privily  relieve  him;  go  you  and  maintain  tajk  with 
the  Duke,  that  my  Charity  be  not  of  him  perceived ;  if  he 
ask  for  met  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  Bed.  if  I  die  for  it,  as 
po  lefs  is  threatned  me,  the  King  my  old  Mafter  muft  he 
relieved.  There  is  ftrange  things  toward,  Edmund,  pray 
you  be  careful.  [£*/;. 

Safi.  This  Courtefie  forbid  thee,  flial!  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  Letter  too; 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  rauft  draw  me 
That  which  my  Father  lofes;  no  Icfs  than  all. 
The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fail.  [£av>. 

SCENE    HI.     Part  of  ihf  Heath  witB 
a  HiyveL 

Bnttr  Lear,  Kent,  ^itdFcef. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  Lord,  good  my  Lord,  enter. 
The  Tyranny  of  the  open  Night's  too  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure.  [Sterm  fiiiL 

Lear*  Let  me  alone. 

Kimt.  Good  my  Lord,  epter  here. 

£a^.  Wilt  break  my  Heart? 

Kent,  I  had  rather  break  mine  own;  good  my  Lordentrt^» 

if«r.  Thou  think'ft  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  ftori? 
Invades  us  to  the  Skin  fo;  'tis  to  thee; 
But  where  the  greater  Malady  is  fixr. 
The  lefTer  is  fcarce  felt.   Thou'dfl  fhun  a  Bear, 
But  if  thy  flight  light  toward  the  roaring  Sea, 
Thou'dft  meet  the  Bear  i'lh'  Mouth ;  when  the  Mind's  free. 
The  Body's  delicate;  the  tempeft  in  my  Mind)  , 

Doth  from  my  Senfes  take  all  feeling  elfe, 
Savewhat  beats  there.  Filial  ingratitude! 
Is  it  not  3^  this  Mouth  ftiould  tear  his  Hand 

For  lifting  food  to't  ? But  I  will  punilh  home; 

No,  I  will  weep  no  more In  fuch  a  Night,    ' 

To  ihut  me  out?  Pour  on,  I  will  endure : 
In  fuch  a  Night  as  this?  O  RcgM,  GontriU, 

y-- 
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.Your  old  kind  Father,  whore  frank  Heart  gave  all* 
O  that  way  madoefs  lyes,  let  me  fliun  that, 
Ko  more  of  that. 

Kenu  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lmt.  Prithee  go  io  th^  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafe, 
Tbi$  Tempeft  will  not  give  aie  leave  to  ponder 
On  thiG^s  would  hurt  me  more,  but  I'll  go  in^ 
In  Boy,  go  fir  ft*  You  houfelefs  Poverty.  [ExhF$d. 

Kay,  get  thee  in;  Til  pray,  and  then  Pll  fleep 
Poor  naked  Wretches,  where  fo  e'er  you  are 
That  bide  the  peltuig  of  this  pitilefs  Storm, 
How  ihall  your  houiele(s  Heads*  and  unfed  fides. 
Your  lop'd  and  windowed  raggednefs,  defend  you 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ?  O  I  have  ta'en 
Too  litiie  care  of  this;  take  Phyfick>  Pomp, 
£xpofe  thy  felf  to  feel,  what  Wretches  feel. 
That  thou  may'ft  (hake  the  Superflux  to  them> 
And  fliew  the  Heav*ns  more  juft. 

Enter  Edgar,  MfgHis*d  likf  a  Madman  and  FooU 

Edg.  Fathom  and  half.  Fathom  and  half  f  poor  Tom. 

Fool.  Come  not  in  here  Nuncle,  here^s  a  Spirit,  help  me, 
belpme. 

Kent»  Give  me  thy  Hand,  who's  there? 

Foal.  A  Spirit,  a  Spirit,  he  fays  his  Name's  poor  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  do*ft  grumble  there  i'th*  Straw  \ 
Come  forth. 

E^.  Ksff^y^  the  foul  Fiend  follows  me,  through  the 
iharp  Hawthorn  blow  the  Winds.  Humph,  go  to  thy  Bed 
and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didil  thou  give  all  to  thy  Daughters  ?  And  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

E^.  Who  gives  anv  thing  to  poor  Tom  t  whooa  the 
foul  Fiend  hath  led  through  Fire,  and  through  Flame^ 
through  Sword»  and  Whirlpool,  o'ier  Bog,  and  Quagmire^ 
that  hath  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow,  and  Halters  m  his 
Pue;  fet  Ratsbane  by  his  Porredge,  m»le  Urn  proud  of 
tleart,  to  ride  on  a  Bay  trotting.  Horfa,  over  four  archVl 
Bridges,  to  cowfe  his  own  (hadow  for  a  TraitXMb  bkft 
thy  five  Wits,  Tenfsi  cold.  O  do,  dt,  do»  dc^  do^  dck 
Uels  thee  from  Whir)e*winds,  Star-blaftiog^  and  tiiaB^  do 

poor 
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poor  Tom  Tome  Chiricy^  whom  the  foul  Fiemi  vexes. 
There  could  I  have  him  now»  and  there,  and  here  again^ 
and  there.  [Storm  flill^ 

Lear.  Have  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs? 
Could'ft  thou  fave  nothing {  would'ft  thpu  give  'em  all? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  refer v'd  a  Blanket,  elfe  we  had  been  all 
(ham'd. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  Plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  Air 
Hang  fated  o'er  Mens  faults,  light  on  thy  Daughters. 

Kent.  He  hath  no  Daughters,  Sir, 

Lear.  Death,  Traitor,  nothing  could  have  fubdu'd  Nature 
To  fuch  a  Lownefs,  but  his  unkind  Daughters. 
Is  it  the  Fafhion,  that  difcarded  Fathers? 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  Fle(h  : 
Judicious  Puniftiment,  'twas  this  Flefh  begot 
Thofe  Pelican  Daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  Pillicock*hill,  alow ;  alow,  loo,  foo^ 

Fool.  This  cold  Night  will  turn  us  all  to  Fools,  and  Mad* 
men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o*th*  foul  Fiend,  obey  thy  Parents,  keep 
thy  word,  do  Juftice,  fwear  not,  commit  not  with  Man's 
fworn  Spoufe;  fet  not  thy  Sweet-heart  on  proud  array. 
Tom^s  a  cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been? 

Edg.  A  Servingman,  proud  in  Heart,  and  Mind :  That 
curl'd  my  Hair,  wore  Gloves  in  my  Cap,  ferv*d  the  Luft 
of  my  Miftrefs  Heart,  and  did  the  ad  of  darknefs  with  her. 
Swore  as  many  Oaths,  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke  them  ia 
the  fweet  Face  of  Heav'n.  One,  that  flept  in  the.  contri- 
ving of  Luft,  and  wak*d  to  do  ir.  Wine  lov'd  I  dearly ; 
Dice  dearly;  and  in  Woman,  out-paramour'd  the  Turl^ 
Falfe  of  Heart,  light  of  Ear,  bloody  handed.  Hog  in  flothj, 
Fox  in  ftealth.  Wolf  in  greedinefs,  Dog  in  madnefs,  Lion  in 
prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  Shooes,  nor  the  ruftling  of 
Silks,  betray  thy  poor  Heart  to  Woman.  Keep  thy  Foot 
out  of  Brothels,  thy  Hand  out  of  Plackets,  thy  Pen  fron^ 
Lenders  Books,  and  defie  the  foul  Fiend.  StiU  through  thq 
Hawthorn  blows  the  cold  Wind :  Says  fuum,  mun,  nonny^ 
Dolphin  my  Boy,  Boy  Sejfej:  Let  him  trot  by. 

[Storm  fiilL 
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Lear.  Thou  were  better  in  a  Grave,  thin  to  anfver  with 
thy  uncovered  Body,  this  extremity  of  the  Skies.  Is  M^n 
no  more  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow*ft  the 
Worm  no  Silk,  the  Beaft  no  Hide,  the  Sheep  no  Wool, 
the  Cat  no  perfume.  Ha !  Mere*s  three  on's  are  fophiftica- 
led.  Thou  art  ttie  thing  it  felf;  unaccommodated  Man, 
is  no  more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  Animal  as  thou 
art.     Off,  off  you  Lendings :  Come,  unbutton  here* 

[Tearing  off  his  CUdths. 
Enter  G\o&erwith  a  Torch. 
FooL  PrctheeNuncle  be  contented;  'tis  a  naughty  Night 
to  fwim  in.     Now  a  little  Fire  in  a  wild  Field»   were  like 
an  old  Letcher's  Heart,  afmallSpark,  and  all  the  reft  on's  Bo- 
dy, cold ;  look,  here  comes  a  walking  Fire. 

£^.  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet;  he  begins  at  Cur* 
few,  and  walks  at  firft  Cock;  he  gives  the  Web  and  the 
Pin,  f quints  the  Eye,  and  makes  the  Hairrlip;  Mildews 
the  white  Wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  Creature  of  the 
Earth. 

Smthold  footed  thrice  the  old; 
H^  met  the  Night^Mare^  and  her  Ninefold^ 
Bfd  her  alight,  and  her  troth'plighty 
And  arojnt  thee  Wttchy  arojnt  thee. 
Kent*  How  fares  your  Graced 
Lfar.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there?  what  is't  you  feek? 
Clo.  What  are  you  there?  Your  Names? 
Edg.  Poor  Tomy  that  Eats  the  fwimmrng  Frog,  the  Toad, 
the  Tod*pol ;  the  W^ll-neur,  and  the  Wacer-neut ;  that  in 
the  fury  of  his  Heart,  when  the  foul  Fiend  rages.  Eats 
Cow-dung  for  Sallets ;  fwallows  the  old  Rar»  and  the  Ditch- 
dog;  drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  ftanding  Pool ;  Who  is 
whipt  from  Tything  to  Tything*  and  ftockr>  puniih'd,  and 
imprifon*d:  Who  hath  three  Suits  tp  hi$  Back^  fix  ^irts 
to  his  Body ; 

Jfforje  tfl  ridfy  and  Weapon  to^  wear\ 
JBut  Mice,  and  Rats f  and  f^ch  fmall  Dear^ 
Hav^  been  Tofla'i  food  for  feven  lonfTearj 
Bdware  my  Follower.    Peace  3mulkin,  peace  thou  Fieixl* 
Gla.  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  Company  ? 
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Ed£,  The  Prince  of  Darknefs  is  a  Gentlemanjl    M0d$  £e*s 
call'd,  and  Afahu. 

Glo.  Our  Flefti  and  Blood,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fo  vile» 
that  it  doth  hate  what  it  gets. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom^s  a*coId« 

Glo.  60  in  with  me;  my  duty  cannot  fuffer 
T*obey  in  all  your  Daughters  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injunftion  be  to  bar  my  Doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  Night  take  hold  upon  you» 
.Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  to  feek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher ; 
What  is  the  caufe  of  Thunder? 

Kent,  Good>  my  Lord,  take  his  offer. 
Go  into  th'  Houfe. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Thetdn : 
What  is  your  Study? 

Edg.  Mow  to  prevent  the  Fiend,  and  to  kill  Vermin. 

Lear.  Let  us  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  Lord, 
His  wits  being  t*unfettle« 

Glo.  Ganft  thou  blame  him  ?  [Storm  fiUL 

His  Daughters  feek  his  death :  Ah,  that  good  Kent ! 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus ;  poor  banifti'd  Man. 
Thou  fayefl:  the  King  grows  mad,  I'll  tell  thee.  Friend, 
I  am  almofl  mad  my  felf,  I  had  a  Son, 
Now  out-law*d  from  my  Blood,  he  fought  my  Life 
But  lately,  very  late;  I  lov*d  him.  Friend* 
No  Father  his  Son  dearer:  True  to  tell  thee. 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  Wits.  What  a  Night's  this? 
I  do  befeeA  your  grace. 

Le^r.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir : 
Noble  Philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Torn^s  a-cold. 

Clo.  In,  Fellow,  there,  into  th'Hovel;  keep  thee  warm." 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  With  him ; 
I  wilt  keep  ftill  with  my  Philofopher. 

Kent.  Good,  my  Lord,  footh  him;  let  him  tike  the  Fellow^ 

6h.  Take  him  you  on.  ' 
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Ki»r.  Sirrah,  come  on ;  Go  aloi^  with  us. 

-    Gh.  No  wor£,  no  word$>  hu(h. 

Edg.  Child  R9wland  to  the  dark  Tower  came, 
tits  word  was  ftill,  fie^  foh,  and  fum, 
I  fmell  the  Blood  of  a  Britip  Man.  [Exmn. 

S  C  E  N  E   IV.     Glofter'i  Cajlle. 

Enter  Cornwall  and  B4ftard* 
Corn.  I  will  have  revenge,  e'er  I  depart  his  Houfe. 
B4fi.  How,  my  Lord,  i  may  be  cenfured,    that  Nature 
Uius  gives  way  to  Loyalty,  fomething  fears  me  to  think  of. 
Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  Bro- 
ther's evil  DifpoHtion  made  him  feek  his  Death;    But  a 
provoking  Merit  fet  a  work  by  a  reprovable  badnefs  in  him- 

Bafi.  How  malicious  is  my  Fortune,  that  I  muft  repent 

tebejufti   This  is  the  Letter  which  he  fpoke  of;   which 

approves   him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  dF 

f  ranee.'    O  Heav'ns !  That  this  Treafon  were  not  t  or  not 

I  the  Detedor. 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

Bafi.  If  the  matter  of  this  Paper  be  certain,  you  have 
biighty  Bufinefs  in  Hand. 

Com.  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glofier  t 
Seek  out  where  thy  Father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for 
bur  apprehenHon. 

Bafiw  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  fiu£F 
^  his  Sufpicion  more  fully.  I  will  perfevere  in  my  courfe  of 
Loyalty,  though  the  conflift  be  fore  between  tlut  and  my 
Blood. 

Grn.  I  will  lay  truft  upon  thee ;  and  thou  (halt  find  i 
dear  Father  in  my  Love.     '  V^^ 

^.$  C  E  N  E  V-     A  Cbamher. 


Emor  Kent  4nd  Glofter. 

tikekchiidefally: 

addition  I  oo;  I 

long  from  you.  [A^^ 


nmor  Kent  ana  i^iotte 
Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  cMfl  Air, 
I^iJUijpiece  out  the  cpmfon  with  what 
irfil  not  be  long  from  Vou. 
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Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  Wits»  have  given  way  to  his 
mpatience:  The  ®ods  reward  your  Riodnefs. 

Enter  Lear,  £dg^»  and  Fo$l. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and^tells  me  N€r$  is  an  Angler 
n  the  Lake  of  Darknefs :  Pray  Innocent,  and  beware  the 
[oul  Fiend. 

Fool.  Prithee,  Nuncle*  tell  me»  whether  a  Madman  be  a 
Gentleman,  or  a  Yeoman. 

Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Foul.  No,  he's  a  Yeoman,  that  has  a  Gentleman  to  his 
Son :  For  he's  a  Yeoman  that  fees  his  Son  a  Gentleman  be<* 
fore  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  Spits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon  'em. 

Edg.  Blefs  thy  five  Wits. 

Kent.  O  pity  I  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now. 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  remain? 

Edg.  My  Tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much 
They  mar  my  Counterfeiting.  [jAfidik 

Lear.  The  little  Dogs  and  all, 
Traj^  Blanch*  and  Sweet-heart ;  fee,  they  bark  at  me— 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  Head  at  them ;  avaunt,  you  Curs  1 
Be  thy  Mouth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  Poifons  if  it  bite ; 
Mafti£F,  Grey-hound,  Mungrilgrim, 
Hound  or  Spaniel,  Brache,  orHym; 
Or  Bobtail  tike»  or  Trundle  tail, 
Tmri  will  make  him  weep  and  wail. 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  Head ; 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do>  de,  de,  de:  Sefe;  come,  march  to  Wakes  and   Fairs» 
And  Market  Towns ;  poor  Tom^  thy  horn  is  dry.        [Exk. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  Anatomize  Regan         -See  what 

breeds  about  her  Heart Is  there  any  caufe  in  Nature 

that  make  thefe  hard  Hearts?  You,  Sir,  I  entertain  for  one 
of  my  hundred;  only,  I  do  not  like  the  fafliion  of  your 
Garments.  You  will  fay  they  are  Perfrm ;  but  let  them  be 
chang'd. 

Enter  Slofier. 
Kent.  Now,  good  ny  Lord,  lye  here^  and  reft  t  iribfle. 


-« 
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Lear.  ^  Make  no  noife^  make  no  noUQ  draw  the  Camtos: 
So,  fo,  we'll  go  to  Supper  i'th'  Morning; 

Fool  And  ril  go  to  Bed  at  Noon; 

Gto.  Come  hither;  Friend ;  where  ii  the  King»  niy  Mafter? 

JCr^r.  Here»  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  Wits  are  gone, 

Gh.  Good  Friend,  I  prithee  take  him  in  thy  Arms  j 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  Plot  of  death  upon  him  : 
There  is  a  Litter  ready,  lay  him  in*t. 
And  drive  toward  Dover ^  Friend,  where  thou  ibalt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protedion.    Take  up  thy  Mafter;  j 

If  thou  (hould'ft  dally  half  an  Hour,  his  Lifej;^ 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  binit 
Stand  in  aflured  lofs.     Take  up,  take  up. 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifibn 
Give  thee  quick  condud.    Conle,  comd  away;       \£xkiit. 

SCENE    VI.      GloflerV  Cafile. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Bafiard^  and  Servdmu 

Corn.  Poft  ipeedily  to  my  Lord  your  Husband,  (hew  him 
this  Letter,  the  Army  of  France  is  landed ;  feek  out  the 
Traitor  Glofier. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  Eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmmidj  keep  yoa 
our  Sifter  Company;  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take 
upon  your  craiterous  Father,  are  not  fit  for  your  bebokfiog* 
Advife  the  Duke  where  you  are  going,  to  a  moft  feftiteft 
Preparation ;  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our  Pofts  (hall  be 
/wife,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us^  Farewel  dear  Sifteff  fiuto* 
wel  my  Lord  of  Ghfter. 

Enter  Steward. 
How  now  ?  Where's  the  King  ? 

Stew^  My  Lord  of  Glofter  had  conveyed  hiin  hence*- 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 
Hot  Qaeftrifts  after  him,  met  him  at  Gate, 
Who,  with  fome  other  of  the  Lords  dependants^ 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover  \  where  they  boaft 
To  nave  well  armed  Friends. 

C&rn.  Get  Horfes  for  your  Miftrefs. 
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Gonl  Farewely   fweet  Lord*  and  Sifter^  [^Exewtf^ 

Corn.  Edmund  farewel  :  go  feek  the  Trtitor  G/^rr, 
Pinion  him  like  a  Thief,  bring  him  before  us: 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  Juftice  ;  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  court'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  Men 
May  blame*  but  not  controuL 

Enter  Glofter  Frifiner^  dnd  Servants^ 
Who's  there  ?  the  Traitor  ? 

Re^.  Ingrateful  Fox  !  *tis  he. 

Corn.  Bind  faft  his  corky  Arms.  * 

Glo.  What  mean  your  Graces? 
6ood  my  Friends,  confider  you  are  my  Guefts : 
Do  me  no  foul  play.  Friends, 

Corn.  Bind  him  I  fay.  L^^J  ^^  ^^^* 

JReg.  Hard,  hard ;  O  filthy  Traitor  I 

Glo.  Unmerciful  Lady,  as  you  are,  Pm  none. 

Corn.  To  this  Chair  bind  nim. 
Villain,  thou  ihalt  find. 

Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  mod  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  Beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  Traitor  i 

Glo.  Naughty  Lady, 
Thcfe  Hairs  which  thou  do'ft  ravifh  from  my  Chin 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee.    I  am  your  Hoft, 
With  Robbers  hands,  my  hofpitable  i^vours 
You  jfhould  not  ruffle  thus.    What  will  you  do? 

Corn.  Come,  Sir,  what  Letters  had  you  late  from  FrMce  f 

Reg.  Be  fimple  anfwer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.  And  what  Confederacy  have  you  with  che  Traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  Kingdom? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands 
You  have  fent  the  Luoatick  King?  fpeak. 

Glo.  I  have  a  Letter  gueffingly  fet  down' 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  H^rtf 
And  not  from  one  opposed. 

Corn.  Cunning      ■ 

Reg.  And  falfe. 

Corn.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the 

Glo.  To  Dover. 
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Rig.  Wherefore  to  2>#z;^r? 
Wad  ihou  not  charged  at  peril  ? — — 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Z)jx;tfr?  Let  him  anfwer  that. 

Glo.  I  am  ty'd  to  th'Scake, 
And  I  muft  fiand  the  Courfe. 

J^eg.  Wherefore  to  Dover? 

Glo.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  Nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  Eyes;  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter, 
In  his  Anointed  Fle(h,  flick  boari(h  phangs. 
The  Sea,  with  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  Head» 
In  Hell-black-night  indur'd,  would  have  buoy'd  up 
And  quench'd  the  Steeled  fires : 
Yet  poor  old  Heart,  he  holp  the  Heav'ns  to  rain. 
If  Wolves  had  at  thy  Gate  howPd  that  ftern  time. 
Thou  (houldft  have  faid,  good  Porter  turn  the  Key ; 
All  Cruelselfe  fubfcribe:  but  I  ihall  fee 
The  winged  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 

Corn.  See't  (halt  thou  never^     Fellows  hold  the  Chair* 
Upon  thefe  Eyes  of  thine,  Til  fet  my  foot, 
[GloOitr  is  hcU  down  while  Cornwall  treads  out  oneofbisEjcs. 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live,  *till  he  be  old. 
Give  me  fome  help, O  cruel  I  O  you  gods  I 

Reg.  One  fide  will  mock  another;  th'  other  too« 

Corn.  If  you  fee  Vengeance— 

Ser.  Hold  your  band»  my  Lord : 
I  have  ferv*d  you  ever  fince  I  was  aChild: 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you. 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  Dog? 

Str.  If  you  did  wear  a  Beard  upon  your  Chin. 
I'd  Jhake  it  on  this  quarrel.    What  do  you  mean  $ 

Corn.  My  Villain!  [Fightyinthefct^eCoTtmdMisweMMdgi* 

Ser.  Nay  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

Reg.  Give  me  thy  Sword.     A  Peafant  ftand  uptbusi 

[KiBs  him. 

Ser.  Ob,  I  am  flain my  Lord,  you  have  one  Eye  left 

To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.     Oh  [Din* 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it;  Out  vild  gelly : 
Where  is  thy  lufter  now  i  [Tresdi  oM  the  ether  Bjt^ 

Gle.  All  da?k  and  comfortlefs—- — 
Wijere*s  my  Son  Edmund? 

Edmumly 
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EdmuMd^  enkindle  all  the  (parks  of  Nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  ad. 

^1^.  Out  treacherous  Villain, 
Thou  calf  ft  on  him  that  hates  thee :  It  was  he 
That  made  the  Overture  of  thy  Trealbns  to  us: 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Qlo.  O  my  follies  I  thea  Edgar  was  abus'd. 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  @othruft  him  out  at  Gates,  and  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Dwrr.  [f-^'V  ai^/zA  Glofter# 

How  is*t  my  Lorld?  How  look  you? 

Or^  I  have  received  a  hurt ;  follow  me,  Lady——. 
Turn  out  that  Eyelefs  Villain ;  throw  this  Slave 
Upon  the  Dunghil—-^irg;M,  I  bleed  apace. 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.    Give  me  your  arm,      \Ex$hhu 


ACT     lY.     S  E  N  E     y. 

SCENE    An  open  Country. 

Enter  Edgar* 

Edg.  \/  E  T  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemned, 

X    Than  ftill  contemned  and  fiatter'd^  to  be  word  s     , 
The  loweft,  and  moft  de)ed  thing  of  Fortune, 
Stands  ftill  in  efperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft» 
The  worft  returns  to  laughter.    Welcome  then^ 
Thou  unfubftantial  Air  that  I  embrace  r 
The  Wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worft, 
O  9ves  nothing  to  my  blafts. 

Enter  GloAer,  led  bj  4n  old  Mm. 
But  who  comes  here  f  My  Father  poorly  led  { 
World,  World,  O  World ! 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee» 
life  would  not  yield  to  Age. 

Old  Man.  Omy  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  TenanO 
JiTiA  your  Father's  Tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  Years. 

Clo.  Away,  get  thee  away :  good  Friend  be  gone, 

Gg  1  ^M 
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Thy  Comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  alF, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Qlo.  I  have  no  way»  and  therefore  want  no  £yes  : 
I  ftumbled  when  I  faw.     Full  oft  'tis  feen. 
Our  means  fecure  us,  and  our  meer  deft  ds 
Prove  our  Commodities.    Oh  dear  Son  Edg^r, 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  Father's  wrath : 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touchy 
I'd  fay  I  had  Eyes  again. 

Old  Man.  How  now?  who's  there? 

Edg.  O  gods !  Who  is't  can  fay  I  am  at  the  worft  \ 
I  am  worfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet :  the  worft  is  not^ 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft.  , 

Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft  ? 

Qlo.  Is  it  a  Beggar-man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman,  and  Beggar  too^ 

Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 
Tth'  laft  Night's  ftorm,  I  fuch  a  Fellow  faw; 
Which  made  me  think  a  Man,  a  Worm.     My  Son 
Came  then  into  my  mind,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  friends  with  him.    I  have  heard  more  fincc: 
As  Flies  to  th'  wanton  Boys,  are  we  to  th'  gods. 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  ftiould  this  be  ? 
Bad  is  the  Trade  that  muft  play  the  Fool  to  forrow> 
AngVing  it  felf^  and  others.     Blefs.  thee  Mafter. 
*  Glo'.  Is  that  the  naked  Fellow  ? 

OU  Man.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  Get  thee  away:  ifformyfake 

Thou  wilt  o*er-take  us  hence  a  Mile  or  twain 

I'th'  way  toward  Dovery  do  it  for  ancient  love; 

And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  Soul9 

Which  I'll  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack  Sir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  Madmen  lead  the  Blittl* 

Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure; 

Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

I.e.  ^ 
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Old  Mdn.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'Parrel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't,  what  will.  \     \Exit. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  Fellow*  ! 

Edg.  Poor  Toms  a  cold.    I  cannot  daub  it  furthbr*  • 

Clo.  Come  hither  Fellow. 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft ; 
Blefs  thy  fweet  Eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know*ft  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Both  Stile,  and  Gate,  Horfe-way^  and  Foot-path: 
^oor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.  Blefs  thee 
good  Man's  Son,  from  the  foul  Fiend. 

Glo.  Here  take  this  Purfe>  thou  whom  the  Heav'ns  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes,  that  I  am  wretched 
Sdakes  thee  the  happier:  Heav'ns  deal  fo  ftill; 
Let  the  f  uperfluous,  and  the  Luft-dieted  Man, 
Srhat  flaves  your  Ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  He  do's  not  feel>  feel  your  power  quickly: 
So  di^ribution  (hould  undo  cxcefs. 
And  each  Man  have  enough.     Do'fi  thou  knowD^^r.^ 

Edgp  Ay  Mafter. 

Glo.  There  is  a  ClifF,  whofe  high  and  bending  Head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  Deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  ir. 
And  rii  repair  the  mifery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place,^ 
I  fhall  no  lending  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm; 
Poor  Tom  (hall  lead  thee.  [Eifeunt. 

SCENE   II.    The  Duke  of  Albany'/  ?aUce. 

Enter  Goneril),  Bajfdrdy  and  Steward. 

Gon.  Welcome  my  Lord,  I  marvel  our  mild  Husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way.     Now,  where's  your  Mafter  \ 

Stew.  Madam  within,  but  never  Man  fo  changed : 
I  told  him  of  the  Army  that  was  Landed; 
He  fmil'd  at  it.     I  told  him  you  were  coming. 
His  anfwer  was,  the  worfe.    0{Glofier's  Treachery, 
Apd  of  the  Loyal  fervice  of  his  Son, 
Whet)  I  informed  him,  then  he  call*d  mc  S^u 
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And  told  At  I  kad  tarn'd  the  wrong  fide  ont: 
What  moft  he  fliould  di(like»  feems  plealfant  to  him  ; 
What  like,  oflFenfive. 

G0».  Then  (hall  yoti  go  no  further* 
It  is  the  Cowifh  terror  of  his  Spirit 
That  dares  not  undertake  :  he*iJ  not  feel  wrongs 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anfwer;  our  wifheson  tbewtjf 
IVIay  prove  eiFe&s,     B^ck  Edmund  to  my  Brother^ 
Haft  en  his  Mufters,  and  conduft  his  Powers* 
I  mufl  chsnge  Names  at  home»  and  give  the  Diflftff 
Into  my  Husband's  hands.    This  trimy  Servant 
Shall  pafs  between  us :  e'er  long  you  are  like  to  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  Miftreflfes  command.    Wear  this;  fpare  Speech^ 
Decline  your  Head.    This  Kifs,  if  it  durft  fpeakj 
Wo^'d  ftretch  thy  Spirits  up  into  the  Air : 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well* 

Bafi.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  Death. 

Gon.  My  moil  dear  GUftef^  lEkh  Bafiard, 

Oh,  the  difference  of  Man,  and  Man! 
To  thee  a  Woman's  fervices  are  due, 
My  Fool  ufurps  my  Body. 

Stew.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord.  ^ 

Em^r  Albany. 

Gon.  I  have  been  worth  the  whittle. 

^Ib.  Oh  Gonerill, 
You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  Face. 

Gon.  Milk-livcr*d  Man, 
That  bear'ft  a  Cheek  for  blows,  a  Head  qf  wrongs, 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  Eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering, 

Jilb.  Seethy  felf,  Devil: 
Proper  deformity  feenjs  not  in  the  Fiend 
So  horrid  as  ih  Woman,  ^ . 

Con.  Oh  yain  Fool. 

Enfit  a  Mejfiff£er» 

Mef.  qh  my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  of  CarnvH^^  dead, 
jSlain  by  his  Servant,  going  to  put  out 
.The  other  Eye  of  Qlojler. 

A%  Queer's  Eyes? 

Mef. 
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AfeJ^  A  Servant  that  he  bred,  thriti'd  mith  itnorfcv 
Opposed  tgainft  the  ad; ;  bending  his  Sword 
To  his  great  Mafter;  who,  thereat  enraged, 
FJew  on  him>  and  amongft  them  fell'd  him  dead» 
But  not  without  that  harmful  Rttjkty  which  finct 
Hath  pluck'd  him  a(ler# 

jilb.  This  fliews  you  are  abovei 
You  Juftices,  that  thefe  our  neither  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.     But  O  poor  Ghfier  f 
Loft  he  his  other  Eye? 

Alef.  Both,  boil^  my  Lord. 
This  Letter,  Madaufi,  craves  a  (pecdy  Anfwer : 
'Tis  from  your  Sifter. 

Gon.  One  way  I  hke  this  well. 
But  being  Widow,  and  my  Gkfier  with  her. 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life.    Another  way 
The  News  is  not  fo  tart.     Til  read,  and  anfwer^         ^£a»V. 

jdlh.  Where  was  his  Son,  when  they  did  take  hisEyw? 

Mef  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 

-/^/^.  He  is  not  here. 

Mf/:  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 

^iL  Knows  he  the  wickednefs? 

Aief.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  'cwas  he  ioforifl'd  againft  hifla» 
And  quit  the  Houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  puniftiment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

j4lb.  Glofier,  Hive 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fliew'dft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  Eyes.    Come  hither  Friend, 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'ft.  f^Exifrnt^ 

S  C  E  N  E     m.      A  Camp. 

Effttr  Cordelia,  GentUmtn  ^ind  SQidi^rj. 
Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he;  why  he  was  met  even  now 
As madtthe  vext  Sea,  finging  aloud, 
Crown'd  with  rank  Fenitar,  and  furrow  weeds, 
With  Hardoefcp,  Helnfock,  Nettles,  Cndcow  Flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idh  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuftaiding  Com.     A  Century  fend-  forth  J 
Search  evjpry  Atte  in  the  high-gm^wti  tvtVi^ 
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And  bring  him  to  our  Eye.  What  cm  Man's  wifdoni 
In  the  reftoring  his  bereaved  Senfei  He  that  helps  hitn^ 
[Take  all  my  outward  worth. 

QiHt.  There  are  means.  Madam : 
Our  fofter  Nurfe  of  Nature,  is  repofe. 
The  which  he  lacks;  that  to  provoke  in  him> 
Are  many  Simples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  Eye  of  Anguifli. 

Cord.  All  bleft  Secrets, 
All  you  unpublifti*d  Virtues  of  the  Earth 
Spring  with  my  tears ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  Man's  defire :  feek,  feek  for  him. 
Left  hi$  ungovem*d  rage,  difTolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  News,  Madam, 
The  Britijb  Powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cord.  'Tis  known  before.     Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expeftation  pf  them.     O  dear  Father, 
It  is  thy  bufinefs  that  I  go  about :  therefore  great  Franco 
My  mourning,  and  importuned  tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  Ambition  doth  our  Arms  incite* 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  Ag*d  Father's  Right : 
Soon  tnay  I  hear,  and  fee  him.  [Exoma. 

SCENE     IV.     Ktgm's  Palace. 

Enter  Regan,  dnd  Steward. 

Reg.  But  are  my  Brother's  Powiers  fet  forth  ? 

Stew.  Ay  Madam. 

Reg.  Himfelf  in  Perfbn  there  f 

Stew.  Madam,  with  much  adoe 
your  Sifter  is  the  better  Soldier. 

Rig.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lord  at  home? 

Stew.  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  Sifter's  Letter  to  him  I 

Stew.  I  know  not.  Lady. 

Reg.  Faith  he  is  pofted  hence  on  ferious  Matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Glofier^s  Eyes  being  out 
To  let  him  live ;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  Hearts  againft  us :  Edmund^  I  think,  is  gone 
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In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life:  lyloireover  todefcry 
The  (frength  o'th'  Encipy. 

Snw.  I  muft  needs  after  hiin,  Madam^  vrith  my  Letter^ 
Reg.  Our  Troops  fet  forth  to  morrow,  flay  with  us: 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Stew.  I  may  not»  Madam ; 
My  Lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  his  bufinefs* 

Reg.  Why  ihould  (he  write  to  Edmund? .      .,    ' 
Might  not  you  tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word?  Belike, 
Some  things,  I  know  not  what  — — -  Til  love  thee  much  ■ 

Let  me  unfeal  the  Letter. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  had  rather  ■ 
Reg.  I  kqow  your  Lady  d6*s  not  love  her  Husband* 
I  am  fure  of  that :  and  at  her  late  being  here. 
She  gave  ftrange  ceiUads,  and  moft  fpeaking  looks 
To  Noble  Edmund.    I  know  you  are  of  her  bofom. 
Stew.  I,  Madam? 

Reg.  I  fpeak  in  underftanding :  You*re;  Iknow*t; 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  Note, 
My  Lord  is  dead ;  Edmund^  and  I  have  talk'd. 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  Lady's :  You  may  gather  more : 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  Miftrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  hen 
So  fare  you  well. 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  Traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him,  that  cuts  him  off. 

Stew.  Would  I  could  meet  him.  Madam,  I  fhould  ttxtw 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  ^Fare  thee  well.  {Exeunu 

SCENE     V.      The  Country. 

Enter  Glofter  and  Edgar. 
Glo.  When  (hall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that  fame  Hill? 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.    Look  how  we  labour* 
GU.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even* 
Edg.  Horrible  ftcep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  Sea? 
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Gh.  No  truly^ 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  Senfes  growimpcrfeft 
By  your  Eyes  anguifli. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be  indeed* 
Mechinks  thy  Voice  is  iltcr'd,  and  thou  fpeaVft 
In  better  phrafe*  and  matter  than  thou  didft. 

Edg^  You're  much  deceived :  in  nothing  am  I  cfaang'd 
But  in  my  Garments. 

Glo.  Methinks  you're  better  fpoken. 

Edg,  Come  on,  Sir, 
Here's  the  place;  ftand  ftilL    How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  ones  Eyes  fo  low ! 
The  Crows  and  Choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Shew  fcarcefo  grofs  as  Beetles.    Hilf  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  Samphire;  dreadful  trade ! 
IVlethinks  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  Fiftier-men  that  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  Mice;  and  yondtall  Anchoring  Bark, 
Diminifli'd  to  her  Cock;  her  Cock,  a  Buoy 
Almoft  tpo  fmall  for  fight.     The  murmuring  Surge* 
That  on  th'  unnumbred  idle  Pebble  chafes 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.    I'll  look  no  more. 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight  '  , 

ToppI'^  down  headlong. 

Gla.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand : 
You  are  now  within  a  foot  of  th'  extream  Vefce: 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  would  not  I  leap  upright. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand: 
Here  Friend's,  another  purfe,  in  it,  a  Jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  Man's  taking.     Fairies,  and  god$ 
Profper  it  with  thee.     Go  thou  further  off. 
Bid  me  farewcl,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir.  IScms  togf* 

Glo.  With  a!l  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  his  deJpair  ? 
*Xis  done  to  cure  it. 

Gh.  O  you  mighty  gods! 
This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fightSf 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliflion  off? 
(f  I  coiild  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 

To 
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To  quarrel  with  your  great  ofypofel^fs  wills. 
My  fnuft  arid  teathcfd  part  of  N^tire  fliould     'y^.        4 
Burn  it  felf  out^    If  Edgar  live,  O  Wefs  him.     "^x  "^J . 

Now  FelloWg  fare  thee  well.  [He  kaps  and  fills  ^^^X^' 

Edg.  Good  Sir,  fareiftref.  ^ 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob  '       •^^' 

The  treafure  of  Life,  when  Life  it  felf 
Yields  to  the  Thefr.    Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 
By  this  had  thought  been  paft.     Alive,  6r  dead  i 
Hoa,  you  Sir  I  Friend !  here,  you  Sir !  fpeak ! 
Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed— yet  he  revives^    . 
What  are  you  Sir  ? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had'ft  thou  been  ought  butGozemoreiFeather^  and  Air, 
So  many  fjithom  down  precipitating, 
Thoud'ft  ftiiver'd  like  an  E^ :  but  thou  doft  breath ; 
Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleeaft  not;  fpeak,  art  found? 
Ten  Mafts  at  Icaft,  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fallen ; 
Thy  Life's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  I  fallen,  or  no? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  Summet  of  this  Chalky  Bourn 
Look  up,  a  height,  the  (hril!  gor'd  Lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard:  Do  but  lookup. 

Glo.  Alacki  I  have  no  Byes; 
Is  wretchednefs  deprived  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death?  Twas  yet  fome  comfort. 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  Tyrant's  rage. 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will* 

Ed^.  Give  toe  your  arm. 
Up,  fo**-*How  is't  ?  Feel  you  your  Legs  ?  You  ftand. 

Gh.  Too  well,  too  Well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefs. 
Upon  th;  Crown  o'th'  Chff,  what  thing  Was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Glo,  A  poor  unfortunate  Bieggar. 

Edg.  As  I  flood  here  below,  Aethought  his  Eyc$ 
Were  two  full  Moons:  he  had  a  thoufartd  Nofes, 
Horns  walked,  and  Wav'd  like  the  feor4B|d  §ea ; 
It  was  fome  Fiend  t  therefore  thou  hi'p^'^ather^ 
Think  that  the  cleared  gbdi,  who  tck^\s!&  \Wel  Vt>vs^>5x> 
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of  Mens  impoffibilities,  have  prcfa^'d  thcc# 

Glo.  I  do  remember  now:  henceforth  1*11  bear 
Afflidion,  'till  ic  do  ery  out  it  felf 
Enough,  enough,  and  die.    That  thifig  you  Ipeak  of, 
.  I  took  it  for  a  Man :  often  'twould  fay 
The  Fiend,  the  Fiend he  led  me  to  that  placet 

£dg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

Enter  Lear. 
But  who  comes  h^re? 
The  fafer  Senfe  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  Matter  thus, 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  Coynifig,  I  am  the 
King  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight ! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  Art,  in  that  refpeft.  There's  your 
Prefs-mony.  That  Fellow  handles  his  Bow  like  a  Crow- 
keeper  :  draw  me  a  Clothier's  Y^rd.  •  Look^  look,  a  Moufe. 
Peace,  Peace,  this  piece  of  toafled  Cheefe  wJ!l  do't 
There's  my  Gauntlet,  111  prove  it  on  a  Gyant.  Bring  up  the 
brown  Bills.  O  Well  flown  Bird :  i'th*  clout,  i'th'  clout : 
Hewgh.     Give  the  word, 

Edg.  5weet  Marjoram* 

Lear.  Pafs. 

Glo.  I  know  that  Voice. 

Lear. H3i  I  G<?»m7/ with  a  white  Beard?  They  flattered  me 
like  a  Dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  Hairs  in  my  Beard, 
e'er  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  Ay»  and  No,  to 
every  thing  that  I  faid— r—Ay  and  No  too,  wa$  no  goodDi? 
vinity.  When  the  Rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  Wind 
to  make  me  chatter:  when  the  Thunder  would  not  peace  at 
my  bidding,  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt  'em  out.  Go 
to,  they  are  not  Men  o-  their  words ;  they  told  me  I  was  every 
thing:  Tis  a  Lie,  I  am  not  Ague  proof. 

Glo.  The  trick  of  that  Voice,  I  do  well  remember :  Is"t 
not  the  King? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  King. 
When  I  do  flare,  fee  how  t-he  Subjeft  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  Man's  Life.    What  was  thy  caufe? 
Adultery?  thou  (halt  not  die  :  die  for  Adultery?  . 
No,  the  Wren  goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  Flic 
Do*^  letcbcr  in  my  fight.    Let  Copulation  thrive : 

For 
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t^or  Olofiet^s  Baftard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  Fa  Aeri 
Than  my  Daughters  got  'tween  the  lawful  fheets. 
To*t  Luxury  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  Soldiers. 
Behold  yon  umpering  Dame,  whofe  face,  between  her  Forks,^ 
prefages  Siiow ;  that  minces  Virtue,  and  do*s  fhake  the  Mead 
to  hear  of  Pleafures  name.     The  Fitchew,  nor  the  foyled 
*Mor/e  goes  to't  with  a  more  riotous  Appetite  :  down  from 
the  wafte  they  are  Centaures,  though  Women  all  above : 
but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  Gods  inherit,  beneath  is  all  the 
fiends.     There's  Hell,  there's  Darknefs,  there  is  the  fulphu- 
roUs  Pit,   Burning,   Scalding,   Stench,  Confumption  :  Fie, 
fie,  fie;  pah,  pah:  Give  me  an  Ounce  of  Civet;  good 
Apothecary  fweetcnmy  Imagination :  There's  Mony  for  thee. 
GU.  O  let  me  kifs  that  Hand. 
Lean  Let  me  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  Mortality. 
Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  Nature,  this  great  World 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  naught.    Do*ft  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  Eyes  well  enoughs  do*ft  thou 
fquiny  at  me  ?  No,  do  thy  worft  blind  Cupid^  Til  not  love. 
Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it* 
Gb.  Were  all  thy  Letters  Suns,  I  could  not  fee  one. 
Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report; 
It  is,  and  my  Heart  breaks  at  it. 
Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  this  Cafe  of  Eyes  f 
Lear.  Oh  ho,  arc  you  there  with  me?  No  Eyes  in  your 
Head,  nor  no  Mony  in  your  Purfe  ?  Your  Eyes  are  in  heavy 
cafe,  your  Purfe  in  a  light,  yet  you  fee  how  this  World  goes. 
Glo.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  f  A  Man  may  fee  how  this  World 
goes,  with  no  Eyes.  Look  with  thine  Ears:  See  how.yond 
Juftice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  Thief.  Hark  in  thine  Ejur : 
(bhange  places,  and  Handy-dandy,  which  is  the  Juftice, 
which  is  the  Thief:  Thou  haft  feen  a  Farmer's  Dog  bark  at 
a  Beggar? 
Glo.  Ay  Sir. 

Lear.  And  the  Creature  rutr,  from  the  Cur  :  there  thou 
might'ft  behold  the  great  image  of  Authority,  a  Dog^ls 
obey'd  in  Office*  Thou,  Rafcal  Beadle,  hold  thy  bloody 
Hand  :  why  do'ft  thou  lafh  that  Whore  ?  Strip  thy  owa 
Back,  thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  uie  hw  »  xV*  Vv^^^  ^^  "''^^  "^ 
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tkou  whip'ft  her.    The  Ufurer  hangs  the  Qpifn^^ 

Thorough  tatcer'd  Cloaths,  great  Vices  do  iipfrMr; 

Robes,  and  furr'd  Gowns  hide  all.     Place  Sies  witb  (&)IdL 

And  the  ftrong  Lance  of  Juftice,  hurtleff^  hsp%}i^  % 

Arm  it  in  RagJ,  and  Pigmy's  Straw  doth  pief^(5  k. 

None  does  offend,  none,  I  fay  none,  I'll  abl^  'em; 

Take  that  of  me  my  Friend,  who  have  the  {K>wer 

To  feal  the  Accufer's  lips.     Get  thee  Glafs  £yes» 

And  hke  a  fcurvy  Politician,  feem 

To  fee  the  things  thou  do'ft  not. 

Now,  now,  now,  now.   Pull  ofFmy  Boots :  harder*  harder» fo. 

Edg.  O  matter,  and  impertincncy  miKr, 
Reafon  in  Madnefs* 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  Eyes, 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glofier; 
Thou  muft  be  patient;  we  came  crying  hither: 
Thou  know 'ft,  the  fir  ft  time  that  we  fmell  the  Air 
We  wawle,  and  cry.    I  will  preach  to  thee  :  Mark         ■ 

Glo.  Alack,  alack,  the  day. 

Lear*  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  wc  are  come 
To  this  great  Stage  of  Fools.    This  a  good  block  !  •*-— - 
It  were  a  delicate  Stratagem  to  ftiooc 
A  Troop  of  Horfe  with  felt:  I'll  put't  in  proof. 
And  when  I  have  ftoli'n  upon  thefe  Son-in-Laws; 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  GemlemaH,  with  AttendantSm 

Gent.  O  here  he  is^  lay  hand  upon  him ;  Sir, 
You  moft  dear  Daughter  — — 

Lear.  Norefcue?  what,  aPrifoner?  I^jfneven 
The  natural  Fool  of  fortune.     Ufe  me  well, 
You  ftiall  have  ranfom.     Let  me  have  Surgeons> 
I  am  cut  to  th'  Brains. 

Gent.  You  ftiall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  Seconds?  AH  my  felf? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  Man,  a  Man  of  Salt ; 
To  ufe  his  Eyes  for  Garden-water-pots.     I  will  die  bravdyi 
Like  a  fmug  Bridegroom,     What?  I  will  be  Joviftl : 
Come,  come»  I  ^m  a  King.  '  Mafters,  know  you  that  \ 

Gent.  You  are  a  Royal  one«  and  we  obey  ytm. 

Lear.  Then  there's  Hf^  io'^    Comi^,  and  y9U  get  i^ 
You  Ox^  get  it  by  running?  Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa..  [£4rJr. 

Gent. 
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Gent.  A  (ight  mod  pitiful  in  the  meaneft  wretcb» 
Pad  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.     Thou  haft  a  Daughter 
Who  redeems  Nature  from  the  general  curfe. 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 
Ed^.  Hai]>  gentle  Sir. 

Gcptt.  Sir*  (peed  you:  what's  your  will? 

£4£»  Do  you  hear  ought*   Sir,  of  a  Battel  toward. 

Gc9tt.  Moft  fure,  and  vulgar ; 
Every  one  hears  that,  which  can  diftinguiih  found. 

Edg.  But  by  your  favour  : 
How  Dear's  the  other  Army? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  difcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  vou.  Sir,  that's  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufe  is  here. 
Her  Army  is  mov'd  on.  [£;»>• 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me> 
Let  not  my  worfcr  Spirit  tempt  mc  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  Father. 

Glo.  Now  good  Sir,  what  are  you? 

Edg.  A  moft  poor  Man,  made  tame  to  Fortune's  blows. 
Who,  by  the  Art  of  known,  and  feeling  forrows* 
Am  pregnant  to  good  Pity.    Give  me  ypur  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks; 
The  bounty,  and  the  benizon  of  Heav'n 
To  boor,  and  boot. 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  A  proclaimed  prize ;  moft  happy ; 
That  Eyelets  Head  of  thine»  was  firft  framed  flefli 
To  raife  my  Fortunes.    Thou  old,  unhappy  Traitor, 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember :  the  Sword  is  out 
That  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  ftrenpth  enough  to'r. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  Peafanf, 
Dar*ft  thou  fupport  t  publiih'd  Traitor?  hence, 
Left  that  th'  infedion  of  his  Fortutv^  tA^ 
Like  bold  oa  thee.    Let  go  hi«  Sxxsxm  ^^ 
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Ed£.  Chill  not  let  go  Zir» 
Without  vurthcr  *cafion. 

Stev/.  Let  go.  Slave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

Edg.  Good  Gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor 
yolk  pafs :  and  'chud  ha*  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my,  Life, 
'twould  not  ha*  been  zo  long  as''tis»  by  a  vortnight.  Nay, 
come  not  near  th'  old  Man :  Keep  out  che  vor*ye»  or  ice 
try  whether  your  Coftard,  or  my  Ballow  be  the  harder; 
chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stev^.  Out  Dunghil. 

£^.  Child  pick  your  teeth  Zir :  come,  no  matter  vor 
your  foyns.  [Edgzr  kpocl^s  him  dvwn. 

Stew.  Slave  thou  haft  flain  me :  Villain,  takemyPurfe; 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  Body, 
And  give  the  Letters  which  thou  find'ft  about  me, 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glojtcr  :  feek  him  out 
Upon  the  EngUftf  Party,  Oh  untimely  death,  death—   [D/V/. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  Villain ; 
As  duteous  to  the  Vices  of  thy  Miftrefs, 
As  badnefs  would  defire. 

Glo,  What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  Father:  reft  you. 
Let's  fee  thefe  Pockets;  the  Letters  that  he  (peaks  of 
May  be  my  Friends  ••  he's  dead ;  I  am  only  forry 

He  had  no  other  Deathfman.     Let  us  fee 

By  your  leave,  gentle  wax,  and  manners— —  blame  usnotf 
To  know  our  Enemies  minds,  we  rip  their  Hearts, 
Their  Papers  are  njore  lawful. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

LE  T  our  reciprocal  Fiws  be  remembred.  Tqh  have  mOMj 
opportHnities  to  cut  him  off:  if  jour  will  want  noty  time 
M9fd  place  will  be  fruitfully  offered.  There  is  nothing  dew.  If 
he  return  the  Conquer  or ^  then  am  I  the  Prifoner^  and  his  BeOy 
my  Gaolf  from  the  loathed  warmth  whereof y  deliver  me^  and 
fupplj  the  place  of  our  Labour^ 

Tour  {Wifey  fo  I  would  fay)  affeSionoto 

Servant^  GonerilJ. 

Oh  indiftinguifti'd  fpace  of  Woman's  will  I 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  Husband's  Life, 

And  the  exchange  my  Brother :  here,  in  the  Sands 

Thcc 
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Thee  Til  rake  up^  the  Poft  unfan&ified 
Of  murtherousLetchers!  and  in  the  mature  tifne^ 
With  this  ungracious  Paper  ftrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-praAis*d  Duke:  for  him  *tis  well* 
That  of  thy  death,  and  bufinefs,  I  can  tell* 

<Sto.  The  King  is  mad ;  how  ftiff  is  my  vile  Senfd 
That  Iftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeUng 
Of  my  huge  Sorrows?  Better  I  were  diftrad; 
So  ihould  my  Thoughts  be  fever'd  from  nly  Griefs; 

iDrum  iifdr  0jfi 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginitions»  lofe 
The  Knowledge  of  thendfelves. 

Edf.  Give  me  your  hand : 
Far  off  methinks  I  heai*  the  Beaten  Druiit. 
Come,  Father,  I'll  beftoW  you  With  a  Friend.        [Eximn* 

SCENE     VI.     A  Chamher; 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent^  i4nd  GeniUman. 

,.  Or.  O  thou  good  Kent^  how  fhalllliveandwork 
To  match  thy  goodnefs?  My  Life  will  be  too  (bore. 
And  every  meafuf e  fail  me. 

Kmt.  To  be  acknowIedg*d  Madam  is  o'erpai^f' 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  truth, 
Kor  more,  nor  diptt  but  fa» 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited, 
Th^fe  w^eds  are  inenik>Hes  of  thofe  worfer  hours  i 
I  pretbee  put  them  off. 
.   Kent.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to  be  known  ihortens  my  made  intent, 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  notj 
'Till  timfej  tiA  I  think  meet.  . 
.  Cor.  Then  be*t  fo  my  good  Lord  : 
How  do's  the  King  ?  '-^"^ 

Gent.  Madam,  fleeps  ftilL 
.  Cor.  O  you  kind  gods  f 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  Nature^ 
Th'  untun'^d  and  jarring  Senfes,  O  wind  up« 
Of  this  Child-chdnged  Father. 

V4j^    V-  Hh  ^i»/i 
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Ccfjt.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
That  we  m^y  wake  the  King,  he  hath  flept  long  t 

Cor.  Be  governed  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
'I^'th*  fway  of  .your  own  will:  is  he  array'd? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  Chair^  carried  by  Servant s^ 

Gent.  Ay  Madam ;  in  the  heavinefs  of  fleep^ 
We  put  frefh  Garments  on  him^ 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him, 
I  doubt  not  of  his  Temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  Father,  Keftauration  hang 
Thy  Medicine  on  my  Hps,  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  Sifters 
Have  in  thy  Reverence  made. 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  Princefs  I 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  Father,  thcfe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.     Was  this  Face 
To  be  opposed  againft  the  jarring  winds  J 
Mine  Enemies  Dog,  though  he  had  bit  me, 
Should  have  ftoqd  that  Night  againft  my  fire  : 
And  waft  thou  fain,  poor  Father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  Swine  and  Rogues  forlorn, 
In  ihort,.  and  mufty  Straw?  alack,  alack, 
*Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  alL    He  wakes,  fpeak  to  him. 

Gent.  Madam,  do  you,  'tis  fitteft. 

Cor.  How  does  my  Royal  Lord  ? 
How  fares  your  Majefty? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o*th'  Grave; 
Thou  art  a  Soul  in  blifs,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  Lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  You  are  a  Spirit  I  know,  when  did  youdiei 

Cov.  Still,  ftill,  far  wider 

Cent.  He's  fcarce  awake, 
Let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been? 
Where  am  I?  fair  dav  light  ? 
I  am  mightily  abus'd ;  I  fliould  even  die  with  pity , 
To  fee  another  thus.    I  know  not  what  to  fay  ; 
I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  iny  hands ;  let^s  fef»  - 
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I  feel  this  Pin  prick,  would  I  were  affur'd 
Of  my  condition, 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me,  Sir, 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benedidion  o'er  me, 
You  muft  not  kneel. 

* 

Lear.  Pray  do  not  mock  me ; 
I  am  a  very  fooliHi  fond  old  Man, 
Fourfcore  and  upward. 

Not  an  hour  more,  nor  lefs :  And  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfeft  mind. 
Methinks  I  (hould  know  you«  and  know  this  Man, 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is>  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  thefe  Garments ;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  Night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me. 
For,  as  I  am  a  Man,  I  think  this  Lady 
To  be  my  Child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I  am ;  I  am— - 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  Yes  faith;  I  pray  you  weep  not. 
If  you  have  Poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it ; 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me,  for  your  Sifters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  not. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 

Kent.  In  your  own  Kingdom,  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Gent.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam,  the  great  rage 
You  fee  is  kill'd  in  him :  defire  him  to  go  in, 
Trouble  him  no  more  'till  further  fettling. 

Cor.  Will't  pleafe  your  Highncfs  walk? 

Ltar.  You  muft  bear  with  me; 
Pray  you  now  forget,  and  forgive, 
I  am  old  a^d  fooliih.  ilExefMi 
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ACT     V.     S  C  E 

SCENE    JCamp. 

Enter  Bafiardy  Regan,  Gentkmcni  and'SoUUrs. 

Baft.  ly^Now  of  the  Duke  if  his  laft  purpofehold* 
JX,  Or  whether  (ince  he  is  advis'd  by  ought 
To  change  thecourfe;  he's  full  of  alteration. 
And  felf  reproving ;  bring  his  corftant  pleafure. 
Reg.  Our  Sifter's  Man  is  certainly  mifcarried* 
Ba(l.  'Tis  to  be  doubted*  Madaoa.  i 

Reg.  Now  fweet  Lord, 
You  know  the  goodnefs  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  love  my  Sifter? 
Bdft.  In  honoured  Love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  Brother's  way. 
To  tne  fore-fended  place? 

Bafi.  No  by  mine  Honour,  Madam* 
Reg.  I  never  ftiall  endure  her;  dear  my  Lord^ 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 
Bdfi.  Fear  not,  ftie  and  the  Duke  her  Husband—— 

Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  and  Spldiirs^ 
jllb.  Our  very  loving  Sifter,  well  be  met: 
Sir,  this  I  heard,  the  King  is  come  to  his  Daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  State 
Forc'd  to  cry  out. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reafon*d? 
Gon.  Combine  together  *gainft  the  Enemy : 
For  thefe  Domeftick,  and  particular  Broils, 
Are  not  the  queftion  here. 

M.  Let's  then  determine  with  th' iocieot  of  Wtf 
On  our  proceeding. 
Reg.  Sifter,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 
Con.  No« 

Reg,  *Tis  moft  convenient,  pray  go  with  us* 
fiiff.  Ob,  ho,  I  know  the  Riddle^  I  will  go.      [Ex(9^* 
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Manet  Albany.     Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  If  e'er  youc  Gracef  had  Speech  with  Man  fo  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

jllb.  I'll  overtake  you,  fpeak. 

Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  Battel,  ope  this  Letter: 
If  you  have  Viftory,  let  the  Trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  feem, 
I  can  produce  a  Champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  mifcarry* 
Your  buGnefs  of  the  World  hath  fo  an  end. 
And  machination  ceafes.  Fortune  loves  you. 

jlUf.  Stay  'till  I  have  read  the  Letter. 

Edg.  I  was  forbid  ir. 
When  time  fliall  ferve,  let  but  the  Herald  cry. 
And  III  appear  again.  [Exitm 

Mb.  Why  fare  thee  well,  I  will  o*erlook  thy  Paper* 

Enter  Bajidrd. 

Bafl.  The  Enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers. 
Here  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces. 
By  diligent  difcovery,  but  your  hafte 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Mb.  We  will  greet  the  time.  [Exiu 

Bafi.  To  both  thefe  Sifters  have  I  fworn  my  love : 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  Adder.     Which  of  them  (hall  I  take? 
Both?  One?  Or  neither?  Neither  can  be  cnjoy*d» 
If  both  remain  alive:  To  take  the  Widow> 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  Sifter  GpneriU^ 
And  hardly  (hall  I  carry  out  my  (ide, 
Her  Husband  being  alive.  Now  then,  we*ll  ufe 
His  countenance  for  the  Battel,  which  being  done, 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  o£F.     As  for  the  mercy 
MTbich  he  intends  to  Lear^  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  Battel  done,  and  they  within  our  power; 
Shall  never  fee  his  pardon :  for  my  ftate, 
ftands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [^Bxit. 
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SCENE     II.     A  Field, 

jilarnm  within.     Enter  with  Drum  and  Colonrs^  Lcar^ 
Cordelia,  and  Soldiers^  over  the  Stage^  and  Exeunt. , 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glofler* 

Edg.  Merc  Father,  take  the  Ihadow  of  this  Tree 
For  your  good  Hoft;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive; 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
rU  bring  you  comfort. 

Ck.  (Srace  be  with  you.  Sir.  [Exiu 

{/ilarum  and  Retreat  within* 
Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  old  Man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away ; 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  Daughter  ta*en. 
Give  me  thy  hand.    Come  on. 

do.  No  further  Sir,  a  Man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  Men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither, 
Ripenefs  is  all,  come  on. 

do.  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt,, 

SCENE     III.     A  Camp. 

Enter  Bafiard^   Lear  and  Cordelia   as  Prifoners^    Selditrty 

Captain. 
^  Safi.  Some  Officers  take  them  away ;  good  Guard, 
Until  their  greater  pleafures  firft  be  known 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We  arc  not  the  firft, 
Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurred  the  worft : 
For  thee,  opprefled  Kins,  I  am  caft  down. 
My  felf  could  elfe  out-lrown  falfe  Fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  Daughters,  and  thcfc  Siftersi 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no;  come  let's  away  to  Prifon; 
We  two  alone  will  fing  like  Birds  i'th'  Cage : 
When  thou  do'fl;  ask  me  blefting,  I'll  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  thee  forgivenefs ;  So  we'll  Iivc» 
And  Pray,  and  Sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  Butterflies:  and  hear  poor  Rogues 

"'  ^'    "  ~  Talk 


S^ng  Lean  ^S4l 

Talk  of  Court  News,  and  w^'U  talk  with  them  too. 

Who  lofes,  and  who  wins;  who's  in,  who's  out « 

And  take  upon's  the  myftery  of  thing«. 

As  if  we  were  God's  fpies.    And  we'll  wear  out 

In  a  wall'dPrifon,  packs  and  feds  of  great  ones  '1  . 

That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  Moon. 

B^T?.  Take  them  away. 

Lear*  Upon  fuch  facrifices,  my  Cordelia^ 
The  Gods  themfelvcs  throw  incenfe.  Have  I  caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us,  (hall  bring  a  Brand: from  HeavX 
And  fire  us  hencet  like  Foxes;  wipe  thine  Eye, 
The  good  Years  fhall  devour  them,  flelh  and  fell. 
E'er  they  Ihall  make  us  weep  ? 
We'll  fee  *em  ftarv'd  firft :  Come.  l^xit, 

Bafi.  Come  hither  Captain,  hark.  [jVhifpcring^ 

Take  thou  this  Note,  go  follow  them  to  Prifon, 
One  ftep  I  have  advanced" thee,  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftrufts  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way"    > 
To  noble  Fortunes ;  know  thou  this,  that  Men 
Are  as  the  time  is;  to  be  tender  minded 
Do's  not  become  a  Sword;  thy  great  Imploymcnt 
Will  not  bear  queftion;  either  fay  thou'lt  do't. 
Or  thrive  by  other  means, 

Capu  rildo'r,  my  Lord. 

Bajt.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thou'ft  done* 

Mark,  I  fay, r'inftantly,  and  carry  itfo 

As  I  have  fet  it  down.  [Exit  Captaifh 

Enter  Albany,  Goncrill,  Regan,  a»d  Soldiers. 

^IL  Sir,  you  have  fliew'd  to  day  yoiir  valiant  ftrain 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  You  have  the  Captive 
Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  Day's  ftrife: 
I  do  require  them  of  you,  fo  to  ufe  thena,  i 

As  we  fliall  find  their  Merits,  and  our  fafcty 
May  equally  determine. 

Bafi.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fir, 
To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King  to  fome  retention ; 
Whofe  Age  had  Charms  in  it,  whofe  Title  miore. 
To  pluck  the  common  Bofom  on  this  fide. 
And  turn  our  impreft  Launccs  in  our  Eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  fent  the  Queen 

-         -      Hh  ^  ^?n. 
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My  reafoD  all  the  fanie»  and  they  are  ready 
To  morrow^  o|r  at  further  fpace»  fappear 
Where  you  (hail  hold  your  Seffion. 

jtlt.  Sir,  by  your  Patience. 
I  hold  you  but  a  Subjed  of  thi$  War» 
Not  as  a  Brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methinks  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded 
E'er  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.    He  led  our  Powers, 
Bore  the  Commiffion  of  my  Place  and  Perfon, 
The  which  immediacy  may  well  fi^nd  up. 
And  call  it  felf  your  Brother* 

Goft.  Not  fo  hot ; 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  bimfeU^ 
More  than  in  your  Addition. 

Iteg.  In  my  Rights, 
By  mc  invefted,  he  compeers  the  beft* 

^/^.  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  fhould  Husband  you* 

Reg.  Jefters  do  oft  prove  Prophets. 

Con.  Holla,  holla. 
That  Eye  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a-fquint. 

Reg,  Lady  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  fhould  anfwer 
From  a  full  flowing  Stc^ach.    General, 
Take  thou  my  SoldW^^  Prifoners,  Patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me,  the  Walls  are  thine: 
Witnefs  the  World,  that  I  create  thee  here, 
Afy  Lord,  and  Matter. 

G0fi.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him? 

jM.  The  lett  abne  lyes  not  in  your  good  Willf 

Bafi.  Nor  in  thine.  Lord. 

.M.  Half^blooded  Fellow,  yes» 

Rfg.  Let  the  Drum  (Irike,  and  prove  my  Title  tbine. 

^^.  Stay  y et»  bear  reafon :  EJ^mnd^  I  arreft  thee 
Oii  capital  Treafbn ;  and  in  thy  arreft. 
This  gilded  Strpent :  For  your  claim,  fair  Sifter, 
I  bare  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  Wife, 
'Tis  flie  is  fubrcontraded  to  this  Lord, 
And  I  her  Husband  contradid  your  Banes* 
Jf  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  flse^ 
My  Lady  is  befpofee. 
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Com.  An  Enterlude. 

^/^.  Thou  art  armed,  Glofi^r,  let  the  Trumpet  foutxl  s 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  Perfon, 
Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  many  Treafbns, 
There  is  my  Pledge:  I'll  make  it  on  thy  Heart 
E'er  I  tafte  Breaol  thou  art  in  nothing  le(s 
Than  I  have  here  proclaimed  thee. 

Jieg»  Sick,  O  fick' 

GoM.  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  truft  Medicine.  {^Afidu 

Bafi.  There's  my  exchange^  what  in  the  World  he  is 
That  names  me  Traitor,  Villain-Uke  he  lies. 
Call  by  the  Trumpet ;  he  that  dares  approach ; 
On  him>  on  you,  who  not,  I  will  mAintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Enter  a  Uersld. 

jiW.  A  Heralds  ho. 
Yruft  to  thy  fingle  Virtues,  for  thy  Soldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  Name,  have  in  my  Name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  My  Sicknefe  grows  upon  me. 

jilb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  Tent.[£;r// R^» 
Come  hither^  Herald»  let  the  Trumpet  found. 
And  read  out  this.  [A  Trnmfet  fiupuU. 

Herald  reads. 

IF  My  Man  9f  quality  or  degree  within  the  Lijis  of  the 
Armj^  will  maintain  upon  Edmund  fuppojed  Earl  of 
Glofter,  that  hi  is  a  manifold  Traitor^  let  him  appear  by 
the  third  found  of  the  Trumpet :  He  is  bold  in  his  dc'^ 
fence.  i  Trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  %  Trsempet. 

Her.  Again.  j  Trumpet. 

[Trtmpes  anfwers  him  within. 

Enter  Edgar  armed. 

jilb.  Ask  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  Call  o'th'  Trumpet. 

Her.  What  arc  you  ? 
Your  Name,  your  Quality^  and  why  you  anfwer 
This  prefent  Summons} 

Edg.  Know,  mv  Name  is  loft 
By  Jreafons  Tooth;  B4re*guawP9  and  Caoker*bitj 
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Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  Adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

uilif.  Which  is  that  Advcrrary  ? 

Ed^.  What's  he  that  fpeaks  for  EdmHndlS,tr\  ofGlofiert 

B^.  Himfelf,  what  fay 'ft  thou  to  him? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  Sword. 
That  if  my  Speech  ofFtnd  a  noble  Heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  Juftice,  here  is  mine : 
Behold  it  is  my  Privilege, 
The  Privilege  of  mine  Honours, 
My  Oath,  and  my  Profeffion.     I  protcft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  ejninence, 
Defpight  thy  Vidor-Sword,  and  fire-new  Fortune, 
Thy  Valour,  and  thy  H^art,  thou  art  a  Traitor: 
Falfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  Brother,  and  thy  Father, 
Confpirant  'gainft  this  high  illuftrious  Prince, 
And  from  th'  extreameft  upward  of  thy  Head, 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 
A  moft  Toad-fpotted  Traitor.     Say  thou  no, 
ThisiSword,  this  Arm,  and  my  beft  Spirits  arc  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  Heart,  whereto  I  fpeak. 
Thou  lyeft. 

Baft.  In  wifdom  I  (hould  a  >k  thy  name. 
But  fince  thy  Out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike. 
And  that  thy  Tongue,  fome  fay,  of  breeding  breaths, 
What  fafe,  and  nicely  I  might  wtH  delay. 
By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  I  difdain  and  fpurn  : 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  Treafons  to  thy  Head, 
With  the  Hell-hated  Lie,  overwhelm  thy  Heart, 
Which  for  they  yet  glance  by,   and  fcarccly  bruife, 
This  Sword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inftant  way, 
\Vherc  they  (hall  reft  for  ever.     Trumpets  fpeak. 

^Ib.  Save  him,  fave  him.  [jiUrum^  l^lhu 

Gon.  This  is  pra&ice,  Gloftert 
By  th*Law  of  War,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  Oppofitej  thou  art  not  vanquifti'd. 
But  cozen'd,  and  beguil'd, 

jilb.  Shut  your  Mouth,  Dame, 
Or  with  this  Paper  (hall  I  ftop  it;  hold,  Sir, 
Thou  worfe  than  any  Name,  read  thine  owii  cvill 
No  tearing  Lady,  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gw. 
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G9H.  Say  if  I  do,  the  La^s  are  mine,  not  thine, 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ?  [£Ar//, 

^Ik  Moft  monftrous!  O,  know'ft  thou  this  Paper? 

Bafi.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 

j4lh.  Go  after  her,  flie's  defperate>  govern  her. 

Bafi.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  have  I  done. 
And  more,  much  more;  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
^Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I :  But  what  art  chou 
That  haft  this  Fortune  on  me?  If  thou'rt  Noble,  .     . 

I  do  forgive  thee. 

EJg.  Let's  exchange  Charity: 
I  am  no  lefs  in  Blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund;  .   . . 

If  more,  the  more  thou*ft  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar^  and  thy  Fatner*$  Son, 
The  Gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  \icts 
Mike  Inftruments  to  plague  us: 
The  dark  and  virious  Place,'  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  Eyes. 

Bafi.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true. 
The  Wheel  is  come  full  Circle,  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought  thy  very  Gate  did  prophefie    ^ 
A  Royal  Noblenefs;  I  muft  embrace  thee, 
tet  Sorrow  fplit  my  Heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  Father. 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince,  I  know't. 

Mb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  felf  ? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  Father? 

Edg.  By  nurfing  them,  my  Lord.     Lift  a  brief  tale. 
And  when  'tis  told,  O  that  my  Heart  would  burft.  , 
The  bloody  Proclamation  to  efcape 
That  followed  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives  fweetnefs ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  Death  would  hourly  die. 
Rather  than  die  at  once,)  taught  me  to  fliift 
Into  a  Mad-man's  rags,  t'affume  a  femblance 
That  very  Dogs  difdain^d:  And  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  Father  with  his  bleeding  Rings, 
Their  precious  Stones  new  loft;  became  his  Guide, 
Led  him,  beg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpair, 
Never,  (O  fault,)  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him. 
Until  fome  half  hour  paft,  whep  I  was  arm'd. 
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Not  fure,  though  hoping  of  this  good  Succefi,' 
I  ask'd  his  Blefling,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  our  Pilgrimage.    But  his  flaw'd  Heart 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflift  to  fupport, 
^wixt  two  extreams  of  Paffion,  Joy  and  @rief» 
Burft  fmilingly. 

Bafi.  This  Speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me. 
And  fhall  perchance  do  good»  but  fpeak  you  on> 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

^k.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in* 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diifolve. 
Hearing  of  this* 

Effter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Help,  Help!  O  help! 

^^^.  What  kind  of  help? 

Atb.  Speak  Man. 

Edg.  What  means  this  bloody  Knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks,  it  came  even  from  the  Heart 
Of O  (he's  dead. 

jilb.  Who*?  dead?  Speak  Man. 

Gent.  Your  Lady,  Sir^  your  Lady;  and  her  Sifter 
By  her  is  poifon'd  j  *  (he  confelfes  it. 

Bafi.  I  was  contraded  to  tl^em  both^  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftanr. 

Edg.  Here  comes  ^^p»^ 

Enter  Kent. 

jilb.  Produce  the  Bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead. 

[Gonerill  and  Regan'i  Bodies  brote^t  em* 
This  judgment  of  the  Heavens,  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pity,     O !  is  this  (he? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  coipplement 
Which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent*  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  Mafter  aye  good  Nighty 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

^Ib.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot. 
Speak  Edmund,  whereas  the  King?  and  where's  C^rdiliai 
Secft  thou  this  Objed,  Kent  ? 

Kent.  Ala(jc,  why  thus  ? 

Ba/f.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd : 

Thf 
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The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake» 
And  after,  flew  ber  felf. 
j4lb.  Even  fo;  cover  their  Faces. 
Bafi.  I  pant  for  life ;  fome  good  I  mean  to  do 
Defpieht  of  mine  own  Nature.    Quickly  fend* 
Be  brief  in  it,  to  th*  Caftle,  for  my  Writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lesr^  and  Ordelis  : 
Nay>  fend  in  time. 
jilt.  Run,  run,  O  run 

Edg.  To  wh(Hn,  my  Lord?  who  has  the  Office! 
Send  thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Bsfi.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  Sword» 
Give  it  the  Gaptain— 
-£dg.  Haftc  thee  for  thy  Life. 
Bafi.  He  hath  Commiffion  from  thy  Wife  and  me^ 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  Prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  defpair» 
That  (he  fore-did  her  felf. 

jilbm  The  Gods  defend  her,  bear  him  hence  a  while^ 
Enter  Lear  with  Cordelia  dead  in  his  Arms. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl O  you  are  Men  of  Stones» 

Had  I  your  Tongues  and  Eyes,  Td  ufe  them  fo. 
That  Heav*ns  Vault  fhould  crack;  (he's  gone  for  ever. 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives. 
She's  dead  as  Earth :  Lend  me  a  Looking-Glafe» 
If  that  her  breath  will  mifl  or  ftain  the  Stone* 
Why  then  flie  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promised  end? 
Ed^.  Or  image  of  that  horror. 
ji^.  Fall  and  ceafe. 

Lear.  This  Feather  ftirs,  (he  lives;  if  it  be  fo. 
It  is  a  chance  which  do*s  redeem  all  forrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 
.    Kent.  Oh  my  good  Mafter. 

Lear.  Prethee  away 

Edg.  'Tis  poble  Kent  jrour  Friend. 
Lear.  A  plague  upon  you  Murthercrs,  Traitors  all, 
1  might  have  fav'd  her,  now  (he's  gone  for  ever : 

Cordelia,  Cordelia^  ftay  a  little.    Ha ! 

What  is*t  thou  fay 'ft?  her  Voice  was  ever  fofr* 
Gentle,  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  Woman. 
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I  kiird  the  Slave  that  was^  a  hanging  thee& 

Gcntw  'Tis  true,  my  Lords,  he  did« 

Ijedr.  Did  I  not,  Fellow? 
I  hive  feentheday,  with  my  good  biting  Faulchion 
I  would  havq  made  him  ski{> :  I  am  old  now. 
And  thefe  fame  crofles  fpoil  me.    Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  Byes  are  none  o'th'beft.  Til  tell  you  ftraighr. 

Kent.  If  Fortune  brag  of  two,  fhe  lov'd  and  hatedf 
Oiie  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  This  is  a  dull  fight,  are  you  not  Kent  F 

Kent*  The  fame;  your  Servant  Kent^ 
Where  is  your  Servant  Cains  f 

Lear.  He's  a  good  Fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that. 
He'll  ftrike,  and  quickly  too,  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  ,No,  my  good  Lord,  I  am  the  very  Man. 

Lear.  Til  fee  that  fti  aight. 

Kent^  That  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay. 
Have  foUow'd  your  fad,  fteps - 

Le0r.  You  are  welcome  hirher. 

Kent.  Nor  no  Man  clfe;  all's  cheerlefs,  dark>  and  deadly: 
Your  eldeft  Daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves. 
And  defperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  fo  I  thiiik* 

jiiy.  He  knows  not  what  he  fays,  and  vain  is  it 
That  we  prefcnt  us  to  him. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Edg.  Very  bootkfs. 

Mef.  Edn^nd  is  dead,  my  Lord. 

jilb.  That's  but  a  trifle. here: 
You  Lords  and  noble  Friends  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  ^rea^t.  decay  may  come, 
,Shall  be  apply'd.   For  u?,  we  will  refign, 
During  the  life  of  this  eld  Majefty, 
To  him  our  abfolute  Power;  you  to  your  Rights,   [7iEdg« 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  Honours 
*Have  more  than  merited.     All  Friends  (hall 
Tafte  the  wages  of  their  Virtue,  and  all  Foes 
To  Cup  of  their  defervings:  O  fee,  fee-— 

Lear.  And  my  poor  Fool  is  hang'd:  No,  no,  no  life! 
Why  ihould  a  T^og^  a.  Horfe,  a  Rat  have  lifc^ 

And 
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And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  Thou*lt  come  no  more* 

Never,  never,  never,  never,  never—— 

Pray  you  undo  this  Button.    Thank  you,  Sir, 

Do  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  Lips, 

Look  there,  look  there.  [flif  dies. 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  Lord. 

KcHt.  Break  Heart,  I  prethee  break. 

Edg.  Look  to  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  Ghoft,  O  let  him  pafs;  he  hates  him^ 
That  would  upon  thcrack  of  this  tough  World 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg,  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  fo  long. 
He  but  ufurpt  his  Life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  Bufine(s 
Is  general  woe:  Friends  of  my  Soul,  you  'twain. 
Rule  in  this  Realm,  and  the  gor'd  State  fuftain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  Journey,  Sir,  fhortly  to  go. 
My  Mafter  calls  me,  I  muft  not  fay  'no.  [Ditu 

Edg.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey, 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay; 
The  oldefThath  born  moft,  we  that  are  young. 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  (o  long. 

{Exeunt  with  4  diadMarelu 
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Flriated  in  the  Year  1709. 
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DUK  E  of  Venice, 
Brabantio,  a  noble  Venetian. 
Gratiano,  Brother  to  Brabantid. 
Lodoyico,  Kinfmsm  to  Brabantio  and  Gratiano. 
Othello,  the  Moor^  General  for  the  Venetians  in 
Cyprus. 

Caifio,  his  Lieutenant 'General. 
Jago,  Standard-bearer  to  Othello. 

Rodorigo,  afooUJh  Gentleman^  in  Love  with  Def- 
demona. 

Montano,  the  Moor^s  Tredeceffor  in  the  Govern- 
ment of  Gyprus. 

Chwn^  Servant  /#  the  Moor. 

Herald. 

Defdemona,  'Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife  to  , 
Othello.  \ 

Emilia,  /S^/^  Jago. 
Bianca,  a  Curtezan,  Mijirefs  to  Caffio. 
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Attendants, 
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ACT!    SCENE L 

SCENE   Venice. 
Enter  Rodorigo  and  Jago. 

R  O  DO  R  I  G  0. 
EVER  tell  me,  I  take  it  very  unkindly; 
That  thou,  JitgOt  who  hafl  had  my  Purf^' 
As  if  the  Strings  were  thine, 
Shouldft  know  of  this. 
J*go.  But  you'll  not  hear  ine.       ^or  me." 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  Matter,  ab-; 
'     Xtd,  Thou  toldli  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 
J*g».  Defpife  me 
If  I  do  not.    Three  great  ones  of  the  City, 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lieutenant, 
Oft'  C^'i  to  him:  And  by  the  faith  of  Man 
1  iinow  my  Price,  X  am  worth  no  worft  a  PlaceJ 
Voi,  Y.  li  i        "  ^MS. 
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But  he,  as  loving  his  own  Pride  and  Purpofesr 

Evades  thein»  with  a  bumbaft  Circumftance, 

Horribly  ftuft  with  Epithets  of  War; 

Non-fuits  my  Mediators ;   for  certes,  fays  he, 

I  have  already  chofe  my  Officer.     And  what  was  he  I 

Forfooth,  a  great  Arithmetician, 

One  Michdel  Cafjioj  a  Florentine^ 

A  Fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  Wife, 

That  never  fet  a  Squadron  in  the  Field, 

Nor  the  divifion  of  a  Battel  knows 

More  than  a  Spinfter,  unlefs  the  Bookifh  Theoridr, 

Wherein  the  Tongued  Confuls  can  propofe 

As  mafterly  as  he;  meer  prattle,  without  pradice. 

Is  all  his  Soldierihip.     But  he, Sir,  hadth'  Hle&ion ; 

And  I,  of  whom  his  Eyes  had  feen  the'proof 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  others  Grounds 

Chnftian,  and  Heathen,  muflbebe-lee'd,  andcalm'd 

By  Debitor,  and  Creditor.     This  Counter-cafter* 

He,  in  good  time,  muft  his  Lieutenant  be. 

And  I,  Sir,  blefs  the  mark,  his  Moor-fhip*s  Ancient, 

Rod.  By  Heav'n,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  Hangmaa, 

yago.  Why  there's  no  remedy,  'tis  the  curfe  of  Service; 
Preferment  goes  by  Letter,  and  Affc<Sion, 
And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  Heir  toth*  firft.  Now,  Sir,  be  Judge  your  felf> 
Whether  I  in  any  ; aft  term  am  Affin'd 
To  love  the  Moor  i 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

Jago.  O,  Sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  Mafters,  nor  all  Matters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.     You  fliall  mark 
Many  a  dutious  and  knee-crooking  K-^ave, 
Thati  doting  on  his  own  obfequious  Bondage,^ 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  Matter's  Afs,' 
For  nought  but  Provender,  and  when  he*s  old,  Ca(heer'd{ 
Whip  me  fuch  honett  Knaves.     Others  there  arc 
Who  trimm'd  in  Forms,  and  Vifages  of  Duty, 
Keep  yet  their  Hearts  attending  on  themfelves; 
And  throwing  but  ihows  of  Service  on  their  Loidu 
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Do  well  tliriye  by  them;  and  when  they  have  lio'd  their 

(Coats, 
Do  themfelves  Homage.    Thefe  Fellows  have  fome  SouJ, 
And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  felf.    For,  Sir, 
It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Rodorigo^ 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  Jaoo  : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  ijelh 
Heav'n  is  my  Judge,  not  I,  for  Love  and  Duty, 
But  feeming  {o»  for  my  peculiar  end: 
For  when  my  outward  Aftion  doth  demonftrate 
The  native  kdt  and. Figure  of  my  Heart  , 

In  Complement  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  Heart  upon  my  Sleeve, 
For  Daws  to  peck  at ;  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  full  Fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe 
If  he  can  carry't  thus  i 

Jago.  Call  up  her  Father^ 
Roufe  him,  make  after  him,  poifon  his  Delight. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  Streets,  incenfe  her  Kinfmen, 
And  tho'  he  in  a  fertile  Climate  dwell. 
Plague  him  with  Flies :  Tho*that  his  Joy  be  Joy,' 
Yet  throw  fuch  Chances  of  Vexation  bn*t. 
As  it  may  lofe  fome  Colour, 

Rod.  Here  is  her  Father's  Houfe,  Til  call  aloud. 

Jago.  Do,  with  like  timorous  Accent,  and  dire  yell. 
As  when,  by  Night  and  Negligence,  the  Fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod^VJ mi  ho \  Brahamiol  %\^n\oxBrab4ntio!\io\ 

Jago.  Awake  !  what  ho  !  Brabanth  !  Thieves,  Thieves  1 
Look  to  your  Houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags  j 
Thieves !  Thieves ! 

Enter  Brabantio  ^^cv^. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  Summons  f 
What  is  the  Matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  Family  within? 

y^go.  Are  your  Doors  lock'd? 

Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  f 

Jago.  Sir,  you're  robb'd;  for  Ihame  put  on  your  Gown, 

Your  Heart  is  burft,  you  have  loft  half  your  Soul  j 

Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  Ram 

1$  Tupping  your  white  Ewe.    Arife,  arife, 

li  5  W^^ 
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Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  with  the  Bell, 
Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  ipake  a  Grandfire  of  you. 
Arifc  I  fay. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  Wits  ? 

JioJ.  Moft  Reverend  Signior,  do  you  know  my  Voice? 

Bra.  Not  I ;  what  are  you? 

Hod.  My  Name  is  Rodorigo. 

Bra.  The  worfer  welcome; 
I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  Doors  : 
In  honeft  plainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
My  Daughter  is  not  for  thee.    And  now  m  Madnefs» 
Being  full  of  Supper,  and  diftempering  draughts,. 
Upon  malicious  Knavery,  doft  thou  come 
fTo  ftart  my  quier. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir 

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure. 
My  Spirits  and  my  Place  have  in  their  Power 
To  makf'  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tellft  thou  me  of  Robbing  ?  This  is  ViMk$\ 
My  Houfe  is  not  a  Grange, 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabantioy 
In  fimplc  and  pure  Sou!,  I  come  to  you. 

Jago.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe  that  will  not  ferve  God, 
if  the  Devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come  to  do  you  Sewicct 
and  you  think  we  are  Ruffians,  you'll  have  your  Daugh- 
ter cover'd  with  a  Barbary  Horfe,  you'll  have  your  N^ 
phews  neigh  to  you,  you'U  have  Courfers  for  Coufins^  and 
Gennets  for  Germans. 

Bra.  What  profane  Wretch  art  thou  ? 

Jago.  I  am  one.  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  Daugh- 
ter and  the  Moor  are  making  the  Beaft  with  two  Backs. 

Bra.  Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Jago.  You  are  a  Senator, 

Bra.  This  thou  flialt  anfwer.     I  know  xiitt,  R9JUrig$. 

Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing,    Qut  I  befeecb  you, 
IPt  be  your  pleafure,  and  moft  wife  confent. 
As  partly  I  find  it  is,  that  your  fair  Daughter, 
At  this  odd  Even  and  dull  Watch  o'th'  Night* 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  or  better  guard, 
||ut  ^ith  a  K[nave  of  (o^unon  hirci  a  GundMkr'^ 
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To  the  grofi  clafps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor : 

If  this  be  koowB  to  you,  and  your  AUowance» 

We  then  have  dooe  you  bold  and  fawcy  Wroag& 

But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me. 

We  have  your  wrong  Kebuke.    Do  not  believe 

That  from  the  fenf^  of  all  Civility, 

I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence* 

Your  Daughter,  if  you  have  not  given  her  leaver 

I  fay  again^  hath  made  a  grofs  Revolt, 

Tying  her  Duty,  Beauty^  Wit,  and  Fortunes 

In  ao  extravagant,  and  wheeling  Strangei. 

Of  here  and  every  where;  ftraight  fatisfie your felf» 

If  (he  be  in  your  Chamber,  or  your  Houle> 

Let  looTe  on  me  the  Juftice  of  the  State 

For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  Tinder,  ho ! 
Give  me  a  Taper— —call  up  all  my  People,*^* 
This  Accident  is  not  unlike  my  Dream, 
Belief  of  it  opprefles  me  alreaay. 
Light,  I  fay,  light  I 

jago.  Farcwel ;  for  I  muft  leave  you^ 
It  feems  not  meet,  not  wholfome  to  my  place 
To  be  produc'd>  as  if  I  ftay,  I  (hall, 
Againft  the  Moor*    For  I  do  know  the  State» 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  checl^ 
Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him.    For  he's  embark'd 
With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  Cjfrns  Wars, 
Which  even  now  ftands  in  Ad,  that  for  their  Soub,^ 
Another  of  his  f«dom»  they  have  none. 
To  lead  their  Bufinefs.    In  which  regafd, 
Tho'  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  HelFs  Pains,^ 
Yet,  for  neceflity  of  prefent  Life^ 
I  muft  (hew  out  a  Flag,  and  iign  of  Love, 
Which  is  indeed  hut  (ign  :  that  you  (hall  furcly  find  him^ 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  raifed  Search  ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So  farewel.  [Exiu 

Enter  Brabantio  in  his  Night'^au/ft,  with  Serfdoms  aHdTirrAu% 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  Evil.    Gone  (he  is. 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time. 
Is  naught  but  bitternefs.     Now,  RoJ§rigOf 
Where  didft  thou  fee  her  i  Qh  imfaippy  Girl  I 


* 
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With  the  Moor  faift  thou  ?  Who  would  be  a  Father  i 
How  didft  thou  know  'twas  ihe?  Oh  (he  deceives  me 
Pad  thought— —what  faid  (he  to  you  ?  Get  more  Tapers--^ 
Kaife  all  my  Kindred-— Are  they  Married,  think  ypu{  . 

Rod.  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  Oh  Heav'n  !  how  got  (he  out  ? 
Oh  Treafon  of  my  Blood  / 
Fathers,  from  hence  truft  not  your  Daughters  Minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  Ad.     Are  there  not  Charms, 
By  which  the  property  of  Youth  and  Maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  \  Have  you  not  read,  Rod^rigtiM 
Of  fome  fuch  thing  ? 

Rod.    Yes,  Sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  Brothers ;  oh  would  you  had  had  her  1 
Some  one  way,  fome  another-— Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her,  and  the  Moor  ? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  difcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  Guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on.    At  every  Houfe  Til  call, 
X  may  command  at  moft,  get  Weapons,  hoa  I 
And  raife  fome  fpecial  Officers  of  might : 
Qn^  good  Rodorigo,  I  will  defer ve  your  Pains.         [Exiimt. 

S  G  E  N  E    II.     The  Street. 

m 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  Attendants^  with  Torches. 

Jago.  Tho*  in  the  Trade  of  War  IhaveflainMeo, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  fluff  o'th'  Confcience 
To  do  no  contriv*d  Murder :  I  take  iniquity 
Sometime  to  do  me  Service.     Nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  ];iive  yerk*d  him  here  under  the  Rib. 

Oth.  *Tis  better  as  it  is. 

y^go.  Nay,  but  he  prated. 
And  (poke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  Terms 
Againft  your  Honour,  that  with  the  little  Godlinefs  I  havf| 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
'Are  you  faft  Married?  Be  a(rur'd  of  this, 
iThat  the  Magnifico  is  much  belov'd, 
'And  hath  in  his  effed  a  Voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  Duke*s:  He  will  divorce  you. 
pr  put  upon  youji  what  Keftraint  or  Grievance, 
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The  Law^  with  al)  his  might  to  enforce  it  on| 
Will  give  him  Cable; 

0th.  Let  hhn  do  his  fpight : 
My  Services,  which  I  have  done  the  Signory,^ 
Shall  out*toDgue  his  Complaints*    'Tis  yet  to  know^ 
Which,  when  I  know  that  boafting  is  an  Honour^ 
I  (hall  promulgate.    I  fetch  my  Life  and  Beings 
From  Men  of  Royal  Siege  ;  and  my  Demerits 
May  fpeak>  unbonnetted,  to  as  proqd  a  Fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd.     For  know,  Jago^ 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Defdemona^ 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  Condition 
Put  into  Circumfcription  and  Confine, 
For  the  Seas  worth.     But  look  \  what  Lights  come  yond  ? 

Enter  Caffio  with  Torches. 

Jago,  Thofe  are  the  raifed  Father,  and  hisFriends^^ 
You  were  beft  go  in. 

0th.  Not  I ;  I  muft  be  found. 
My  Parts,  my  Title,  and  my  perfed  Soul 
Shall  manifeft  me  rightly.     Is  it  they? 

Jago.  By  Janusy  I  think  no. 

0th.  The  Servants  of  the  Duke^  and  my  Lieutenant : 
The  Goodnefs  of  the  Night  upon  you.  Friends, 
What  is  the  News  ? 

Caf.  The  Duke  does  greet  you.  General, 
And  he  requires  your  bafte^  Poft-hafte  appearance. 
Even  on  the  inftant. 

Oth.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Cf/  Something  from  Cyprus ^  as  I  may  divine: 
It  is  a  Bufinefs  of  fome  hear.    The  Gallics 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  MefTengers 
This  very  Night,  at  one  anothers  Heels : 
And  mariy  of  the  Gonfuls,  raised  and  met. 
Are  at  the  Duke's  already.     You  have  been  hotly  call'd  for. 
When  being  not  at  your  Lodging  to  be  found. 
The  Senate  hath  fent  about  three  feveral^Qaefts, 
To  fearch  you  out. 

Oth.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you : 
I  will  but  fpend  a  word  here  in  the  Houfe, 
^nd  go  with  you.  \Exh  Othello. 
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Caf.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  i 

J^£o.  Faith,  he  toNighthathboordedaLandCarraCy 
If  it  prove  lawful  Prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 

Caf.  I  do  not  underftaod. 

Jago.  He's  married. 

Caf.  To  whom  ? 

3^^^^.  Marry  to Come,  Captain,  will  you  go  { 

Enter  Othello. 

0th.  Have  with  you. 

Caf.  Here  comes  another  Troop  to  feek  for  youJ 

Enter  Brabantio,  Rodorigo,  with  Officers  and  Torches. 

Jago.  It  is  Brabantio  ;  General  be  advis'd, 
\\t  comes  to  bad  intent. 

0th.  Holla/  ftand  there. 

Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra.  Down  with  him.  Thief.     [Thej  draw  on  bothfida. 

Jago.  You  Rodorigo  /  Come,  Sir,  I  am  for  you  — 

0th.  Keep  up  your  bright  Swords,  for  the  Dew  will  ruft  'em.  j 
Good  Signior,  you  (hall  more  command  with  Yearsi 
Than  with  your  Weapons. 

Bra.  Oh  thou  foul  Thief  !  Where  haft  thou  ftow'd  ©y 
Daughter  \ 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  haft  enchanted  her, 
For  ril  refer  one  to  all  things  of  Senfe^ 
If  fhe  in  Chains  of  Magick  were  not  bound. 
Whether  a  Maid>  fo  tender,  fair^  and  happy. 
So  oppofite  to  Marriage,  that  fhe  (hunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  Darlings  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have,  t'incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  Guardage  to  the  footy  Bofom> 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou,  to  fear*  not  to  delight  / 
Judge  me  the  World,  if  'tis  not  grofs  in  Senfe» 
That  thou  haft  praftis'd  on  her  with  foul  Charms, 
Abus*d  her  delicate  Youth,  with  Drugs  or  Minerals, 
That  weaken  Motion :   I'll  have't  difputed  on, 
*Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking  ; 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee. 
For  an  abuferofthe  World,  a  prafticer 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  Warrant ; 
Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  he  do  refift 
Subdue  him  at  his  periL 


\ 


^ 


Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice.     i$(;% 

0th.  Hold  your  Hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft. 
yftxt  it  my  Cue  to  fight,  I  ihould  have  known  it 
Without  a  Prompter.   Whither  will  you  that  I  gp 
To  anfwcr  this  your  Charge  { 

Bra.  To  Prifon,  'till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  Courfe  of  dired  Seffioq 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

0th.  What  if  I  do  obey  f  ' 

How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied^ 
Whofe  Meffengcrs  are  here  about  my  fide, 
tJpon  fome  prefent  Bufinefs  of  the  Scate> 
To  bring  ipe  to  him. 

Offi.  *Tis  true,  moft  worthy  Si^nior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  noble  felf 
I  am  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How  t  the  Duke  in  Council  \ 
In  this  time  of  the  Night  ?  bring  him  away  ; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  Caufe.  The  Duke  himfelf. 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  ; 
For  if  fuch  Adions  may  nave  PaiTage  free, 
Bond-flaves  and  Pagans  (hall  our  Statefmen  be.       [Exi^t^ 

S  C  E  N  E    III.     The  Senate  Houfe. 

Euter  Drnkfy  Senatorsy  and  Officers. 

Duke.  There  is  no  Compofition  in  this  New?» 
That  gives  them  Credit* 

'  I  StH.  Indeed,  they  are  difproportioned  ; 
My  Letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Sallies. 

Dnke,  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  ; 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  Account, 
As  in  thefe  Cafes  where  the  aim  report^, 
Tis  oft  with  difference,  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkifb  Fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cjfrms. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  poflible  enough  to  judgment ; 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  in  the  Error, 
But  the  main  Article  I  do  approve, 
In  fearful  Seofe.  ' 


\. 
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SsjUr  withinJ]  What  hoa !  What  hoa  \  What  hoa  I 

Enter  Sajhr. 

Offi.  A  Mefienger  from  the  Gallics. 

Duke.  Now  I What's  the  Bufinefs  ? 

&uL  The  THrkiflj  Preparation  makes  for  Rhodes^ 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  State, 
By  Signior  Angtlo. 

D:ikc.  How  fay  you  by  this  Change  i 

I  Sen.  This  cannot  be 
By  no  affay  of  Reafon.   'Tis  a  Pageant 
To  keep  us  in  falfe  Gaze;  when  weconfider 
Th'importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Tnrk^ 
And  let  our  fclves  again  but  underftand^ 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Tttrl^  than  Rhodes^ 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  Queftion  bear  it^ 
For  that  it  (lands  not  in  fuch  warlike  Brace, 
But  atrogether  lacks  tb'abilities 
That  Rhodes  is  drefs'd  in.  If  we  make  thought  of  this. 
We  mufb  not  think  the  Turk  is  fo  unskilful. 
To  leave  that  lated,  which  concerns  him  firft, 
Negleding  an  Attempt  of  eafe  and  gain» 
To  wake  and  wage  a  Danger  profitlefs* 

Duke.  Nay>  in  all  Confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Offf.  Here  is  more  News* 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mefl  The  Ottemites,  reverend,  and  gracious. 
Steering  with  due  Courfe  toward  the  Ifle  of  Rhodes^ 
Have  there  injoin'd  then)  with  an  after  Fleet  ■ 

X Sen.  Ay f  fol  thought;  how' many,  asyouguefs? 

Mef.  Of  thirty  Sail ;  and  now  they  do  re-ftem 
This  backward  Courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  toward  Cyprus,  Signior  Montana 
Your  trufty  and  moft  valiant  Servitor, 
With  his  free  Duty,  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Dmks*  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus  : 
Marcus  Luccicos^  is  he  not  in  Town  2 

I  Sen.  He-s  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us, 
;ro  him,  Poft,  Poft-haftje,  difpatch. 

z  Sen.  Here  comes  Barl^Mnth,  and  the  MooTf 
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Enter  Brabantiop  Othello,  CajQSo,  Jago,  Rodorigo, 

and  Officers. 

Duke*  Valiant  Othello^  we  inuft  ftraight  employ  youj 
Againil  the  general  Enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  fee  you  ;  welcome,  gentle  Signior»    . 
Welackt  yourCounfel,  and  your  help  to  Night. 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours;  Good  yourGrace  pardon  me. 
Keither  my  place,  nor  ought  I  heard  of  Bufinefs, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  Bed ;  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me.  For  my  particular  Grief 
Is  of  fo  Flood-gate,  and  o'er-bearing  Nature, 
That  it  ingluts,  and  fwallows  other  Sorrows, 
And  yet  is  ftill  it  felf. 

Duks.  Why?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bra.  My  Daughter  !  oh  my  Daughter ! 

Sen.  Dead  I 

Bra.  Ay,  to  me. 
She  is  abus'd,  ftolen  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  Spells  and  Medicines,  bought  of  Mountebanks; 
For  Nature  fo  prepofteroufly  to  err. 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  Senfe# 
Sans  Witchcraft  could  not  ■ 

Dtike.  Who  e'er  he  be,  that  in  this  foul  proceedings 
Hath  thus  beguiPd  your  Daughter  of  her  felf, 
•  And  you  of  her  ;  the  bloody  Book  of  Law, 
Yb\i  fliall  your  felf  read  in  the  bitter  Letter, 
After  your  own  Senfe;  yea,  though  our  proper  Son 
Stood  in  your  Aftion. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Gr.ace, 
Here  is  the  Man  ;  this  Moor,  whom  now  it  feems 
Your  fpecial  Mandate,  for  the  State  Affairs, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

^L  We  are  very  forry  for't, 

Dnkf.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  «^ 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 

0th.  Moft  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  Signiors,' 
3My  very  noble,  and  approv'd  good  Matters  ; 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  Man's  Daughter, 
it  is  moft  true,  true  I  have  married  her  ; 
"The  very  head,  and  front  of  my  offending, 
^th  this  extent ;  no  more,  ^ude  am  I  in  my  fpoech,^ 
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And  little  blefs'd  with  the  foft  Phrafe  of  Peace  % 

For  fincc  thefe  Arms  of  mine  had  feven  Years  Pith^ 

^Till  now,  fome  nine  Moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 

Their  deareft  Adion,  in  the  tented  Field ; 

And  little  of  this  great  World  can  I  fpeak^ 

More  than  pertains  to  Feats  of  Broils  and  Battel ; 

And  therefore  little  ihall  I  grace  my  Caufe, 

In  fpeaking  for  my  felf.  Yet»  by  your  gracious  Patience^ 

I  will  a  round  unvarnifh*d  tale  deliver* 

Of  my  whole  courfe  of  Love.  What  Drugs?  what  Charn 

What  Conjuration  ?  and  what  mighty  Magick^ 

("For  fuch  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal,^ 

I  won  his  Daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  Maiden>  never  bold  ; 
Of  Spirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  Motion 
Blu(h'd  at  her  felf ;  and  fhe,  in  fpight  of  Nature^ 
Of  Years,  of  Country,  Credit,  every  thing. 
To  fall  in  Love  with  what  (he  fear'd  to  look  on  ^-* 
It  is  a  Judgment  maim'd,  and  moft  imperfeft> 
That  will  confefs  Perfedion  fo  could  err^ 
Againft  all  Rules  of  Natjure,  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  Pradices  of  cunning  HdU 
Why  this  ihould  be.  I  therefore  vouch  again>' 
That  with  fome  Mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  Bloody 
Or  with  fome  Dram,  conjur'd  to  this  Effed, 
He  wrought  upon  her* 

Dukf*  To  vouch  this,  is  no  Proof, 
Without  more  wider,  and  more  over  Teft 
Than  thefe  thin  Habits,  and  poor  likelyhoods 
Of  modern  feeming,  do  prefer  againft  him. 

i  Sen.  But,  OtMla^  fpeafr^ 
Did  you,  by  indired  and  forced  Courfes, 
Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  Maid*s  Affediofli  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  Queftion, 
As  Soul  to  Soul  aftbrdeth ! 

Oth.  I  do  befeech  you. 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary^ 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  Father } 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  Truft,  the  OfficCi  I  do  h^  of  tou^ 

No 
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Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  Sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  Life. 

Dukf^  Pttdi  DefdemoMM  hithtr. 

0th.  Ancient,  condud  theo^  you  beft  know  the  Place. 

[Exit  f  agoi 
And  'till  (he  come  as  truly,  as  to  Heaven 
I  do  confefs  the  Vices  of  my  Blood, 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  £ars>  I'll  pitfent    ^ 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  Lady's  Lx>ve, 
And  flie  in  mine. 

Dttke.  Say  it,  Othelh* 

0th.  Her  Father  lov'd  me,  oft  invited  me  ; 
Still  queftion*d  tne  the  Story  of  my  Life, 
From  Year  to  Year}  the  Battels,  Sieges^  Fortunes^ 
That  I  have  paft» 

I  rah  it  through,  even  from  my  Boyilh  Days, 
To  th'  very  Moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it  : 
Wherein  I  fpoke  of  inoft  difaftrous  Chances, 
Of  moving  Accidents  bv  Flood  and  Field  ; 
Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  i'tn*imminent  deadly  Breach; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  Foe, 
And  fold  to  Slavery  ;  of  my  Redemption  thence. 
And  Portance  in  my  Travels  Hiftory ; 
Wherein  of  Antars  vafte,  and  Defarts  idle,  [vehj 

Rough  Quarries,  Rocks  and  Hills»  whofe  Heads  touch  Hea*^ 
It  was  my  Hint  to  fpeak,  fucfa  was  my  Procefs  s 
And  of  the  Canibah  that  each  other  eat. 
The  Anthropophagi ;  and  Men  whofe  Heads 
Did  grow  beneath  their  Shoulders.  Tbefe  to  hear. 
Would  Dc/ilemo9u$  ferioufly  incline  ; 
But  fiill  the  Houfe  AiFairs  would  draw  her  hence^ 
Which  ever  as  (he  could  wkfa  hafte  difpatcfa, 
She*d  come  again,  and  with  t  gteedy  Bar 
Devour  up  my  Difcourfe  :  Which  I  obierviDg» 
Took  once  a  pliant  Hour,  and  found  go6d  means 
To  draw  from  her  t  Prayer  of  earneft  Hearty 
That  I  would  all  my  Pilgrimage  dilat^ 
Whereof  by  Parcels  (he  had  fomething  heard,^ 
But  not  diftin&ively :  I  did  conftnti^ 
And  often  4AA  b^ile  lier  of  her  Tear^^ 
When  I  did  ip«|  oflme  dJfttfOfiil  Strake;  _ 
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That  my  Youth  fuflFcr'd  :  My  ftory  bcinp  done^ 
She  gave  me  for  my  Pains  a  world  of  KiiTes ; 
She  (wore  in  faith,  'twas  ftrange,  'twas  paffing  ftrange, 
•Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful  ■ 

She  wifli'd  ihe  had  not  heard  it, yet  (he  wi(h*d 

That  Heav'n  had  made  her  fucha  Man  -*—  flie  thank'd  nie^ 
And  bad  me,  if  I  had  a  Friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  ihould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  Story, 
And  that  would  woo  her.  Upon  this  hint  I  fyACi 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  Dangers  I  have  pail. 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  (he  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd. 
Here  comes  the  Lady,  let  her  witnef^  it« 

Enter  Defdemona,  Jago,  and  Attendamts. 
Duke*  I  think  this  Tale  would  win  my  Daughter  tooj 
Good  Brabanth,  take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  befti 
Men  do  their  broken  Weapons  rather  ufe» 
Than  their  bare  Hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak  ; 
If  (he  confefs  that  (he  was  half  the  Wooer, 
Deftrudion  on  my  Head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  Man.  Come  hither,  gentle  Miftrefs, 
Do  you  perceive,  in  all  this  noble  Gompanyj 
Where  moft  you  owe  Obedience  ? 

Def.  My  noble  Father ; 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  Duty, 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  Life,  and  Education  t 
My  Life  and  Education  both  do  learn  me. 
How  to  refped  you.  You  are  the  Lord  of  Duty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  Daughter.  B  ut  here's  my  Husband, 

And  fo  much  Duty,  as  my  Mother  (hew'd 

To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  Father  : 

So  much  I  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs 

Due  to  the  Moor,  my  Lord. 
Bra,  (Sod  be  with  you :  I  have  done. 

Pleafe  it  your  6race,  on  to  the  State  Afiairs  i 

I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  Child  than  get  it. 

Come  hither.  Moor. 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  Heart# 

Which,  but  thou  haft  already,  with  ail  my  Heart^ 

I  would  keep  j^om  thee;  For  your  fake^  Jewd» 
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I  am  gUd  at  Soul,  I  have  no.  other  Child ;    , 

For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  Tyranity 

To  hang  Clogs  on  them.  I  have  done,  mjr  Lord. 

Dukf.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  felf ;  and  lay  a  SentencCt 
Which,  like  a  grife,  or  ftep*  may  help  thefe  Lovers. 
When  Remedies  are  paft,  the  Griefs  are  ended 
By  feeing  the  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  Mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone. 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  Mifchief  on. 
What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  Fortune  takes. 
Patience  her  Injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd  that  fmiles,fteals  fomething  from  theThief, 
He  robs  himfelf  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  Grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk,  of  Cjfrm  us  beguile, 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile  ; 
He  bears  the  Sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears» 
But  the  free  Comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears. 
But  he  hears  both  the  Sentence,  and  the  Sorrow, 
That  to  pay  Grief,  muft  of  poor  Patience  borrow. 
Thefe  Sentences  to  Sugar,  or  to  Gall, 
Being  flrong  on  both  fides,  are  equivocal. 
But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear, 
That  the  bruiz*d  Heart  was  pierced  through  the  EarJ 
I  Humbly  befeech  you  proceed  to  th*affairs  of  State. 

Dnke.  The  Tfirks  ^'^^  ^  ^^^  mighty  preparation,  makes 
for  Cyprus :  Othello^  the  Fortitude  of  the  place  is  beft  known 
to  you.  And  though  we  have  there  a  Subftitute  of  moft 
allowed  fuflGlciency ;  yet  Opinion*  a  more  Sovereign  Mi- 
ftrefs  of  EflFefts,  throws  a  more  fafe  Voice  on  you ;  you 
muft  therefore  be  content  to  flubber  the  grofs  of  your  new 
Fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn,  and  boifterous  Expedition. 

Oth.  The  Tyrant  Cuftom,  moft  grave  Senators* 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  fteel  Coach  of  War 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  Down.   I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  Alacrity, 
I  find  in.  hardnefs ;  and  do  undertake 
This  prefent  War  againft  the  Ottomites. 
Moft  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  State, 
I  crave  fit  Difpoficionfor  my  Wife, 
Due  Reverence  of  Place  and  exhibition, 
ynxh  fuch  accommodation  and  befort, 
•    Vol.  V.  Kk  |^% 
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As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  Why,  at  her  Father's. 

Bra,  I  will  not  have  it  fo. 

0th.  Nor  I. 

Def.  Nor  would  I  there  refide. 
To  put  my  Father  in  impatient  Thoughts 
By  being  in  his  Eye.  Moft  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  profperous  Ear, 
And  let  me  find  a  Chara&er  in  your  Voice 
T'aflift  my  (implenefs. 

Dfikf.  What  would  you,  Defdemona  ? 

Def.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him. 
My  down*right  Violence,  and  ftorm  of  Fortunes. 
May  trumpet  to  the  World.    My  Hearths  fubdu'd 
Even  to  the  very  Quality  of  my  Lord  ; 
I  faw  Ofhell^s  Vifage  in  his  Mind, 
And  to  his  Honours  and  his  valiant  PartS| 
Did  I  my  Soul  and  Fortunes  confecrate. 
So  thar,  dear  Lords,  if  I  b^rieft  behind 
A  Moth  of  Peace^  and  he  go  to  the  War» 
The  Rites  for  why  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me  •* 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  fliall  fupport 
By  his  dear  Abfence.  Let  me  go  with  him. 

0th.  Your  Voices,  Lords;  b6feechyou,let  her  Will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me  Heav'n,  I  therefore  beg  it  not 
To  pleafe  the  Palate  of  my  Appetite ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  Heat  the  young  aflPeds 
In  my  defund»  and  proper  Satisfa&ion  ; 
But  to  be  free,  and  bounteous  to  her  Mind. 
And  Heav*n  defend  your  good  Souls,  that  you  think 
I  will  your  ferious  and  great  Bufinefs  fcant 
When flie  is  with  me—-  No,  when  light-wing'd  Toys 
Of  Feathered  CupiJ^  feel  with  wanton  dulnefs 
My  fpeculative  and  offic'd  Inftrument, 
That  my  Difports  corrupt  and  taint  my  Bufine(s  ; 
Let  Hot  fewives  make  a  Skillerof  my  Helm, 
And  all  indign  and  bafe  Adverfities* 
Mike  head  againft  my  Eftimation. 

Dnke.  Be  it  as  you  (hall  privately  determine* 
Either  for  her  ftay  or  going  ;  th* Affair  cries  hafte; 
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And  fpeed  muft  anfwer  it. 

Sen.  You  muft  away  to  Night. 

Oth.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Duke.  At  nine  i'th'  Morning  here  we'll  meet  again«          . 
Othello^  leave  fome  Officer  behind. 
And  he  (hall  our  Commiffion  bring  to  you  ; 
And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpeft 
As  doth  import  to  you. 

Oth.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient ; 
A  Man  he  is  of  honefty  and  truft> 
To  his  Conveyance  I  aflign  my  Wife. 
With  what  elfe  needful,  your  good  Grace  fhall  think 
To  be  fent  after  me. 

DmI^.  Let  it  be  fo  ; 
Good  Night  to  every  one.   And  Noble  Signior» 
If  Virtue  no  delighted  Beauty  lacki 
Your  Son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

Siff.  Adieu»  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 

Bra.  Looktoher^  Moon  if  thou  haft  Eyes  to  fee; 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  Father,  and  may  thee.  [Exit. 

Oth.  My  Life  upon  her  faith.   Honeft  J^g^^ 
My  Defdemona  muft  I  leave  to  thee  ; 
I  pretbee  let  thy  Wife  attend  on  her, 
And  brinp  them  after  in  their  beft  Advantage.' 
Come,  Defdem$na^  I  have  but  an  Hour 
Of  Love,  of  worldly  matter,  and  direftion 
To  fpeak  with  thee.  We  muft  obey  the  time.  [Exit. 

Rod.  Jago. 

yago.  What  fayeft  thou,  noble  Heart  f 

Rod.  What  will  I  do,  thinkeft  thou  ? 

Jago.  Why,  go  to  bed  and  fleep. 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  my  felf. 

y^go*  If  thou  doft,  I  (hall  never  love  thee  after.  Why, 
thou  hlly  Gentleman  1 

Rod.  It  is  (illinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment;  and 
then  have  we  a  prefcription  to  dye,  when  Death  is  our 
Phyfician. 

yago.  Oh  villanous  I  I  have  lookM  upon  the  World  for 
four  times  feyen  Years,  and  (ince  I  could  diftinguifh  be- 
twixt a  Benefit  and  an  Injury,  I  never  found  Man  that 
knew  how  to  love  himfelf.  E'er  I  would  fay,  I  would  dconitw 

Kk  x  TO.^ 
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my  felf  for  the  love  of  a  Guinnej-Htn,  I  would  change  my 
Humanity  with  a  Baboon. 

Rod.  What  ihould  I  do,  I  confefs  it  is  my  ihame  to  be 
fo  fond,  but  it  is  not  in  ioiy  virtue  to  amend  it. 

Jago.  Virtue  ?  a  Fig,  'tis  in  our  fdves  that  we  are  thus 
or  thus.  Our  Bodies  are  our  Gardens,  to  the  which  oar 
Wills  are  Gardiners.  So  that  if  we  will  plant  Nettles,  or 
fow  Letcice ;  fet  Hyflfop,  and  weed  up  Time  ;  fupply  it 
with  one  gender  of  Herbs,  or  diftrad  it  with  many  ;  ei- 
ther have  it  fteril  with  Idlenefs,  or  manured  with  Indufliyt 
why  the  Power  and  corrigible  Authority  of  this  lyes  in  oar 
Wills.  If  the  Ballance  of  our  Lives  had  not  one  fcale  of 
Reafon  to  poife  another  of  Senfuality,  the  blood  and  bafe* 
nefs  of  our  Natures  would  condu(%  us  to  moft  prepofteroos 
ConcluOons.  But  we  have  Reafon,  to  cool  our  raging  Mo 
tions,  our  carnal  Stings,  our  unbitted  Lufts  ;  whereof  I  take 
this,  that  you  call  Love,  to  be  a  Sed,  or  Syen, 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Jago.  It  is  meerly  a  Luft  of  the  Blood,  and  a  Permiffioa 
of  the  Will.  Come,  be  a  Man  :  Drown  thy  felf  i  drowB 
Cats  and  blind  Puppies.  I  have  profeft  me  thy  Friend, 
and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving,  with  Cables  of  per* 
durable  toughnefs.  I  could  never  better  fteed  thee  than 
now.  Put  Mony  in  thy  Purfe ;  follow  thou  thefe  War^ 
defeat  thy  Favour,  with  an  ufurped  Beard  ;  I  fay,  put 
Mony  in  thy  Purfe.  It  cannot  be  long  that  Defdemmu 
ihould  continue  her  Love  to  the  Moor.  Put  Mony  in  thy 
Purfe '  nor  he  his  to  hen  It  was  a  violent  Commcflc^ 

nent  in  her,  and  thou  (halt  fee  an  anfwerable  SequeftrarioQ» 
but  put  Mony  in  thy  Purfe.  Thefe  Moors  arechangeable  inthdr 
Wills ;  fill  thy  Purfe  with  Mony.  The  Food  that  to  hiffli 
nl>w,  is  as  lufcious  as  Locufts,  fhalitohim  fiiortly  be  as  bit- 
ter as  Coloquintida.  She  muft  change  for  Youth  ;  when  Ac 
is  fated  with  his  Body,  (he  will  find  the  Errors  of  her  I 
Choice.  Therefore  put  Mony  in  thy  Purfe,  If  thou  wilt  I 
needs  dcimn  thy  felf,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than  drown-  ' 
ing.  Make  all  the  Mony  thou  canft.  If  Sandimony  aod 
a  Trail  Vow  betwixt  an  erring  Barharian  and  fuper*fubtte 
rcnetiw  be  not  too  hard  for  my  Wits,  and  all  the  Tribe  d 
Hfcll,  klTou  Ihalt  enjoy  her ;  therefore  make  Mony,  A  pox  of 
drowning  thy  felf,  it  is  clean  out  of  the  way.  Seek  thou  rather 

"I 


Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice*     2575 

CO  be  han^M  in  compaffing  thy  Joy,  than  to  be  drown'ds 
and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  faft  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the 
Iffu^e  ? 

y^9.  Thou  art  Aire  of  me  :  Go  auke  Mony.  I  have 
told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again>  I  hate  the 
Moor.  My  Caufe  is  hearted ;  thine  hath  no  lefs  reafon. 
I  Let  us  be  conjun&ive  in  our  revenge  againft  him.  If  thou 
]  canft  cuckold  him,  tUou  doft  thy  felf  a  Pleafure,  me  a  Sport.: 
There  are  many  Events  in  the  womb  of  Time*  which  will 
be  delivered.  Traverfe,  go*  provide  thy  Mony.  We  will 
have  more  of  this  tomorrow.  Adieu.    ...^ 

Hod.  Where  fhallwe  meet  i*th*  Morrtiog  ?     '^ 

y^fo.  At  my  Lodging, 

jRoZ  ril  be  with  thee  betimes, 

Jago.  Go  to,  farewcK   Do  you  hear,  Rodoriio  i 

Rod.  ni  fell  all  my  Land.  \Exit. 

yfgo.  Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  Fool  my  Purfe ; 
For  I  ri.ine  own  gained  Knowledge  ihould  profane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  fuch  a  Swain,  ^ 

But  for  my  Sj>o;:t  ^od^Profit :   I  hate  the  Moor« 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  Sheets 
He  has  done  my  Office.  I  know  notif't  be  true  — — 
But  I,  for  meer  fufpicion  in  that  kind. 
Will  do,  as  if  for  furety.  He  holds  me  well 
The  better  ihall  my  Purpofe  work  on  him  c 
Cuffios  a  proper  Man  :  Let  me  fee  now. 
To  get  this  phce,  and  to  plume  up  my  Will 
In  double  Knavery  — -  How  /  how  ?  —  Let's  fee  — ■ 
After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello^s  Ears, 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  Wife  . 

He  hath  a  Perfon,  and  t  fmooth  Difpofe 
To  be  fufpefted  ;  fram'd  to  make  Women  falie. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  Nature, 
That  thinks  Men  honeft,  that  but  feem  co  be  (b. 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th'  Nofe 
As  Aflfes  are : 

I  have't— ^  it  is  engendred -—  Hell  and  Night 
hjluft  bring  this  monftrous  Birth  to  the  World's  light. 
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A  C  T     11.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
SCENE  The  Capital  City  of  Cyprus. 

Enter  Montano»  'dnd  GentUmenm 
Mont.  \T  7  H  A  T  from  the  Cape,  can  you  difceni  at  Sea! 
W     I  Gent.  Nothing  at  all*  it  is  a  high  wrougb 
Flood; 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  Heav'n  and  the  Main, 
Defcry  a  Sail. 

Mont.  Methinks  the  Wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  Land, 
A  fuller  blaft  ne'er  (hook  our  Battlements ; 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  fo  upon  the  Sea* 
What  Ribs  of  Oak,  when  Mountains  melt  on  them^ 
Can  hold  the  Morties.  Whatfliallwe  hear  of  this? 

2  Gent.  A  Segregation  of  the  Turh/b  Fleet ; 
For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  Shore* 
The  chidden  Billow  feems  to  pelt  the  Clouds, 

The  wind-(hak'd  Surge,  with  high  and  monftrous  Main, 
Seems  to  call  Water.on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  Guards  of  th'ever  fixed  Pole  ; 
I  never  did  like  moleftation  view 
On  the  enchafed  Flood. 

Mont.  If  that  the  Turkifb  Fleet, 
Be  not  inftielter'd  and  embay 'd,  they  are  drown'd  $ 
It  is  impoffible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

3  Gent.  News  Lads ;  our  Wars  are  done : 
The  defperate  Tempefl  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turkii 
That  their  defignment  halts.  A  noble  Ship  of  Fenico 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fufferance 

On  moft  part  of  their  Fleet.  * 

Mont.  How  /  is  this  true  ? 

3  Cent.  The  Ship  is  put  in;  a  yironejfo,  Michael  Offio^ 
Lieutenant  of  the  Warlike  Moor,  Othello^ 
Is  come  on  (hore;  the  Moor  himfelf's  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  full  Commiffion  here  for  Cjfrus. 

Mont,  I  am  glad  on*t ;  'Tis  a  worthy  Governor. 

3  Gent.  But  this  fame  CaffioM  though  he  fpeak  of  Comfojti 
Touching  the  Turkfjh  Lofs,  yet  he  looks  fadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe ;  for  they  were  parted 
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With  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 
M^fff.  Pray  Heav^os  he  be : 
.  For  I  have  fervid  him*  and  the  Man  commands 
Like  a  full  Soldier*  Let's  to  the  Sea-fide,  hoa» 
As  well  to  fee  the  Veflel  that  comes  in. 
As  to  throw  out  our  Eyes  for  brave  Othello^ 
Even  -till  we  make  the  Main  and  th'  Erial  blue. 
An  indiftinA  regard. 

Qm.  Come»  let's  do  fo  ; 
For  every  Minute  is  ezpeftancy 
Of  more  Arrivance. 

Enter  Caffio. 
Caf.  Thanks  you,  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  Ifle,  ^ 

That  fo  approve  the  Moor :  Oh  let  the  Heav'ns 
Give  him  Defence  againft  the  Elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  Sea  • 
Mont.  Is  he  well  (hipp*d  ? 
Caf.  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  timbered,  and  his  Pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approved  Allowance ; 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  furfeited  to  Death, 
Stand  in  bold  Cure. 
mthin.']  A  Sail*  a  Sail,  a  Sail. 
Cap  What  Noife  J 

Gent.  The  Town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  o*th*  Sea 
Stand  ranks  of  People,  and  they  cty^  a  Sail. 
Caf.  My  hopes  do  (hape  him  for  the  Governor. 
Cent.  They  do  difcharge  their  (hot  of  courtefie. 
Our  Friends  at  leaft. 

Caf.  I  pny  you>  Sir,  go  forth* 
And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

Gent.  I  (hall.  [Exit. 

Mont.  But,goodLieutenant»isyour  General  wiv'd  ? 
Caf.  Moft  fortunately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  Maid 
That  paragons  Defcription,  and  wild  Fame  : 
One  that  excels  the  Quirks  of  blazoning  Pens, 
And  in  th'eflential  Vefture  of  Creation, 
Da's  bear  an  Excellency  ■ 

Enter  Gentleman. 
How  now  }  who  has  put  in  ?  / 

Gent.  'Tis  one  7^i?,  Ancient  to  the  General.  f 
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Caf.  H 'as  had  mofi  favourable  and  happy  fpecd; 
Tempefts  themfelves,  high  SeaSy  and  howling  Winds t 
The  gutter'd  Rocks*  and  congregated  Sands^ 
Traitors  cnfteep'd,  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  Keel, 
As  having  Senfe  of  Beauty  do  omit 
Their  mortal  Natures,  letting  go  lafely  by 
The  divine  Defdemcna. 

Mont.  What  is  (he  ? 

Caf.  She  that  I  fpake  of,  our  great  Captain's  Captains 
Left  in  the  Conduft  of  the  bold  Jago, 
Whofe  Footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  Sennight's  fpecd.   Great  Jcve^  Othello  guard. 
And  fwell  his  Sail  with  thine  own  powerful  Breath, 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  Ship, 
Make  loves  quick  pants  in  Defdemonds  Arms, 
Give  renewed  Fire  to  our  extinguiih'd  Spirits, 
And  give  all  Cyprus  comfort  >  j 

£x;/#r  Defdemona,  Jago,  Rodorigo,  and  JExxvXxu 
Oh  behold  I 

The  Riches  of  the  Ship  is  come  on  fhore  : 
You  Men  of  Cyprus^  let  her  have  your  Knees. 
iHail  to  thee.  Lady !  and  the  grace  of  Meav'n,      A    . 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  Hand 
Enwheel  thee  round. 

De/l  I  thank  you,  valiant  CaJ^f 
What  Tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord  { 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arrived,  nor  knpw  I  ought 
But  thit  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def  Oh  but  I  fear  ——  how  lofl  you  Company  ? 

Caf.  The  great  Contention  of  the  Sea  and  Skies 
Parted  our  Fellowfhip.    But  hark,  a  Sail  f 

Withw.']  A  Sail,  a  Sail. 

Cent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  Cittadel ; 
This  likewife  is  a  Friend. 

Caf.  See  for  the  News :  . 
Good  Ancient,  you  are  Welcome.  Welcome,  Miftrefs 

[7«  iEfflilii. 
Let  it  not  gall  your  Patience,  good  Jago^ 
That  I  extend  my  Manners.  'Tis  my  Breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  Shew  of  Courtefie. 
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y^i^»  J^ir,  ^ou\d  (he  give  you  fo  much  of  hcr  Lips, 
As  of  her  Tongue  (he  oft  beftows  of  me. 
You  would  have  enough. 

Def.  Alasi  fhehas no  Speech. 

y^£(^*  In  faith,  too  much  ; 
I  find  it  ftill»  when  I  have  lift  to  fleep ; 
Marry  before  your  Ladifliip,  I  grant. 
She  piits  her  Tongue  a  little  in  her  Heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

ty£miL  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  fop 

Jago.  Come  on,  come  on  ;  you  are  Pifturcs  out  of  Doots^ 
Bells  in  your  Parlors,  Wild-Cats  in  your  Kitchens, 
Saints  in  yomr  Injuries,  Devils  being  offended. 
Players  jn  your  Hufwifery,  and  Hufwives  in  your  Beds. 

Def^  Oh,  fie  upon  thee.  Slanderer. 

y^£o.  Nay,  it  is  true;  or  elfe  I  am  a  Tttrkj 
You  rife  to  play,  and  go  to  Bed  to  work. 

tx£m/.  You  (hall  not  write  my  praife. 

y^£o.  No,  let  me  not. 

Def.  What  wouldft  write  of  me,  if  thou  fliouldft  praife  mc  ? 

Jago.  Oh  gentle  Lady,  do  not  piit  me  to't^ 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  Critical. 

De/l  Come  on,  affay.    There's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour-- 

y4£o.  Ay,  Madam. 

D^,  I  am  not  merry ;  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife; 
Come,  how  wouldft  thou  praife  me? 

yago.  1  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  Invention  comes 
from  my*  Pate,  as  Birdlime  does  from  Freeze,  it  plucks 
out  Brains  and  all.  But  my  Mufe  laboun,  and  thus  ihe  is 
delivered. 

Jf  fbe  be  fiUr  and  wifit  fairnefs  and  mt^ 
The  one* s  for  js(/2,  the  other  ufeth  it. 

Def.  Well  praisM  ;  how  if  (he  be  black  and  witty  ? 

yag9.  If  fhe  be  black*  and  thereto  have  a  Wit^  ^ 

SheUl find  a  white  that  Jhalt  her  black^iefs  fit. 

Def.  Woife  and  worfe. 

%/£miU  How  if  fair  and  fooIi(h  } 
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Jago.  She  never  jet  wasfooU/h  that  was  fahr^ 
For  even  her  Folly  helpt  her  to  an  Heir. 

Def.  Thefe  ai  e  old  fond  Paradoxes^  .to  make  Fools  hugh 
i'ch*  Alehoufe.  What  miferable  Praife  haft  thou  for  her 
that's  foul  and  foolifh  \ 

Jago.  There* i  none  fofoul  andfoolijh  thereunto^ 
But  does  foul  Pranks^  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do. 

Def  Oh  heavy  Ignorance !  thou  praifeft  the  worft  beft.' 
But  what  Praife  couldft  thou  beftow  on  a  deferving  Wo- 
man indeed  i  One»  that  in  the  authority  of  her  Merit,  did 
juftiy  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  Malice  it  felf. 

yago.  She  that  was  ever  fair^  and  never  fr§sul^ 
Had  Tongue  at  will^  and  jet  was  never  loud ; 
Never  lackf  Goldy  and  jet  went  never  gajj 
Fled  from  her  wifh^  and  jet f aid  now  I  maj;  di^ 

She  that  being  anger  d^  her  Revenge  being  nigh^ 
Bad  her  wrong  ftaj^  and  her  diffleafure  fj\ 
She  that  in  Wifdom  never  was  Jo  frail 
To  change  the  Cod^s  Head  for  the  Salmon* s  Tail; 
She  that  could  thinly  and  neer  difclofe  her  Mind^ 
See  Suitors  following^  and  not  look,  behind  y 
She  was  4  Wight ^  (if  ever  ftsch  Wight  were 9) 

Def.  To  do  what{ 

J  ago.  Tofuckle  Fools^  and  Chronicle  fmall  Beer. 

Def.  Oh  mod  lame  and  impotent  ConcluGon.  Do  not 
learn  of  him«  t/£milia^  tho'  he  be  thy  Husband.  How 
fay  you,  Caffiof  is  be  not  a  mod  profane  and  liberal  Couo- 
fellor  i 

Caf.  He  fpeaks  home>  Madam,  you  may  reliih  him  more 
in  the  Soldier,  than  in  the  Scholar. 

Jago.  jifide.']  He  takes  her  by  the  Palm ;  ay,  well  did— -^ 
whifper— With  as  little  a  Web  as  thi>,  will  I  enfnare  as  great 
a  Fly  as  Caflio.  Ay,  fmile  upon  her,  do— I  will  gyve  thee  in 
thine  own  Courtlhip.  You  fay  true,  'tisfo  indeed— If  fuch 
Tricks  as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenancy,  it  had 
been  better  you  had  not  kifs'd  your  three  Fingers  fooft, 
which  now  again  you  are  moft  apt  to  play  the  Sir  in.  Very 
pood — well  kifs'd,  and  excellent  Curtefie-?-- 'tis  fo  indeed*— 
Yet  again— -your  Fingers  to  your  Lips  {  Would  they  were 
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Clifter-pipes  for  your  fake  [Trf$9f^it. 

J'hc  MooTf  I  know  his  Trumpet. 

Caf.  Tis  truly  lo. 

Def.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him* 

Caf.  Lo>  where  he  comes  I 

Enter  Othello,  and  Atundants. 

0th.  O  my  fair  Warrior ! 

Def.  My  dear  OthclU. 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  Content, 
To  fee  you  here  before  me.    Oh  my  Soul's  Joy  I  \ 
If  after  every  Tempeft  come  fuch  Calms» 
May  the  Winds  blow,  *cill  they  have  waken'd  Death : 
And  let  the  labouring  Bark  climb  Hills  of  Seas 
OljmpHs  high;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  Heirs  from  Heav'n.    It  it  were  now  to  dye, 
•Twcre  now  to  be  moft  happy  ;  for  I  fear 
My  Soul  hath  her  Content  fo  abfolute. 
That  not  another  Comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate. 

Def.  The  Heav'ns  forbid. 
But  that  our  Loves  and  Comforts  (hould  inpeafe. 
Even  as  our  Days  do  grow. 

0th.  Amen  to  that,  fweet  Powers! 
I  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  Content. 
It  flops  me  here  :  It  is  too  much  of  Joy| 
And  this  and  this  the  greateft  Difcords  be  i^ii^  ^^^* 

That  e'er  our  Hearts  (hall  make. 

ya^o^  Oh  you  are  well  tun'd  now ;  but  I'll  fet  down  the 
Pegs  that  make  this  Mufick,  as  honeft  as  I  am.  \j4fidc. 

0th.  Come,  let  us  to  the  Caftle. 
News,  Friends,  our  Wars  are  done  ;  the  Turks  are  drowned. 
How  does  my  old  Acquaintance  of  this  Ifle? 
Honey,  you  (hall  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus^ 
I  have  found  great  Love  amongfl  them.  O  my  Sweet, 
I  prattle  outof  fafliion.  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  Comforts.    I  prethee,  good  Jago, 
/"Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difembark  my  Co£Fers: 
Bring  thou  the  Mafter  to  the  Cittadel, 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  wortbinefs 
Does  challenge  much  refped.    Come^  De/Hcmcfut, 
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Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[^Exeunt  Othello  a»d  Defciemona; 
ya£o.  Do  you  meet  me  prefently  at  the  Harbour.    Come 
thither,  if  thou  be'ft. valiant;  as  they  fay,  bafe  Men  being 
in  Love,  have  then  a  Nobility  in  their  Natures,  more  than 
is  native  to  them — lift  me;  the  Lieutenant  to  Night  watches 
on  the  Court  of  Guard.     Firft,  I  muft  tell  thee  this :  Dcf* 
demona  is  diredtly  in  Love  with  him« 
Rod.  With  him?  why>  'tis  not  poffible. 
y^g^^  Lay  thy  Fingers  thus ;  and  let  thy  Soul  be  inflrufi- 
ed.    Mark  me  with  what  Violence  (he  lov'd  the  Moor^  but 
for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantaftical  Lies.     To  love 
him  ftill  for  prating,  let  not  thy  difcreet  Heart  think  iti 
Her  Eye  muft  be  fed.     And  what  Delight  fliall  (he  have  to 
look  on  the  Devil  f  When  the  Blood  is  made  dull  with 
the  Ad  of  Sport,  there  (hould  be  a  game  to  inflame  i^ 
and  to  give  fatiety  a  fre(h  Appetite ;  Lovelinefs  in  favour. 
Sympathy  in  Years,  Manners*   and  Beauties:    All  which 
the  Moor  is  defedive  in.     Now  for  want  of    thefe  r^ 
quir*d  Conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs  will  find  it 
felf  abus*dj  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  difreli(h  and  abhor 
the  Moor ;  very  Nature  will  inftruft  her  in  it,  and  com- 
pel her  to  fome  fecond  choice.     Now»   Sir,  this  granted, 
(as  it  is  a  moft  pregnant  and  unforc'd  Po(ition)   who  ftands 
fo  eminent  in  the  degree  of  this  Fortune,  as  Cajfio  does  :  A 
Knave  very   voluble  ;    no  fiirther  Confcionable»    than  io 
putting  on  the  meer  form  of  Civil  and   Human  feemiog*, 
for  the  better  compafs  of  his  Salt,  and  moft  hidden  loafe 
Affedion  ?  Why  none,  why  none.     A  flippery  and  fubde 
Knave,   a  finder  of  Occafions;  that  has  an  Eye  can  ftamp 
and  counterfeit  Advantages,   though  true  Advantage  never 
prefent  it  felf.     A  Devilifh  Knave  !  befides,  the  Knave  is 
handfom,  young,  and  hath  all  thofe  Requidtes  in  him,  that 
folly  and  green  Mind$  look  after.     A  peftilent  complrat 
Knave !  and  the  Woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  (he's  full  of  moft  blefi'd 
Condition. 

Jago.  Blefs'd  Figs  end.  The  Wine  (he  drinks  is  made 
of  Grapes.  If  (he  had  been  blefs'd,  (he  would  never  have 
lov*d  the  Moor  :   Blefs'd  pudding.     Didft  thou  not  fee 

her 
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her  paddle  with  the  palm  of  his  Hand  ?   Didft  not  mark 
that  ; 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did ;  but  that  was  but  Courtefie. 

yago.  Letchery  by  this  Hand  ;  An  Index,  and  obfcure 
Prologue  to  the  Hiftory  of  Luft,  and  foul  Thoughts.  They 
met  lo  near  with  their  Lips,  that  thdr  Breaths  embrac'a 
together.  Villanous  Thoughts,  Rodorigp^  when  thefe  Mu- 
tabilities fo  marlhal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes  the  Ma- 
iler, and  main  Exercife ,  th'  incorporate  Conclufion  :  Pifli— 
But,  Sir,  be  you  rul'd  by  me.  I  have  brought  you  from 
Fenice.  Watch  you  to  Night ;  for  the  Command,  I'll  lay 'e 
upon  you.  Cajjio  knows  you  not ;  1*11  not  be  far  from  you. 
I>o  you  find  fome  Occafion  to  anger  CaJJio^  either  by  fpeak- 
ing  too  loud^  or  tainting  his  Difcipline*  or  from  what  o<« 
ther  courfe  you  pleafey  wmch  the  time  (hall  more  favourably 
mioifter. 

Rod.  Well. 

J^i9.  Sir,  he's  Ra(h»  and  very  fudden  in  Choler:  And 
happily  may  ftrike  at  you«  provc^e  him  that  he  may ;  for 
even  out  or  that  will  I  caufe  thefe  of  Cjfrus  to  mutiny^ 
Whofe  Qualification  (hall  come  into  no  true  tafte  again, 
but  by  difplanting  of  Cajfio.  So  ihall  you  have  a  (horter 
journey  to  your  Defires,  by  the  means  I  (hall  then  have 
to  prefer  them.  And  the  Impediment  mod  profitably  re- 
^moved,  without  the  which  there  were  tp  expedation  of 
our  Profperitv. 

Rod.  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  Oppor- 
tunity. 

yago.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Citta- 
del.   I  muft  fetch  his  Neceifaries  a(hore.    Farewel. 

Rod.  Adieu.  \Exit. 

yago.  That  Caffio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe't : 
That  (he  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  Credir. 
The  Moor,  howbeit  that  I  endure  him  nor, 
Is  of  a  conftanr,  loving,  noble  Nature, 
And  I  dare  think,  he'U  prove  to  Defdemona, 
A  moft  dear  Husband.     Now  I  do  love  her  too, 
Not  out  of  abfolute  Luft,  though  peradventure 
I  ftand  accountant  for  as  great  a  Sin, 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  Revenge, 
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For  that  I  do  fufped  the  lufty  Moor 

Hath  leapt  into  my  Seat.     The  Thoughts  whereof^ 

Doth,  like  a  poifonous  Mineral,  gnaw  my  Inwards ; 

And  nothing  can,  or  (ball  content  my  Soul 

•Till  I  am  even'd  with  him.  Wife  for  Wife: 

Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor, 

At  leafl  into  a  Jealoufie  fo  ftron?. 

That  Judgment  cannot  cure.    Which  thing  to  do» 

If  this  poor  Tra(h  of  Fenicc^  whom  I  trace 

For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on, 

I'll  have  our  Michael  CaJJk  on  the  hip, 

Abufe  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  right  garb* 

For  I  fear  Cafjio  with  my  Night  Cap  too. 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me«  and  reward  mCf 

For  making  him  egregioufly  an  Afs, 

And  praftifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet» 

Even  to  madnefs.    'Tis  here but  yet  confus'd. 

Knaveries  plain  Face*  is  never  feen,  *till  us'd.  [Exit^ 

Enter  Herald^  with  a  Proclamation. 

Her.  It  is  Othello*s  pleafure,  our  Noble  and  Valiant  G^ 
neral;  that  upon  certain  Tidings  now  arrived,  importing  tbe 
mecr  Perdition  of  the  Turkijb  Fleet,  every  Man  put  him- 
felf  into  triumph.  Some  to  dance,  fome  to  make  Bone- 
fires,  each  Man  to  what  Sport  and  Revels  his  addiAioo 
leads  him.  For  befides  thefe  beneficial  New5,  it  is  the  Ce- 
lebration of  his  Nuptial.  So  much  was  his  pleafure  flioidd 
be  proclaimed.  All  Offices  are  open,  and  there  is  full  liber- 
ty of  Feafling,  from  this  prefent  hour  of  five,  'till  the  Bell 
have  tolM  eleven. 

Blefs  the  Ifle  of  Cjprus,  and  our  Noble  General  Othello. 

lExit. 
Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Caflio,  and  jittindams. 

0th.  Good  Michael^  look  you  to  the  Guard  to  Night. 
Lei's  teach  our  felvcs  that  honourable  flop. 
Not  to  out-fport  Difcretion. 

Caf.  Jago  hath  dire<5i:ion  what  to  do. 
But  notwithftanding  with  my  perfonal  Eye, 
Will  I  look  to't. 

Oth.  Jago  is  mod  honefl : 
Michael,  good  Nigh\    To  Morrow  with  your  earlielY, 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you.     Come,  my  dear  Love, 

The 


The  Purchace  made^  the  Fruits  are  to  enfue^ 
That  Profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you# 
Good  Night.  [Exit. 

Enter  Jago. 

Caf.  Welcome,  Jago ;  we  muft  to  the  Watch. 

Jagtf.  Not  this  hour,  Lieutenant:  'Tis  not  yet  ten  o'th* 
Clock.  Our  General  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his 
Defdcmona :  Whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame ;  he  hath 
not  yet  made  wanton  the  Night  with  her  :  And  (he  isfport 

for  J9V€. 

Caf.  She's  a  moft  exquifite  Lady. 

Jago.  And  I'll  warrant  her  full  of  Game. 

Caf.  Indeed  (he's  a  moft  frefh  and  delicate  Creature. 

Jago.  What  an  Eye  (he  has  f 
Methinks  it  founds  a  Parley  to  Provocation. 

Caf.  An  inviting  Eye  ; 
And  yet  methinb  right  modeft» 

Jago.  And  when  (he  fpeaks^ 
Is  it  not  an  Alarum  to  Love  ? 

Caf.  She  is  indeed  Perfeftion. 

Jago.  Well,  Happinefs  to  their  Sheets :  Come,  Lieutenant, 
I  have  a  ftoop  of  Wine,  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of 
CjprHs  Gallants,  that  would  fain  have  a  meafure  to  the  Health 
of  black  Othello. 

Caf.  Not  to  Night,  good  Jago  :  I  have  very  poor  and 
unhappy  Brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wi(h  Courtefie 
would  invent  fome  other  cuftom  of  Entertainment. 

Jago.  Oh,  they  are  our  Friends :  But  one  Cup  I'll  drink 
for  you. 

Caf.  I  have  drunk  but  one  Cup  to  Night,  and  that  was 
craftily  qualified  too :  And  behold  what  Innovation  it  makes 
here.  I  am  infortunate  in  the  Infirmity,  and  dare  not  task 
my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

Jago.  What,  Man  ?  'tis  a  Night  of  Revels,  the  Gallants 
denre  it. 

Caf  Where  are  they  ? 

Jago.  Here,  at  the  Door ;  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 

Caf  t'll  do'r,  but  it  diHikes  me.     •  {Exit  CaflSo. 

J^o.  If  I  can  faften  but  one  Cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  Night  already. 
He'll  be  as  full  of  Quarrel,  and  Offence, 
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As  my  young  Miftrefs's  Dog. 
Now>  my  (ick  FooL  Hodori^o, 
Whom  Love  hath  lurn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out. 
To  DefdenMna  hath  to  Night  carouz'd. 
Potations,  pottle-deep  ;  and  he's  to  watch. 
Three  elfe  of  Cyprus^  Noble  fwelling  Spirits, 
That  hold  their  Honours  in  a  wary  diftance. 
The  very  Elements  of  this  warlike  Ifle, 
Have  I  to  Night  flufter'd  with  flowing  Cups, 
And  they  watch  too.    N  ow  'mongft  this  flock  of  Druokard% 
Am  I  to  put  our  CdJJio  in  fome  Adion 
That  may  o£Pend  the  Ifle.     But  here  they  come. 
Enter  Caflio,  Montano,  sind  GentUmeH. 
If  Confequence  do  but  approve  my  Dream, 
My  Boat  fails  freely,  botti  with  Wind  and  Stream. 

Caf,  Tore  Heav'n,  they  have  given  me  a  rowfe  already. 

Mon.  Good  faith  a  Uttle  one  :  Not  paft  a  Pint,  as  I  ama 
Soldier. 

Jago.  Some  Wine  ho  1  Cj^goT^^ 

And  let  me  the  Cannakin  cUnkj  clinks 

And  let  me  the  Cannakin  clink* 

A  Soldier's  a  Man ;  Oh^  Man's  lifis  but  a  Spotty 

Why  then  let  a  Soldier  drink* 

Some  Wine,  Boys. 

Caf.  Tore  Heav'n,  an  excellent  Song. 

Jago.  I  learned  it  in  England  zWhtrc  indeed  they  arc 
moft  potent  in  Potting.  Your  Dane^  your  German^  and 
your  fWag-belly'd  Hollander, — drink  ho— are  nothing  to  your 
Engliflj. 

Caf.  Is  your  Englijhman  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking  f 

Jago.  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility,  your  Dau 
dead  Drunk.  He  fwears  not  to  overthrow  your  Almm. 
He  gives  your  Hollander  a  Vonut,  e'er  the  next  Pottle  cm 
be  flird. 

Caf.  To  the  Health  of  our  General. 

Mon.  I  am  for  it.  Lieutenant:  And  Til  do  you  Jufticc* 

Jago.  Oh  fweet  England. 

King  Stephen  was  and-a  worthy  Peer^ 

His  Breeches  cofl  him  but  a  Crown^ 

He  held  them  fix  Pence  all  too  dear, 

T^^h  that  ha^alVd  the  Tailor  Lown  :  Ht 
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He  was  a  Wight  of  high  RemwH^ 
Ani  thoH  art  but  of  low  degree: 
*77s  Pride  that  fulls  the  Comttrj  derum^ 
And  tal{e  thj  awfd  Cloal^aioHt  thee. 

Some  Wine  ho. 

Caf.  Why  this  is  a  more  exqaifite  Song  than  the  other. 

Jago.  Will  you  hear*t  again  ? 

Caf^  No;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  PIace» 

that  does  thofe  things.    Well -Heaven's  above  all ;  and 

there  be  Souls  muft  be  fared,  and  there  be  Souls  muft  doc 
be  faved. 

Jago.  It's  true,  good  Lieutenant. 

Caf.  For  mine  own  part,  no  oflFence  to  the  General,  oOr 
any  Man  of  Quality ;  I  hope  to  be  faved. 

Jago.  And  fo  do  I  too.  Lieutenant. 

Gf/;  Ay*  but  by  your  leave,  net  before  me.  The  Lieu* 
tenant  is  to  be  faved  before  the  Ancient.  Let's  have  no  mote 
of  this;  let's  to  our  Affairs.  Forgive  our  Sins--— Gentle- 
men, let's  look  to  our  Bufinefs*  Do  not  think*  Gentlemen, 
I  am  Drutikt  This  i%  my  Aodent,  this  is  my  right  Hand^ 
and  this  is  my  left.  I  am  not  drunk  now;  I  can  ftand  well 
efiougb,  and  I  fpeak  well  enough. 

Gent.  Excellent  weU. 

Caf.  Why  very  well  theo;  .j^ou  muft  not  think  then,  that 
I  am  drunk. 

Adorn.  To  the  Platform,  Mafters,  come,  let's  fee  the 
Watch. 

y^^o.  You  fee  this  Fellow  that  is  gone  before. 
He  is  a  Soldier,  fit  to  (bnd  by  Cafar^ 
And  give  direftion.    And  do  but  fee  his  Vice*' 
*Tis  to  his  Virtues  a  juft  Equinox,  « 

The  one  as  long  as  th' other.    'Tis  pity  of  him; 
I  fear  the  Truft  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  fome  odd  time  of  his  Infirmity* 
Will  (hake  this  Ifland. 

Mom.  But  is  he  often  thus. 

Jago.  'Tis  evermore  his  Prologue  to  his  Sleep. 
He'll  watch  the  Hoiologuc  i  double  Set> 

Vol..  V.  h^  ^f 
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If  drink  rock  not  his  Cradle. 

Man.  It  were  wcJI 
The  General  were  put  in  mind  of  it: 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  Nature 
.  Prizes  the  Virtue  that  appears  in  Caffio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  Evils:  Is  not  this  true? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

y^^^o.  How  now,  Rodorigo ! 
I  pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant,  go. 

MoH.  And  'tis  great  pity  that  the  Noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  pl^ce,  is  his  own  Second^ 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  Infirmity; 
It  were  an  honeft  Adion,  to  fay  fo 
To  the  Moor. 

y^g^.  Not  r,  for  this  fair  IQand; 
I  do  iove  Caj[^  well,  and  would  do  much 
To.  (ure  him  bf  this  Evil.     But  hark,  what  Noife$ 

Enter  CzSio  pur fuing^  Rodorigo. 

Cdf.  You  Rogue  I  you  Rafcall     i 

Men.  What's  the  Matter,  Lieutenant? 

Caf.  A  Knave  teach  me  my  Duty  \  I^'U  beat  tbe 
Knave  into  a  Twiggen  Bpttle. 

Rod.  Beat  me  ■  ■■         \ 

Caf.  Doft  thou  prite,  R^gue  ? 

Men.  Nay,  good  Lieutenant;  [Stajingldm. 

I  pray  you.  Sir,  hold  yo^r  Hand. 

C^f.  Let  me  go,  Siiy^r  I'll  knock  you  o'er  the  Maziaid. 

Men.  Come,  come,  youVe  drunk. 

Caf.  Drunk  ? .  [7%  Jigh. 

yago.  Away  I  fay,  go  out  and  cry  a  Mutiny. 

[Exit  Rodorigo; 
Nay,  good  Lieutenant— -—Alas,  Gentlemen- 
Help  ho ! rLieuteoant— Sir  Mentuno--'-^ 

Help  Matters  1  Here's  a  goodly  Watch  indeed* 
Who's  that  which  rings  the  Bell Diablo^  hoi 

{Bell  rmgs. 
The  Town  will  rife.    Fie,  fie.  Lieutenant! 

You  will  be  (ham'd  for  ever. 

£if^rr  Othellf^,  4nd  uiiiend^ffts^ 

QiL  What  is  the  matter  here  i 
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Mon.  I  bleed  flill,  I  am  hurt,  but  not  to  th*  Death. 

Oth.  Hold  for  your  Lives. 

Jago.  Hold  ho  \  Lieutenant— Sir— iJ/^»Mw — Gentlemen--^ 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  Senfe  and  Duty? 
Hold.     The  General  fpcaks  to  you-— hold  for  fhame 

Oth.  Why  how  now  ho?  From  whence  arifeth  this  I 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks  ?  and  to  our  felves  do  that 
Which  Heav'n  hath  forbid  the  On$mitcs. 
For  Chriftian  ihame^  put  by  this  barbarous  Brawl  $ 
He  that  flirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  Rage, 
Holds  his  Soul  light :  He  dies  upon  his  Motion. 
Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety.     What  is  the  matter,  Mailers  ? 
Honeft  Jago,  that  looks  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak :  Who  began  this  i  On  thy  Love  I  charge  thee  f 

yago.  I  do  not  know  ;  Friends  alL  but  now,  even  now 
In  Quarter,  and  in  terms  like  Bride  and  Groom 
Deveftingthem  for  Bed  ;  and  then,  but  now 
As  if  fome  Planet  had  unwitted  Men, 
Sword  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  Breads^ 
[n  oppofition  bloody.    I  cannot  fpeak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevi(h  odds. 
And  would  in  Adion  glorious^  I  had  loft 
Thofe  Legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

Oth.  How  comes  it>  Michael^  you  are  thus  forgot  { 

Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak.  • 

Oth.  Worthy  Aiontano^  you  were  wont  to  be  civil: 
The  gravity  and  ftillnefs  of  your  Youth, 
The  World  hach  noted.    And  your  Name  is  great 
In  Mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure.     What's  the  mattery 
That  you  unlace  your  Reputation  thus, 
And  fpend  your  rich  Opinion^  for  the  Name 
Of  a  Night-brawler  ?  give  me  anfwer  to  it. 

Mon.  Worthy  Othelh^  I  am  hurt  to  Danger ; 
Your  Officer,  Jmo^  can  inform  you. 
While  I  fpare  Spefcb,  which  fomethingnow  offends  me* 
Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  T  ought, 
By  me  that's  faid  or  done  amifs  this  Night, 
Unlefs  Self-chtrity  be  fometimes  a  Vice, 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  Sin, 

LI  »  When 
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When  Violence  affails  us. 

0th.  Now,  by  Heav'n, 
My  Blood  begins  my  fafer  Guides  to  rule. 
And  PaffioD,  having  my  beft  Judgment  choler'd, 
Affays  to  lead  the  way.     If  1  once  ftir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  Arm,  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  Rebuke.    Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  Rout  began  ?  Who  fet  it  oYi  ? 
And  he  that  is  approved  in  this  Offence, 
Tho'  he  had  twin'd  with  me,  both  at  a  Birth,- 
.  Shall  lok>fe  me.     What  in  a  Town  of  War, 
Yet  wild,  the  Peoples  Hearts  brinQ-fuIl  of  fear^ 
To  manage  private  and  domeftick  Quarrel? 
In  Night,  and  on  the  Court  and  Guard  of  fafety  ? 
'Tis  monftrous.  Jago,  who  began't? 

Mofi.  If  partially  affin'd,  or  league  in  Office* 
Thou  doft  deliver  more  or  lefs  than  Truth, 
Thou  art  no  Soldier. 

Jago.  Touch  uie  not  fo  near; 
I  had  rather  have  this  Tongue  cut  from  my  Mouth, 
Than  it  (hould  do  offence  to  Michael  Cafjio. 
Yet  I  perfwade  my  felf,  to  Ipeak  fo  the  Truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.     This  it  is.  General  i 
Mentano  and  my  felf  being  in  Speech, 
There  comes  a  Fellow,  crying  out  for  help. 
And  CaJJio  following  him  with  determined  Sword, 
To  exeCute  upon  him.    Sir,  this  Gentleman 
Steps  into  CaJJlo^  and  intreats  his  paufe; 
My  ielf  the  crying  Fellow  did  purfue. 
Left  by  his  Clamour,  as  it  fo  fell  otit. 
The  Town  might  fall  in  fright.  He,  fwift  of  FqoI^ 
Out»ran  my  purpofe :  And  I  return'd  the  rather 
For  that  t  heard  the  clink,  and  fall  of  Swords^ 
And  CaJJio,  high  in  Oath ;  which  'till  to  Night 
I  ne'er  might  fay  before.    When  I  came  back. 
For  this  was  brie^  I  found  them  clofe  together 
At  blow,  and  thruft,  even  as  asain  they  were 
When  you  your  felf  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  cannot  I  report 
But  Men  are  Men  s  the  beft  fometimes  fbreet; 
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Tiio'  CaJJio  did  fome  fome  little  wrong  to  him. 
As  Men  in  rige,  ftrike  thofe  that  wim  them  befta 
Yet  furely  CafftQ^  I  believe,  received 
From  him  that  fled,  fome  ftrange  indignity. 
Which  Patience  could  not  pafs. 

0th.  Iknow>  Jag0» 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  Matter, 
Making  it  light  to  d^  :  Cajpo^  I  love  thee. 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 

Enter  Defdemona  dttittdej^ 
Look  if  my  gentle  Love  be  not  rais'd  up  : 
ni  make  thee  an  Example. 

Def  What's  the  matter,  Dear? 

Oth.  All-s  well*  Sweeting ; 
Come,  away  to  Bed.    Sir,  for  your  hurt;,^ 
My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon.     Lead  him  off : 
J^£^p  look  with  care  about  the  Town, 
A.od  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawl  diftra&ed* 
Come,  Defdenuma^  'tis  the  Soldiers  Life, 
^o  have  their  balmy  Slumbers  wak'd  with  Strife.    [ExiMftf. 

Aianent  Jago  Md  Caflio. 

Jago.  What,  are  you  hurr,  Lieutenant  { 

C^.  Ay,  paft  all  Surgery. 

y^go.  Marry,  Heav'n  forbid. 

Caf.  Reputation,  Reputation,  Reputation  I  Oh  I  have 
bft  my  Reputation  f  I  have  loft  the  imoiortal  pare  of  my 
felf,  and  what  remains  is  beftial*  My  Reputation,  Jago, 
my  Reputation 

yag9.  As  I  am  an  honefl  Man,  I  had  thought  you  had 
received  fome  bodily  wound ;  there  is  more  Senfe  in  that 
dian  in  Reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle*  and  moft  falfe 
[mpofition  ;  oft  got  without  merits  and  loft  without  de« 
ferving.  You  have  loft  no  Reputation  at  all,  unlefs  you 
repute  your  felf  fuch  a  lofer.  What  Man  *— —  there  are 
DX>re  ways  to  recover  the  General  again.  You  are  but  now 
nft  in  his  Mood,  a  punifiiment  more  in  Policyt  than  ia 
Mialice,  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  offencelefs  Dog  to 
iffright  an  imperious  Lion.     Sue  to  him  agaiOy  and  h€s 
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Caf.  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'd^  than   to  dec 
fo  good  a  Gommander,   with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken, 
fo  indifcreet  an  Officer.    Drunk  i  and  Tpeak,  Parrot  ? 
fquabble  i  Swagger  i  Sweir  i  And  difcourfe  Fuftian 
ones  own  Shadow  i    O  thou  invidble  Spirit  of  Vi 
if  thou  haft  no  Name  to  be  known  by,   let  us  call 
Devil. 

Jago.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  Sw 
what  had  he  done  to  you  i 

Caf.  I  know  not. 

Jago.  Is't  poffible  ? 

CaJ.  I  remember  a  Mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  difi 
ly :  A  Quarrel,  but  nothing  wherefore.  Qh»  that  Men  (h 
put  an  Enemy  in  their  Mouths,  to  fteal  away  their  Bn 
That  we  fliould  with  joy,  pleafance,  revel  and  appl 
transform  f  ur  felves  into  Beafis. 

Jago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough;  How  i 
you  thus  recovtr'd  ? 

Caf.  It  hath  pleas'd  the  Devil,  Drunkennefs,  to  give] 
to  the  Devil,  Wrath  ;  one  unperfeAnefs  Aiews  me  anoi 
to  make  me  frankly  defpife  my  felf. 

J^ia.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  Moraller.  As  the  T 
the  Place,  and  the  Condition  of  this  Country  ftaods,  I  c 
heartily  wi(h  this  had  not  befain :  But  fince  it  is,  as : 
mend  it  for  your  own  Good. 

Ca/^  I  will  ask  him  for  my  Place  again,  he  (hall  teU 
I  am  a  Drunkard  i  Had  I  as  many  Mouths  as  Hjdrsi^  : 
i  an  anfwer  would  ftop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  fenfible  I 
by  and  by  a  Fool,  and  prefently  a  Beaft.  Oh  ftran 
Every  inordinate  Cup  is  unblefs'd,  and  the  Ingredient 
Devil. 

y^go.  Come,  comp,  good  Wine  is  a  good  fam 
Creature,  if  it  be  well  us'd  :  Exclaim  no  more  ags 
it.  And,  good  Lieutenant,  I  think,  you  think  I  I 
you. 

Caf  I  have  well  approved  it,  Sir.   I  drunk  ! 

5^4^o.  You,  or  any  Man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  a  ti 
Mao.  I  tell  you  what  you  (hall  do :  Our  General's  V 
is  now  the  General.  I  may  fay  fo,  in  this  refbed^ 
that  he  hath  devoted,  and  given  up  himfelf  to  tne  C 
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templation,  marl,  and  Devotement  of  her^  ^arts  and 
Graces.  Confefsyour  felf  freely  to  her  :,  Importune  her 
help,  to  put  you  in  your  Place  again.  She  is  or  fo  free,  fo 
kind,  fo  apt,  fo  bleffed  a  Difpohtion,  ihe  holds Jt  a  Vice 
in  her  Goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than  /he  is  requefted. 
This  broken  Joint  between  you  and  her  Husband,  intreat- 
her  to  fplinter.  And  my  Fortunes  againft  any  lay  worth 
naming,  this  crack  of  your  Love,  ihall  grow  itrongier  than 
it  was  before. 

Caf.  You  advife  me  well. 

Jago.  I  proteft  in  the  fincerity  of  Love,  and  honcft 
Kindnefs* 

Caf.  I  think  it  freely  :  And  betimes  in  tbe  Morning, 
I  will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  nndelrtake  for 
me :  I  am  defperate  of  my  Fortunes  if  they  check  me. 

Jago.  You  are  in  the  right :  Good  Night,  Lieutenant^  I 
muft  to  the  Watch. 

Caf.  Good  Night,  honeft  Jago.  [Exit  Caffio. 

Jago.  And  what's  he  then,  that  fays  I  play  the  Villain  S 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honefi. 
Probable  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  cdurfe  . 
To  win  the  Moor  again.    For  'tis  moft  eafie, 
Th'  inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 
In  any  honeft  Suit.     She's  fram'd  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  Elements.    And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  werc't  to  renounce  his  Baptifm^ 
All  Seals  'and  Symbols  of  redeemed  Sin, 
His  Soul  is  fo  enfettcr'd  to  her  Love, 
That  (he  may  make,  unmake^  do  what  ihe  lift. 
Even  as  her  Appetite  ftiall  play  the  God  . 

With  his  weak  Fun&ion.    How  am  I  then  a  ViIIain,i 
To  counfel  Cajpo  to  this  parallel  courfe, 
Direftly  to  his  good  ?  Divinity  of  Hell, 
When  Devils  will  their  blackeft  Sins  put  on. 
They  do  fuggeft  at  firft  with  heav'nly  Shews, 
As  I  do  now.    For  while  this  honeft  Fool 
Plies  Defdemona^  to  repair  his  Fortune, 
And  ftie  for  him,  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor^ 
ril  pour  this  Peftilence  into  his  Ear  : 
That  (he  repeals  him,  for  her  Body's  Lvl&^i 
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And  by  how  much  (he  ftrives  to  do  him  goo^. 

She  fliall  undo  her  Credit  with  the  Moor, 

So  will  I  turn  her  Virtue  into  pitch, 

And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  Nee, 

That  (hall  enmalh  them  alU 

How  now,  R9dmge  ? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 
RQtU  I  do  fbl)ow  here  in  the  Chace,  not  likp  a  Hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  Cry.  My  Mony  is  al- 
moft  fpent ;  I  have  been  to  Night  exceedingly  .well  cudgel- 
led ;  and  I  think  the  IfTue  will  be,  I  (hall  have  fb  much  £z« 
perience  for  my  Pains ;  and  fo  with  no  Mony  at  all,  and  i 
little  more  Wit,  return  again  to  Finice. 

ydg9.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience  f 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  i 
.Thou  know'ft  we  work  by  Wit,  and  not  by  Witchcraft  5 
And  Wit  depends  on  dilatory  time : 
Doft  not  go  well  ?  Caffio  hath  beaten  thee. 
And  thou  by  that  fmall  hurt  haft  calhier'd  CaJ[p» : 
Tho'  other  things  ^row  fair  againft  the  Sun, 
Tet  Fruits  that  bloflbm  firft,  will  iSrft  be  ripe : 
Content  thy  felf  a  while.     In  troth  *cis  Morning; 
iQeafure  and  A&ion  make  the  hours  feem  (hort. 
Retire  thee;  go  where  thou  art  Gilletted  : 
Away,  I  fay,  thou  (halt  know  more  hereafter: 
Nay,  |ct  thee  gone.  {Exit  Rodorigo; 

Two  uiings  are  to  be  done ; 
My  Wife  muft  move  for  Cajfio  to  her  Miftrefs  : 
ril  fet  her  on  my  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apar^ 
And  bring  him  )ump,  when  he  may  C^  find 
ftolliciting  his  Wife :  Ay,  that's  the  way  : 
puP  not  Beyice:^  by  coldnefs  and  delay,     ^  [Exit. 
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ACT    III.      SCENE    I, 

SCENE  OthcMs Taiace. 

Enter  Caffio,  MM/fcians^  dnd  Clm/n. 

Cif/T  A  A"  Afters,  play  here,  I.  will  content  your  Painsi 

XVl  Something  that's  brief;    and  bid  good  mo^ 
row.  General. 

Clown.  Why,  Mafters,  have  your  Inftruments  been  ia 
NdpUs,  that  they  fpeak  i'th'  Nofe  thus  ? 
Muf.  How,  Sir,  how  ?  * 

Clown.  Are  thefe,  I  pray  you,  wind  Inftruments  i 
Mnf.  Ay,  marry  arc  they,  Sir. 
Clown.  Oh,  thereby  hangs  a  Tale. 
Muf.  Whereby  hangs  a  Tale,  Sir  ? 
Clown.  Marry,   Sir,  by  many  a  wind  Inftrument  that  I 
know.   But,  Matters,  here's  Mony  for  you  :  And  the  Gcr 
neral  fo  likes  your  Mufick,  that  he  defires  you  for  loves 
Sake  to  make  no  Noife  with  it. 
Muf.  Well,  Sir,  wc  will  not* 

Qown.  If  you  have  any  Mufick  that  may  not  be  hear<^' 
to't  again.  But,  as  they  fay,  to  hear  Mufick^  the  Genc*^ 
ral  does  not  greatly  care* 

Muf.  We  have  none  fuch.  Sir.  • 

Clown.  Then  put  up  your  Pipes  in  your  Bag,  for  I'll  away. 
Qo,  vani(h  into  Air,  away*  ^Exit  MuC 

Caf  Doft  thou  hear  me,  mine  honeft  Friend  f 
Qown,  No,  Ihe^not  your  honeft  Friend  ;  I  hear  you* 
Caf.  Prethee,  keep  up  thy  Quillets,  there's  a  poor  piece 
of  Gold  for  thee :    If  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the 
General's  Wife  be  ftirring,  tell  her  there's  one  CaJJio  entreats 
of  her  a  little  Favour  of  Speech.    Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clown.  She  is  ftirring.  Sir,  if  (he  will  fiir  hither,  I  (hall 
feem  to  notifie  unto  her.  \JBxit  Clown. 

Caf.  Do  my  good  Friend. 

Enter  Jago. 
In  happy  time,  J^go. 

Ja^o.  You  have  not  been  a-bcd  thttv  \ 
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Caf.  Why,  no  j  the  day  had  broke  before  we  parted. 
I  have  made  bold,  Ja^o^  to  fend  in  to  your  Wife ; 
My  fuit  to  her  is,  that  (he  will  to  virtuous  DffdemoM 
J>rocure  sne  fome  accefs. 

Jago.  V\\  fend  her  to  you  prefently  : 
'And  rU  devife  a  Mean  to  draw  the  Mo^r 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  Convcrfe  and  Bufihefs 
May  be  ipore  free*  \Exiu 

Caf.  I  humbly  th^nk  you  for't.    I  never  knew 
A  Flortmine  more  kind  and  honeft. 

Enter  iEmilia. 

tj£fniL  Good  morrow,  good  Lieutenants  I  am  forry 
Tor  your  Difpleafure  ;  but  all  will  fure  be  well. 
The  GeTicral  and  his  Wife  are  talking  of  it ; 
And  (he  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly.   The  Moor  replies  ,- 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  Fame  in  Cjprm^ 
And  great  Affinity  ;  and  that  in  wholfom  Wifdom' 
He  might  not  but  refufe  you.  But  he  protefts  he  loycs  you. 
And  needs  no  other  Suitor  but  his  likings. 
To  bring  you  in  again, 

Caf.  Yet,  I  befeech  you. 
If  you  think  fir,  or  that  it  may  be  done^ 
^ve  me  Advantage  of  fome  brief  Difcoiirfe 
^With  Defdemon  alone. 

nj£mil.  Pray,  come  in  ; 
I  will  beftow  you  .where  you  (hall  have  time 
'Jo  fpeak  your  Bofom  freely. 

Caf.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  [ExcM* 

Enter  Othello,  Jago,  and  GentUmen. 

0th.  Thefe  Letters  give,  Jaga,  to  the  Pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  Duties  to  the  Senate  ; 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  Works, 
Repair  there  to  me, 

Jago.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  do't, 

0th.  This  Fortification,  Gentlemen,  fliall  we  fcc*t  ? 

^ent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordihip.  {Exemt 
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SCENE  II.    An  Apartment. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Caffio,  and  Mm\\\z^ 

^  Vef.  Be  thou  affur'd,  good  Caffio^  I  will  do 
All  my  Abilities  in  thy  behalf. 
vSmiL  Good  MadtO)>  do ; 
I  warrant  it  grieves  my  Husband^ 
As  if  the  Caufe  were  his. 

Def.  Oh  that's  an  honeft  Fellow ;  do  not  doubt,  Cafpo, 
But  I  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Caf.  Bounteous  Madam*  - 
Whatever  ihall  become  of  AGchoil  Caffio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  Servant. 

Def.  I  know't,  I  thank  you ;  you  do  love  my  Lordy 
You  have  known  him  long>  and  be  you  well  airur*d, 
He  ihall  in  firangenefs  ftand  no  farther  off. 
Than  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Caf  Ay,  but  Lady, 
That  Policy  may  either  laft  fo  long* 
Or  feed  upon  fuch  nice  and  waterifli  Piet, 
Or  breed  it  felf  fo  out  of  Circumftances, 
That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fupply'd. 
My  General  will  forget  my  Lov«  and  Serviced 

Def.  Do  not  (}oubt  that ;  before  v/£milid  here, 
I  give  thee  Warrant  of  thy  place.    Affure  thee. 
If  I  do  vow  a  Friendfhip*  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  laft  Article.  My  Lord  (hall  never  reft, 
rU  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  Patience; 
His  Bed  (hall  feem  a  School,  his  Boord  a  Shrift,' 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  do's 
With  Cajpo^s  fuit :  Therefore  be  merry,  CaJfiCB 
For  thy  SoUicitor  (hall  rather  die. 
Than  give  thy  Caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello  and  Jago. 

ty£miL  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 

Caf  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Def.  Why  fiay,  and  hear  me  fpeak^ 
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Cdf.  Madam,  not  now ;  I  am  very  ill  at  eafe. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 

Def.  Well,  do  your  difcretioiw  {E^^  Caffio* 

Jago.  Hah  ?  I  like  not  that. 
.    Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Jagi^^  Nothing,  my  Lord ;  or  if  ■  I  know  not  wliat 

Oth.  Was  not  that  CaJJio  parted  from  my  Wife  f 

Jago.  CaJJio^  my  Lord?  No  fure,  I  cannot  think  it# 
That  be  would  fteal  away  fo  guilty-like* 
Seeing  you  coming. 

QtL  I  do  believe  'twas  he» 

Def.  How  now,  my  Lord{ 
1  have  been  talking  with  a  Suitor  here, 
A  Man  that  languiflies  in  your  Dilpleafure. 

0$h.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 

Dif.  Why  your  Lieutenant  Ci/iSa,  goodmyLord» 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you. 
His  prefenc  reconciliation  take. 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you. 
That  errs  in  Ignorance,  and  not  in  Cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honed  Face* 
I  prethee  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Went  he  hence  now  i 

Def.  In  footh,  fo  humbledj 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  Grief  with  me 
^To  (uffer  with  him.    Good  Love,  call  him  back. 

€hh.  Not  now,  fweetP^yZ/^i^^iM,  fome  other  time* 

J>ef.  But  Q^^\U  be  fhortly  ? 

Oth.  The  fooner.  Sweet,  for  you. 

Def.  Shalft  be  to  Night,  at  Supper  ?  ^ 

Oth.  No,  not  to  Night. 

Def  To  morrow  Dinner  then  } 

Oth.  I  fhall  not  dine  at  home  ; 
I  meet  the  Captains  at  the  Citadel. 

Def  Why  then  to  morrow  Night,  en  TWy!^  mon^^ 
On  Tteefdaj  noon,  or  night ;  on  Wednefday  morn* 
I  prethee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  Days ;  in  faith  he's  Penitent : 
And  yet  his  Trefpa^,  in  our  common  Reafbn, 
Save  that  they  fay  the  Wars  muft  make  Example, 
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Out  of  their  befti  is  not  aljnoft  a  Fault 
T'incur  a  private  check.  When  (hall  he  come  { 
Tell  me,  Othello.   I  wonder  in  my  Soul 
What  you  would  ask  me,  that  I  would  deny, 
Orftand  fomam'ringon?  Whzt  t  MichdelCaffio  /-~ 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you ;  and  fomany  atilDC 
When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraiiingly 
Hath  ta'en  your  part»  to  have  fa  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  ?   Truft  me,  I  could  do  much  ~-i 
0th.  Prethee  no  more,  let  him  come  when  ht  wiU| 
I  will  deny  (face  nothing. 

Def.  Why,  this  is  not  a  Boon  : 
'Tis  as  I.lhould  er treat  you  wear  your  Gloves,. 
Or  feed  on  nourifliirg  Diihes,  or  keep  you  warm^ 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  Profit 
To  your  Perfon.    Nay,  when  I  have  fuit^ 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  Love  indeed^ 
It  (hall  be  full  of  Poize,  and  difficult  weight, 
.  And  fearful  to  he  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 
Whereon  I  do  beleech  thee,  ]granC  me  thi^ 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I  deny  you  ?  No:  Farewel,  my  Lord. 
Oth.  Farewel,  my  Defdemona,  I'U  come  to  thee  firaight: 
Def.  t/£miliaf  come  ;  be  as  your  Fancies  teac;h  you : 
Whatever  you  be,  I  am  obedient.  ,  [-B«^*» 

Oth.  Excellent  Wretch !  Perdition  catch  my  Soul, 
But  I  do  love  thee;  and  when  I  love  thee  not* 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

y^io.  My  noble  Lord. 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay,  Jago  f 

Jago.  Did  MUhAil  Caffio^ 
When  you  woo'd  my  Lady,  know  of  your  Love ) 

Oth.  He  did,  from  firft  to  laft  % 
Why  doft  thou  ask  / 

J^g9.  But  for  a  Satisfadion  of  my  Though^ 
No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thoughtt  Jag^  t 

J^.  I  did  not  think  he  had  bieeo  acquaintedwi(h  it* 

Oth.  O  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 
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Jago.  Indeed!  ■  '  ■ 

Oth.  Indeed!  Ay,  indeed.  Difcero'ft  chou  ought  of  that  J 
Is  he  not  honeft  ?• 

jf'^go.  Honeft,  my  Lord  i 

Oth.  Honcft?  Ay,  Honeft* 

yago.  My  Lord,  for  ou^ht  I  know. 

Oth.  What  doft  thou  think  i 

J  ago.  Think,  my  Lord  !-— 

Oth.  Think,  my  Lord  I  Alas,  thou  eccho'ft  me ; 
As  if  there  were  fome  Monfter  in  thy  thought    ' 
l^'oo  hideous  to  be  (hewn.Thoudoft  mean  fomething : 
I  heard  thee  fay  even  now,  thou  lik'ft  not  that,^ 
When  Caffio  left  my  Wife.    What  did'ft  not  like  ? 
And  when  I  told  thee»  he  was  of  my  Counfel, 
Ofmy  whole  courfe  of  wooing ;  thou  cried' ft,  indeed  { 
And  didft  contrad  dnd  purfe  thy  Brow  together. 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  (hut  up  in  thy  Brain 
Some  horrible  Conceit :  If  thou  doft  love  me 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

J  ago.  My  Lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Oth.  I  think  thou  doft  : 
And  for  I  know  thou'rt  full  of  Love  and  Hohefty, 
And  weigh'ft  thy  Words  before  thou  giv'ft  them  Breitfai 
Therefore  thefe  ftops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more  : 
For  fuch  things,  in  a  falfe  difloyal  Knave, 
Are  tricks  of  Cuftom  ;  but  in  a  Man  that's  juft. 
They're  cold  Dilations  working  from  the  Hearty 
That  Paffion  cannot  rule. 

Jago.  For  Michael  CaJJto^ 
1  dare  be  fworn,  I  think,  that  he  is  honeft. 

Oth.  I  think  fo  too. 

yago.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem, 
Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none; 

Oth.  Certains,  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem. 

yago.  Whyi  then  I  think  Caffio's  an  honeft  Man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this. 
I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, " 
As  thou  doft  ruminate,  and  gtvethy  worft  of  thoughts^ 
The  worft  of  Words. 
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y^om  Good*  my  Lord,  pardon  me* 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  Ad  of  Duty,' 
I  am  not  bound  to  that,  all  Slaves  are  free  to  ; 
Utter  my  Thoughts  I  —  Why  fay  they  are  yildandfalfe  ? 
As,  where's  that  Palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not?  Who  has  that  Br  eafi  to  pure. 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  Leets,  and  Law-days,  and  in  Seflions  fit 
With  Meditations  lawful  ? 

0th.  Thou  doft  confpire  againft  thy  Friend,  Jag9^ 
If  thou  but  think'ft  him  wrong'd^  and  mak'ft  his  £ar 
A  Stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jago.  I  do  befcech  you. 
Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  Guefs^ 
As  I  confefs  it  is  my  Nature^s  Plague 
To  fpie  into  abufes,  and  of  my  Jealoufie 
Shapes  Faults  that  are  not,  that  your  Wifdom^ 
From  one  that  fo  imperfedly  Conceits, 
Would  take  no  Notice,  nor  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  fcattering,  and  un(ure  Obfervance  : 
It  were  not  for  your  quier>  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  Manhood,  Honefty  and  Wifdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  Thoughts. 

0th.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

y^go.  Good  Name  in  Man  and  Woman,  dear  my  Lotd^' 
Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  their  Souls ; 
Who   fteals   my  Purfe  fteals  trafli,  'tis  fomething^    no*; 

thing ; 
TTwas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  Slave  to  thoufands ;  *" 
jBut  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  Name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

0th.  I'll  know  thy  Thoughts  ■ 

Jago.  You  cannot,  if  my  Heart  were  in  your  Hand, 
Nor  ftiall  not,  whilft  'tis  in  my  Cuftody. 

0th.  H^\ 

Jago.  Oh,  beware,  my  Lord,  of  Jealoufie, 
It  is  the  green*ey'd  Monfter,  which  doth  mock 
The  Meat  it  feeds  on.  That  Cuckold  lives  in  Blifs, 
Who,  certain  of  his  Fate,  loves  not  his  wronger  { 
But  oh,  what  damned  Minutes  tells  he  o'er. 
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Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  fufpefts,  yet  ftrongly  loves  I 

0th.  OMifcryl 

Jdgo.  Poor,  and  content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 
But  Riches  finelefs,  is  as  poor  as  Winter, 
To  him  chat  ever  fears  he  (hall  be  poor ; 
Good  Heav'n  I  the  Souls  of  all  my  Tribe  defend 
From  Jealoufic. 

0/A.  Why  ?  Why  is  this  ? 
Think'ft  thou  I'd  make  a  Life  of  Jealoufie  { 
To  follow  ftill  the  Changes  of  the  Moon> 
With  frtfti  Sufpicions  i  No  ;  to  be  once  in  doubt. 
Is  once  to  be  refolv'd :  Exchange  me  for  a  GosX, 
When  I  (hall  turn  the  BuHnefs  of  my  Soul 
To  fuch  exufflicate,  and  blown  Surmifes, 
Matching  thy  inference :  Tis  not  to  make  me  Jealous^ 
To  fay  my  Wife  is  Fair,  feeds  welU  loves  Company, 
Is  free  of  Speech,  fings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 
Where  Virtue  is,  thefe  are  moft  virtuous. 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  Merits,  will  I  draw 
The  fmalleft  Fear,  or  doubt  of  her  Revolt, 
For  /he  had  Eyes,  and  chofe  me.   No,  Jago^ 
I'll  fee  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  5 
And  on  the  proof  there  is  no  more  but  this. 
Away  at  once  with  Love,  or  Jealoufie. 

yago.  I  am  glad  of  this;  fornowl  ihallhavereafon 
To  fhew  the  Love  and  Duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  Spirit.  Therefore,  as  I  am  boood^ 
Receive  it  from  me.   I  fpeak  not  ytt  of  Proof : 
LooIT  to  your  Wife,  obferve  her  well  with  Of(p0f 
Wear  your  Eyes,  thus ;  not  Jealous^  nor  Secure  ; 
I  would  not  have  your  free,  and  noble  Natures 
Out  of  Self-bounty  be  abus'd  ;  look  to'r. 
I  know  our  Country  difpofition  well ; 
In  f^emcCi  they  do  let  Meav'n  fee  the  Pranks 
They  dare  not  (hew  their  Husbands,  their  beft  ConlciCQCei 
Is  not  to  Ieave*t  undone,  but  kept  unknown. 
O/A.  Doft  thou  fay  fo  ? 

5^^^«.  She  did  deceive  her  Father,  marrying  yoa» 
And  when  (he  feem*d  to  ihake»  and  fear  your  looby 
She  lov*d  them  moft. 

Otk 
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0th.  And  fo  flie  did, 

Jago.  Why,  go  to  then ; 
Slie  chat  fo  young  could  give  out  flich  a  feeming 
To  feal  her  Father's  Eyes  up,  clofe  as  Oak—- 
He  thought  *twas  Witchcraft—- 
But  I  am  much  to  blame  t 
I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon 
For  too  much  loving  yoU; 

0th.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  evef • 

J^g9.  I  fee  this  hath  a  little  dalh'd  your  Spirits; 

0/£  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

Jdgo.  Truft  me,  I  fear  it  has : 
I  hope  you  Will  con^der,  what  is  fpole 
Com  es  from  my  Love.   But  I  do  fee  you're  moV*d^-^ 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  firain  my  Speech 
To  groifer  Iffiiesi  not  to  larger  Reach, 
Than  to  Sufpicion. 

0th.  I  will  not. 

J^go.  Should  you  do  fo,   my  Lord, 
tiiy  Speech  fliould  fall  into  fucn  vild  Success, 
Which  my  Thoughts  aim'd  not  at.  (jijfuf%  my  worthy  Friend : 
My  Lord,  I  fee  you're  mov*d—- 

Oth.  No,  not  much  mov'd  ■ 
I  do  not  think  but  Defdemona%  honeft. 

y^gi^.  Long  live  (he  fo  ;  and  long  live  you  to  think  fo. 

Oth.  And  yet  how  Nature  erring  from  It  felf-— 

Jago.  Ay,  there^sthe  point;  —  as,  to  be  bold  With  yoU  i 
Not  to  affed  many  propo/^  Matches 
Of  her  own  Clime,  Comple^tion  and  Degree, 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things.  Nature  tends : 
Foh  I  one  may  fmell  in  fucb,  a  Will  mpft  rank^ 
Foul  Difproportions,  Thoughts  unnatural.    - 
Bur^  pardon  me,  I  do  not  in  Pofiiion 
Diftindly  fpeak  of  her,  tho*  I  may  fear 
Her  Will,  recoiling  to  her  better  JudgiiieAtf 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  Her  Country  Fortbs^ 
And  happily  repent. 

Oth.  Farewel,  farewel; 
If  more  thou  doft  perceive,  let  me  know  more  i 
Set  on  thy  Wife  to  obferve^    Leave  me,  Jagf^ 
^  Vol.   V.  Mm  *i*l? 
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yagc»  My  Lord,  I  cake  my  leave.  [A 

Oth.  Why  did  I  marry  ? 
This  boneft  Creature^  doubtlefsi 
Sees,  and  knows  more*  much  more  than  he  uirfbJds. 

Ja^o.  My  Lord,  I  would  I  might  iatreat  your  Hooi 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  farther ;  leave  it  to  time  i 
Altho*  'tis  fit  that  Caffio  have  his  Places 
For  Aire  he  fills  it  up  with  great  Abilicy, 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  put  him  off  a  while. 
You  Ihall  by  that  perceive  him,  and  his  means ; 
Note,  if  your  Lady  ftrain  his  Entertainment 
With  any  ftrong,  or  vehement  importuniiyt 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that.    In  the  mean  timcy 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufie  in  my  fears. 
As  worthy  caufe  I  have  to  fear  I  antu 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  Honour. 
Oth.  Fear  not  my  Government* 
Jago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  [Exi 

0th.  This.Fellow's  of  exceeding  honefty. 
And  knows  all  Qi^^cities^  witba  leam'4  ^irii^ 
Of  human  dealings.    If  I  do  prove  her  Haggtrd» 
Tho'  that  her  Jeflfes  were  my  dear  Heart*ftrii^s» 
rd  wbiftle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 
To  prey  at  Fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black. 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  G)nverfatioo9 
That  Chamberers  have;  or  for  I  am  declined 
Into  the  vale  of  Years,  ytt  that's  not  much— -^ 
She's  gone,  I  am  abus'd>  and  my  relief 
Muft  be  to  loath  her.     Oh  Curfe  of  Marriage  \ 
That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  Creatures  ours* 
And  not  their  Appetites !  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad» 
And  live  upon,the  Vapour  of  a  Dai^eon, 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  ftiing  I  love, 
For  others  ufes.     Yet  *tis  rhe  plague  to  GreatooeSt 
Prerogative  are  they  lefs  ttan  the  Bafe^ 
*ris  deftiny  unfliunable  like  Death  ; 
Even  then*  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 
When  we  do  quicken.     Look  where  (he  comttf 

Enter  Defdemona  and  iEmilia. ., 
If  (he  be^alfe,  O  thenHcav'n  mocks  it  felf ; 
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til  not  believ'ti 

Jitf.^  How  now,  my  dear  OthdU  t 
Tour  Dinner,  and  the  generous  IfUnderf, 
By  yon  iovited*  do  attend  your  prefence* 

Oth.  I  am  to  blame. 

J^^  Why  do  you  fpedc  fo  Aintly  t  j 

Are  you  OQi:  well  ? 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  Forehead  here.  * 

Def.  Why,  that's  with  watching,  •twill  away  again;  ^ 

Let  me  but  bind  it  hard»  within  this  hour 
It  wiXi  he  well. 

Oth.  Your  Napkin  is  toolktie ; 

QS^r  drofi  hir  H4nJhrchiifi 
Let  it  alone  ;  Corne^  IH  go  in  wkh  you.  [Ex€i$ikt* 

I  Def.  I  am  very  (brry  that  you  are  not  wel^ 

n^mil.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  Napkin  ;     ' 
^hi$  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor ; 
tAy  wayward  Husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  fteal  it.    But  ihe  fo  loves  the  Token, 
For  he  conjured  her,  fiie  Ihould  ever  keep  i^ 
That  (he  referves  it  ev^tmone  about  hen 
To  kifs  tfid  talk  to.    I'll  bav«  the  work  ta'en  out/ 
And  give't  Jago  ;  what  be  will  do  with  it^ 
Heay'n  knows,  not  I  < 
I  nothing,  but  to  pleslfe  his  j^antaiie. 

Enter  Jago. 

JagMs  Hem  BOW?  What  do  you  here  aloae  ? 

%/£miL  ]Do  not  you  chide;  I  have  a  thing  for  youi 

Jage.  You  have  a  thing  for  me  ? 
It  is  a  common  thing* 

t/£miL  Hah  f 

J4g4.  To  have  a  foolifh  Wifei 

€/^miL  Oh,  is  that  all  i  what  will  ydU  give  mte  now 
For  that  fame  Handkerchief  ? 

Jago.  What  Handkerchief  ? 

%/EmiL  What  Handkerchief  i 
Why,  that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  DefiUm&tutj 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

Jago.  Haft  ftoUen  it  from  her  2 
,    t/EmiU  No;  but  (he  lot  it  drop  by  Negiiginc^ 

Mm  X  *^^ 
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And  to  th*  Advantage,  I  being  here,  tpok't  up : 
Look,  here  *tis. 

J^go.  A  good  Wench,  give  it  me. 

v/£miL  What  will  you  do  with't,  you  have  been  to  i 
neft  to  hive  me  filtch  it  J 

Jago.  Why,  what  is  that  to  you  ?  [Sftatcbini 

ty£mfl.  If  it  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import, 
Give't  roe  again.     Poor  Lady,  Ae'W  run  mad. 
When  (he  (hall  lack  it. 

Jago.  Be  not  acknown  on't : 
I  have  ufe  for  it.     Go,  leave  me-—  [^ExiiMm 

I  will  in  CaJflo*s  Lodging  lofc  this  Napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it.     Trifles  light  as  Air 
Are  to  the  jealous,  Confirmations  ftrong, 
*  As  proofs  of  holy  Writ.     This  may  do  fomething. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  Poifons, 
Dangerous  Conceits  are  in  their  natures  Poifons^ 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  diftafle: 
But  wich  a  little  z6t  upon  the  Blood, 
Burn  like  the  Mines  of  Sulphur.     I  did  fay  fo. 

Enter  Othello;  - 
Look,  where  he  comes !  not  Poppy,  nor  Mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowfie  Syrups  of  the  World, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fweet  Sleep, 
Which  thou  ow'dft  yefterday. 

Ofh.  Ha!  haf  falfetomel 

Jdgo.  Why,  how  now.  General ;  no  more  of  that. 

0th.  Avant,  be  gone ;  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  Rack ; 
I  fwear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd. 
Than  but  to  know  a  little. 

Jago^  How  now,  my  Lord? 

Oth.  What  fcent  had  I,  in  her  ftoln  hours  of  Luft? 
I  faw  it  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm*d  not  me : 
Iflept  the  next-Night  well,  fed  well,  was  free  andmerryi 
I  found  not  Caffio^i  KifT^s  on  her  Lips; 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftoln. 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all, 

yago.  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 

Oth.  I  had  been  hippy  if  the  general  Camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  bad  tafted  her  fweet  Body,    . 
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So  I  had  nothing  known.     Oh  now^  for  ever 
Farewel  the  tranquil  Mind.     Farewel  Content ; 
Farewel  the  plumed  Troops,  ^nd  the  big  Wars, 
That  make  Ambition  Virtue !  Oh  farewel, 
Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  (hrill  Trump, 
The  Spirit-ftirring  Drum,  th' Ear- piercing  Fife, 
The  Royal  Banner,  and  alf  Quality, 
Pride,  Pomp,  and  Circumftance  of  glorious  War; 
And  O  you  mortal  Engines,  whofe  rude  Throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove^  dread  Clamours  counterfeit. 
Farewell  Othello^s  Occupation's  gone. 

yago.  Is'cpoffible,  my  Lord? 

Othm  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  Whore; 
Be  fure  of  it :    (give  me  the  Ocular  Proof, 

[Catching  hoU  on  him.   - 
Or  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  Soul, 

Thou  hadft  been  better  have  been  born  a  Dog, 

Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

yago.  Is't  come  to  this  ? 

0th.  Make  me  to  fee*t,  or,  at  the  lead,  fo  prove  it. 
That  the  probation  bear  no  Hinge,  nor  Loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  :  Or  woe  upon  thy  Life. 

yago.  My  Noble  Lord. 

0th.  If  thou  doft  (lander  her,  and  torture  me. 
Never  pray  more ;  abandon  ail  Kemorfe 
On  horrors  Head,  horrors  accumulate. 
Do  Deeds  to  make  Heav'n  weep,  all  Earth  amaz'd; 
For  nothing  c;tnft  thou  to  Damnation  add. 
Greater  than  that. 

y^go.  O  Grace !  O  Heav'n  forgive  me  1 
Are  you  a  Man?  Have  you  a  Soul?  Or  Senfe? 
God  be  wi*  you:  Take  mine  Office.     Oh  wretched  Fpol,    , 
That  lov'ft  to  make  thine  Honefty  a  Vice ! 
Dh  raonftrous  World  !  Take  note,  take  note,  O  World, 
to  be  direft  and  honeft,  is  not  fafe. 
'thank  you  for  this  Profit,  and  from  hence 
''11  love  no  Friend,  fith  Love  breeds  fuch  OflFence, 

Oth.  Nay  ftay-— thou  (houldft  be  honeft- — 

yago.  I  (hould  be  wife,  for  honefty's  a  Fool, 
Lnd  lofes  that  it  works  for, 

M  m  ^  ^^^- 
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Oth.  By  the  World, 
I  think  my  Wife  is  honeft,  W  thir^:  tkt  is  not; 
I  thinlf:  that  tbou  art  juft^  and  think  thou  art  not  ) 
I'll  have  fome  proof.     My  Name  that  was  as  f#e(h 
As  Dianas  Vifage^  is  now  begrim*4  and  black 
As  mine  own  Face.     If  there  be  Cords  dr  Knives^ 
Poifon^  or  Fire,  or  fuffbcatirtg  Streamsi 
ril  not  endure  it.    Wduld  I  were  fatisfied  I 

JagQ.  J  fee  you  are  eateo  up  with  Paffion  : 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  yoOf 
You  would  be  fatilsBed  ? 

Oth.  Would,  nay,  and  I  will. 

y^£o.  And  may ;  but  now  ?  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord{ 
Would  you  the  fuper-vifion  grofly  gape  on? 
Behold  her  copp'd  ? 

Oth.  Death,  and  Damnation !  Oh ! . 

Jag^f  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think. 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profpeft :  Damn  them  tfien^ 
If  ever  mortal  Eyes  do  fee  them  bolfter 
More  than  their  own.    What  then  i  how  then  { 
What  fhal!  I  fay?  Where's  Satisfafiion  ? 
It  is  impoflible  you  (hould  fee  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  as  hot  as  Monkeyr, 
As  falc  a3  Wolves  in  pride,  and  Fools  as  grofs 
As  Ignorance,  made  drunk*     But  yet,  I  fay. 
If  Imputation  and  flrong  Cir cumftances. 
Which  lead  dircftly  to  the  door  of  Truth, 
Will  give  you  Satisfadion,  you  might  havrt. 

Oth.  Give  me  a  living  realbn  (he's  difloyalf 

Jago.  1  dp  not  like  the  Office; 
put  iith  I  am  entred  in  this  Caufe  fo  far, 
Prick'd  to*t  by  fooKfli  Honefty  and  Love, 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Caffio  lately. 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  Tooth, 
I  could  not  ileep.    There  are  a  kind  of  Mei^^ 
So  loofe  of  Soul>  that  in  their  Sleeps  will  mutter 
Their  Affairs ;  one  of  this  kind  is  Caffh : 
In  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  fweet  Defdemana, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  Loves, 
4^4  then,  Sir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  «iy  Haad^ 
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Cry-^-oh  fwcct  Creature-- then  kifs  me  hard. 

As  if  h^  pluckc  up  KifTes  by  the  Roots, 

That  grew  upon  my  Lips,  ky  his  Leg  o'er  my  Thigh, 

And  ugh  and  kifsj  and  then  cry  curfed  Fate, 

That  gave  thee  to  the  Moor. 

Oth.  O  monftrous  /  monftrous  I 

Ja^om  Nay  this  was  but  his  Dream. 

Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  fore-gone  ConcIuGon, 
'Tis  a  ihrewd  doubt,  tho'  it  be  but  a  Dream. 

Jago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  Proofs, 
That  do  demonftrate  tbinly# 

Oth.  ril  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Jago.  Nay  yet  be  wife,  yet  we  fee  nothing  done ; 
She  may  be  honeft  yet :  Tell  me  but  this. 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a  Handkerchief 
Spotted  with  Strawberries,  in  your  Wife's  Hand  ? 

Oth,  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one ;  'twas  my  firft  Gifr. 

ydgo.  I  know  not  that ;  but  fuch  a  Handkerchief,' 
I  am  f  ure  it  was  your  Wife's,  did  I  to  Day 
See  CaJJia  wipe  his  Beard  with. 

Oth.  If  it  be  that-~ 

J^o.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  if  'twas  hers^ 
It  fpeaks  againft  her  with  die  other  Proofis. 

Oth.  O  that  the  Slave  had  forty  thoufand  Lives! 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  Revenge. 
Now  do  I  fee  'tis  true.     Look  here,  5^^*, 
All  my  fond  Love  thus  do  I  blow  to  Meav'o.    Tis  gone ; 
Arife  black  Vengeance  from  the  hollow  HelL 
Yield  up,  O  Love,  thy  Crown  and  hearted  Throne 
To  tyrannous  Hate.    Swell  Bofom  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  Afpicks  Tongues. 

y^^o.  Yet  be  content. 

Oth.  O  Blood,  Blood,  Blood  ^- 

y^go.  Patience  I  fay  j  your  Mind  may  change# 

Oth.  Never,  yag9.    Like  to  the  Ponticl^  Sea, 
Whofe  Icy  Current,  and  compulfive  Courfe, 
Ke'er  feels  retiring  Ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Profontkk^  and  the  HelUJpont  9 
Even  fo  my  bkxxJy  Thoughts,  with  violent  pace 
Shall  ne*er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  Love^ 
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!Till  that  a  capable,  and  wide  Revenge 

Swallow  them  up.     Now  by  yond  mjirble  Heav'n, 

In  the  due  reverence  of  a  facred  Vow,  [Ife  kpetk 

I  here  engage  my  Words  -— 

J^go.  Do  not  rife  y et :  .        L J^O  kpeAi. 

Witnefs  your  ever-burning  Lights  above. 
You  Elements  that  ^lip  us  round  about, 
Witnels  that  here  Jag^o  doth  give  up 
The  Execution  of  his  Wit,  Hands,  IJeart, 
To  wrong'd  Qthello^  Servicp,    JLet  him  command. 
And  to  obey  (hall  be  in  me  remorfe,* 
What  bloody  Bufinefs  ever. 

0th.  I  greet  thy  Love, 
Not  with  vainTh^nks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous,! 
And  will  upoq  the  inftant  put  thee  to't: 
Within  thefe  three  Days  let  me  hear  thee  fay. 
That  Cajfto's  not  alive. 

Jag9^  My  Friend  is  dead : 
'Tis  done  at  your  requeft.     But  let  her  live^ 

0th.  Damn  her  lewd  Minx!  O  damn  her,  damn  her  I 
Come  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw 
To  furnifli  me  with  fome  fwift  mean?  of  Death 
For  the  fair  Devil.    Now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 

Jago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Defdemena,  iEmilia,  and  Chwn. 
Def.    Do  you  know,    Sirrah,   where  Lieutenant  OtJ^a 
lyes  ? 

Clown.  I  dare  net  fay  he  lies  any  where. 
Def..  Why  Man  ? 

Clown.  He's  a  Soldier,  and  for  me  to  fay  a  Soldier  lie^i 
Ws  ftabbing. 

Def.  Go  to;  where  lodges  he  ? 

Clown^  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  i$  to  tell  you  where 

I  lie. 

Def.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Qown.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  devife 
a  Lodi^ing,  and  fay  he  lyes  here,  or  he  lyes  there,  were  to  lie 
in  mine  own  Throat. 

Def.  Can  you  enqpire  him  out  ?  and  be  edified  by 
report? 

Ckum. 
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Qown.  I  will  Catecliizethe  World  for  him,  that  is,  iQike 
Queftions,  and  by  them  Anfwer. 

Def.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither  ;   tell  him,  I  have 
mov'd  my  Lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 

Clown.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  Compafs  of  Man's  Wit, 
and  therefore  I  will  attempt  the  doing  of  it.     [£xi>  Chw^* 

Def.  Where  (hould   I  lofe  the    Handkerchief,  «x£i»i- 
lia  f 

v/£mil.  I  know  nor.  Madam. 

Bef.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  loft  my  purfe 
Full  of ,  Cruzadoes.  And  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenefs. 
As  jealous  Creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

fu/£inlU  Is  he  not  Jealous  ? 

Def.  Who  he  ?  I  thmk  the  Sun  where  he  was  born> 
Drew  all  fuch  Humors  from  him. 

v/£mil.  Look  where  becomes. 

Defi  I  will  not  leave  him  now»  'till  Csffio  be 
Cail'd  to  him.  How  is'c  with  you*  my  Lord  ? 

Enter  Othello. 

Ofh.  Well,  my  good  Lady.  Oh  hardnefs  to  diffemblc  ! 
How  do  you,  Defdemona  ? 

Def.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

0th.  Give  me  your  Hand  j  this  Hand  is  moift,  my  Lady, 

D^r/.Ityet  hath  felt  no  Age,  nor  known  no  Sorrow. 

0th.  This  argues  Fruitfulnefs,  and  liberal  Heart; 
Hot,  hot,  and  moift—- this  hand  of  yours,  requires 
A  fequefter  from  Liberty  ;   Fafting,  and  Prayer, 
Much  Caftigation,  Exercife  devout. 
For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  Devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels :  'Tis  a  good  Hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Def.  You  majr,  indeed,  fay  fo  ; 
For  'twas  that  Hand  that  gave  away  my  Heart. 

0th.  A  liberal  Hand.  The  hearts  of  old,  i^ave  hands; 
But  our  new  Heraldry  is  Hands,  not  Hearts. 

Def.  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this ;  come,  now  your  ProQiife. 

Oth.  What  promife.  Chuck  ?  • 

Def.  I  have  fent  to  bid  CaJJi^  come  fpeak  with  ^o^% 

Oth.  I  have  a  fait  and  forry  KV.tum  oS^tA%  ts^^  \ 
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LeDd  me  thy  Handkerchief. 

Def.  Here»  my  Lord. 

Oth,  That  which  I  gave  you* 

Dif.  I  have  it  not  about  me» 

ptb.  Not  ?  ■    ..    ■  ...I  ■ 

JDif.  Ha  indeed>  my  Lordf 

Oth.  That's  a  kulu   That  Handkerchief 
Did  an  cSgjptiatt  to  my  Mother  give  i 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  ahaoft  read 
The  Thoughts  of  People.  She  toU  her,  while  flic  kqpt  k* 
'^T would  makjc  her  amiable»  fubdue  my  Father 
Intirely  to  her  love ;  but  if  (he  loft  ir. 
Or  cnade  a  Gift  of  it>  my  Father's  Eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  Spirits  ihould  hunt 
After  new  Fancies.    She,  dying,  gave  it  me. 
And  bid  me>  when  my  Fate  would  have  Qie  wiv'd. 
To  give  it  her.    I  did  To,  and  take  heed  on't; 
Make  it  a  Darling,  like  your  precftous  Eye  ; 
To  loos'r,  or  giv^t  aw^yt  were  fuch  Perdition^ 
As  nothing  elfe  couldr  match# 

Dcf.  Is't  poffible  ?  - 

Oth.  'Tistrue;  there's  Magick  in  the  Web  of  it ; 
A  Sjbill  that  had  numbred  in  the  Workl 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  CompafTes* 
In  her  prophetick  Fury  ibw'd  the  work  : 
The  Worms  were  hallowed,  that  did  breed  the  Silk, 
And  it  was  dyM  in  Mummey,  which  the  skilful 
Conferv^d  of  Maidens  Hearts* 
'■    Def.  Indeed  \  is't  true  ? 

bth.  Moft'  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 

ptf/T  Then  would  to  Hcav'n,  tl^at  I  had  never  feen't, 

Ofh.  Ha  ?  wherefore  ? 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly,  and  rafli  i 

Oth.  Is't  loft  ?  is't  gone  f  Speak,  is!t  oiit  oth'  way  ? 

Dcf  Blefs  us  /  ■    ■     ,1     ■ 

Oth.  Say  you  ? 
,    Def  It  is  not  loft;  but  what  and  if  it  were? 

Oth.  How? 

Ipcf.  I  fay  it  IS  not  loft. 

Oth.  Fetch'ti  let  me  fee*t. 
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pef.  Why  fo  I  can.  Sir,  but  I  will  noc  oqw : 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  Suit^ 
Pray  you  kt  Ca£i$  be  receivM  agaio. 

0th.  Fetch  me  the  Handkerchief »    .  yj»  my  mind  mif* 
gives  >  —  ,        *  ' 

Def.  Come,  come ;  you'U  never  meet  a  more  foffident 
Man. 

0th.  The  Handkerchief  ■ 

Pef.  A  Man  that  all  lits  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  Fortunes  on  your  Jjow  ; 
Shar'd  Dangers  with  you. 

0th.  The  Handkerchief  ■  ■  ■ 

Def.  Infooth,  you  are  to  blame* 

0th.  Away.  lEjfU  Othelld; 

9y£miL  Is  not  this  Man  jealous  i 

Pef.  I  never  faw  this  before. 
Sure  there'$  feme  ^ironder  in  this  Handkerchief, 
I  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

iL/£mil.  'Tis  not  a  Year  or  two  fliews  us  a  Man: 
They  are  all  butStomachs>  and  we  altbut  Food» 
They  eat  us  hungerly^  and  when  they  are  full 
They  bel(h  us* 

Em^r  Jago,  and  Caffio. 
Look  you,  Caffig^  and  my  Husband. 

Ja^Of  There  is  no  other  way,  'tis  (he  muft  do't  i 
And  lo  the  happinefs ;  go  and  importune  ber. 

Def.   How   now,  good  Ca(p0^   what's  the  News  with 
you  ?  »  ' 

Caf.  Madam,  my  former  Suit.  I  do  bef eech  you, 
That  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Ex  iff,  and  be  a  Member  of  hts  Love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  Office  of  my  Heart 
Intirely  honour.   I  would  not  be  delay'd  ; 
If  my  Offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind. 
That  not  my  Service  paft,  nor  prefent  Sorrows,^ 
Nor  purpos'd  Merit  in  Futurity, 
Can  ranfom  me  into  his  Love  again  ; 
But  to  know  fi>,  muft  be  my  Benefit ; 
So  (hall  I  ctoath  me  in  a  forc'd  content,     ^ 
And  (hut  my  felf  up  in  fome  other  Cousfe^ 
iPo  Fortunes  Aims,         '  ^ 
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Def.  Alas  I  thrice  gentle  Caffio, 
My  Advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
My  Lord,  is  not  my  Lord ;  nor  (hould  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  Favour,  as  in  Humour  altcr'd. 
So  help  me  every  Spirit  fandified. 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  befc. 
And  flood  within  the  blank  of  bis  Difpleafure, 
For  my  free  Speech.    You  mufta  while  be  patient ; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will 
Than  for  my  felf  I  dare.  Let  that  fuffice  yoiu 

yagom  Is  my  Lord  angry  ? 

ty£miL  He  went  hence  but  now  ; 
And  ceitainly  in  flrange  unquietnefs. 

yago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  fe  en  theCanon» 
When  it  hath  blown  his  Ranks  into  the  Air, 
And  like  the  Devil  from  his  very  Arm 
Puft  his  own  Brother ;  and  is  he  angry  S 
Something  of  Moment  then ;  I  will  go  meet  him. 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry.  [£x/V# 

Def.  I  prethee  do  fo.  Something  fure  of  State, 
Either  from  Finice,  or  fome  unhatch'd  Pradice, 
Made  demonftrable  here  in  CypruSy  to  him> 
Hath  pudled  his  clear  Spirit  ;  and  in  fuch  Cafes, 
Mens  Natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Tho*  gre^it  ones  are  their  Objed.   'Tis  even  fo. 
For  let  our  Finger  ake,  and  it  endues 
Our  other  healthful  Members,  even  to  a  Senfe 
Of  pain.     Nay*  we  muft  think  Men  are  not  Gods, 
Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  Obfervance  always. 
As  fits  the  brida?.    Befhrew  me  much,  t^milia^ 
I  was,  unhandfome  Warrior  as  I  am,~ 
Arraigning  his  unkindnefs  with  my  Soul  ; 
But  now  I  find,  J  had  fuborn'd  the  Witaefs, 
And  he's  indited  falfeJy. 

ty£miL  Pray  Heav*n  it  be 
S  ace-matcerr,  as  you  think,  and  no  Conception, 
Nor  jealous  Toy  concerning  yon. 

Def.  Ala5«the-dav,  I  never  gave  him  Caufe. 

n>£miU  But  jealops  Souls  will  not  be  anfwer*d  fo ; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  Caufe, 
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But  jealous,  for  they're  jealous.   It  is  a  Monfter 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  born  on  it  felf. 
Dr/T  Heav'n  keep  the  Monfter  from  Othello's  mind. 

ty£fniL  Lady,  Amen, 

Def.  I  will  go  feek  him.  CaJJioj  walk  hereabout; 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  Til  move  your  fuit, 
And  feek  to  cfFeft  it  to  my  uttermoft.  [Exit. 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  your  Lady  (hip* 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  'Save  you,  Friend  Caffio. 

Caf.  What  makes  you  from  home  f 
How  is  it  with  you,  my  moft  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  fweet  Love,  I  was  coming  to  your  Houfe* 

Bian.  And  I  was  going  to  your  Lodgiijg,  Caffio. 
What  ?  keep  a  Week  away  f  Seven  days  andnighcsi 
Eightfcore  eight  Hours  ?  And  Loves  abfent  Hours 
More  tedious  than  the  Dial,  eightfcore  times  ? 
Oh  weary  reck'ning  ! 

Caf.  Pardon  roe>  Bianca : 
I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft» 
But  I  fhall  in  a  more  continuate  time 
Strike  off  this  Score  of  Abfence.    Sweet  Bianca^ 

[Giving  her  Defdemona'^  Handkfrchi$f. 
Take  me  this  work  out.  ' 

Bian.  Oh  Cafjio^  whence  came  this  f 
This  is  feme  Token  from  a  newer  Friend  ; 
To  the  felt-abfence,  now  I  feel  a  Caufe  : 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well. 

Caf  Go  to,  Woman  ; 
Throw  your  vild  gueffes  in  the  Devil's  Teeth, 
From  whence  you  hzvt  them.   You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miftrefs,  fome  remembrance ; 
No,  in  good  trotfa»  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not  neither ;  I  found  it  in  ray  Chamber ; 
I  like  the  work  well;  e'er  it  be  demanded. 
As  like  enough  it  wHI>  I  would  have  it  copied  : 
Take  it,  and  do't,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you  ?  wherefore  ? 

Caf.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General* 
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And  think  it  no  Addition^  Qor  floly  wi(h 
To  have  him  fee  me  wotnan'd. 

Bian.  Whyi  I  pray  you  ? 

Caf.  Not  that  I  love  you  noti 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me ; 
I  pray  you  bring  ihe  oh  the  way  ik  littley 
And  fay,  if  I  fliall  fee  you  foon  at  Ni{^t  ? 

Cafl  'Tis  biit  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  yatif 
For  I  attend  here.   But  I'll  fee  you  foon; 

Bian.  *Xis  very  good ;  I  muft  be  circumfianc'd.  [£Miwr, 


ACT     IV.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE  J  Room  of  State. 

Enter  OtfaellOy  and  Jago. 

^410 W  TIW  you  think  fo  ? 

W      0th.  Think  fo,  Jago  ! 

Jago.  What,  to  kifs  in  private  ? 

0th.  An  unauthorized  kifs  \ 

Jago*  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  Friend  iii  bed» 
An  Hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  i 

0th.  Naked  in  hed>  Jago,  and  not  mean  harm  f 
It  is  HypocriHe  againft  the  Devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuoufly,  and  yet  doio, 
The  Devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  ten^pt  Hew' 

Jago.  If  they  do  nothing,  *cis  a  venial  (lip  : 
But  if  I  cive  my  Wife  a  Handkerchief  ■     ■ 

0th.  What  tUen  ? 

Jago.  Why  then,  'tis  hers,  my  Lord>  andhei^g  her% 
She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  Man. 

0th.  She  is  Prore&refs  of  her  Honour  too ; 
May  ihe  give  that  ? 

Jago.  Her  Honour  is  an  Effence  that's  not  ieen# 
They  have  it  very  oft  that  have  it  not. 
But  for  the  Handkerchief 


0th.  By  Heav*n  I  would moft gladly  haveCoi^ itt 

Thou 
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Thou  faidft)  Oh^  it  comes  o'er  my  Memory, 
As  doth  the  Raven  o*er  the  infedious  Houfe, 
Boading  to  all,  he  had  my  Handkerchief. 

Jago.  Ay,  what  of  that  f 

Oth.  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

Jago.  What  if  I  had  faid»  I  hadfeenhimdo  you  wrong? 
Olr  heard  him  fay,  as  Knaves  be  fuch  abroad. 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuir, 
Or  voluntary  Dotage  of  fome  Miftrefs, 
Convinced  or  fupplied  them»  cannot  chufe 
But  they  muft  blab. 

Oth.  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  ? 

Jago:  He  hath  my  Lord,  but  be  you  wellaifutM, 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 

Oth.  What  hath  he  faid  ? 

Jag$.  Why,  that  he  did*-*  I  know  not  what  he  did  «'*-^ 

Oth.  What  I  what  ? 

y^go.  Lye  ■    ■ 

O/A.  With  her?     ' 

Jago.  With  her  !  on  her—  what  you  will-^- 

Oth.  Lye  with  her  I  lye  on  her  I  we  fay,  lye  on  her^ 
when  they  be-lye  her.  Lye  with  her  !  that*s  fulfom :  Hand- 
kerchief—* Confedions  — —  Handkerchief  — '-  to  confifs^ 
and  be  hangM  for  his  Labour  -*^  Firft,  to  be  hang'd,  and 
then  to  Confefs  — -  I  tremble  at  it—*  Nature  would  notinveff 
her  felf  in  fuch  ihadowing  Paffion,  without  fome  inArudi* 
on.  It  is  not  words  that  make  me  thus  --  piQi  —  Nofes^ 
Ears  and  Lips  — —  is't  poffible  I  — —  Confefs  I  — — 
Handerchief  /  ■  O  Devil——        \FaUs  in  a  Tntncu 

Jdgo.  Work  on. 
My  Medicine  works ;  thus  credulous  Fools  are  caught ; 
And  many  worthy,  and  chaft  Dames  even  thus, 
AH  guiltlefs  meet  reproach  ;  what  hoa  !  my  Lord  I 
My  Lord,  J  fay,  Othello. 

Enter  Cadio. 
How  now,  Caffio  f 

Caf.  What's  the  naatter  I 

y^o.  My  Lord  is  i^Xti  into  an  Hpilepfie,* 
Thil  is  the  fecond  Fit ;  he  had  one  Yefterday. 

Caf  Rub  him  about  the  Jempks. 
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y^o.  The  Lethargy  muft  have  bis  quiet  cotirie; 
If  not,  he  foams  at  Mouth,  and  by  and  by 
Breaks  out  tofavage  niadnefs ;  look,  he  Airs'; 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  httle  while. 
He  will  recover  Araight ;  v.  hen  lie  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion  /peak  with  you.        lExii  Caifia 
How  is  it.  General  ?  Have  you  not  hurt  your  Head. 

OtL  Doft  thou  mock  mc  / 

Jaio.  I  mock  you  not,  by  Heaven  ; 
W<  uld  you  would  bear  your  Fortune  like  a  Man. 

0th.  A  horned  Man's  a  Monfter  and  a  Beaft. 

Ja^o^Thcxts  many  a  Beaft  then  in  a  populous City^- 
And  manv  a  civil  Monfter. 

0th.  Did  he  confefs  it  / 

ya^o.  Good  Sir,  be  a  Man  : 
Think  e^  ery  bearded  Fellow  that's  but  yoak*d 
May  draw  with  you.  There's  M illions now  aliv^. 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  unproper  beds. 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar.  Your  caufe  is  betters 
Oh,  *iisthe  fpight  of  Hell,  the  Fiends  Arch-moik^ 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Couch; 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chaft.  No,  kt  ftic  knoV, 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  ftie  (hall  be. 

OtL  Oh,  thou  art  wife;  'tis  certain. 

ya^o»  Stand  you  a  while  apart> 
Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  Lift. 
WhiPft  you  were  here,  o'er-whelmed  with  your  Gritf 
(A  PaQion  moft  refulring  fuch  a  Man^ 
Cajpo  came  hither.    I  fliifted  him  away. 
And  laid  good  'Scufes  on  your  Ecftafie, 
Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me. 
The  which  he  promis'd.  Do  but  encave  your  felf. 
And  mark  the  Fleers,  the  Gybes  and  notable  Scorns* 
That  dwell  in  every  Region  of  ^is  Face. 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  Tale  anew  ; 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  apo,  and  whenf 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  Wife. 
I  fay,  but  mark  his  Gefture.  Marry  Patience^    , 
Or  I  ftiall  fay  y'are  a*l  in  all  in  Spleen, 
And  nothir  g  of  a  Man. 

Otb. 
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0th*  Doft  thou  hear,  Jdgo^ 
I  will  be  found  moft  cuoniog  in  my  patience  ; 
But,  doft  thou  hear,  moft  bloody. 

Jago.  That's  not  amifi; 
Bat  yet  keep  time  in  alK     Will  you  withdraw. 

[O  chello  withdrMws* 
Now  will  I  queftion,C^(9.of  Biansa^ 
A  Hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  de{ires» 
Buys  her  felf  Bread  and  Cloth.     It  is  a  Creature 
That  dotes  on  Oil^Oy  as  'tis  the  Strumpet's  plague 
To  beguile  many*  and  be  beguifd  by  one ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her»  cannot  reftrain 
From  the  excefs  of  Laughter.    Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Caffio. 
As  he  (hall  fmile^  Othello  (hall  go  mad  ; 
And  hjs  unbookiQi  Jealoufie  muft  conftrue. 
Poor  CaJJia's  Smiles,  Geftures  and  light  Behaviours 
Quite  in  the  wrong.    How  do  you.  Lieutenant  $ 

C§|C  The  worfer,  that  you  gave  me  the  Addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

^^Jg^o.  Ply  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't : 
Now,  if  this  Sute  lay  in  Bia^a'%  Dower, 

{Speaking  Uwir, 
How  quickly  Ihould  you  fpeed? 

Qtf.  Alas,  poor  Caitiff. 

Oth.  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 

Jag9.  I  never  knew  a  Woman  love  Man  fo. 

Cc/.  Alas,  poor  Rogue,  I  think  indeed  (he  loves  me. 

Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out 

Jago.  Do  you  hear,  Cafjio  ? 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  hrm 
To  tell  it  o'er  :  Go  to,  well  faid,  well  faid. 

Jago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  (hall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 

Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  Do  ye  triumph,  Roman?  do  you  triumph? 

Caf.  I  marry  I — What?  a  Cuftoraerj  prithee  bear 
Some  Chanty  to  ray  Wit,  do  not  think  it 
So  unwholfome.     Ha,  ha*  ha. 

Oth.  So,  fo  :  They  laugh  that  win. 

Jago.  Why,  the  cty  goes,  thatyou  (bL^\tcviuN\v^\  % 


»  *•■*  f  ^ 


z(j  I  8     Othello,  the  Mom  of  Venice. 

Caf.  Prithee  fay  true. 
J^go*  I  am  a  very  Villain  clfe» 
0th.  Have  you  fcoar'd  me  f  well, 
dyr  This  is  the  Monkcy'sown  giving  out : 
Sht  IS  perfwaded  I  will  marry  her. 

Out  of  her  own  Love  and  Flattery,  not  out  of  my  profflife. 
0th.  Jago  beckons  me :  Now  he  begins  the  Story. 
Caf.  She  was  here  even  now  ;  ihe  haunts  me  in  every  place. 
I  was  the  other  Day  talking  on  the  Sea  Bank  with  certain/^ 
netians,  and  thither  comes  the  Bauble,  and  falls  me  thus  a- 
bout  my  Neck — 

0th.  Crying,  oh  dear  CaJJiot  as  it  were :  His  gefture  ioh 
ports  it. 

Caf.  So  hangs,  and  lolls*  and  weeps  upon  mc. 
So  (hakes,  anapuUs  me.    Ha,  ha,  ha— — 

0th.  Now  he  tells  how  /he  pluckt  him  to  my  Chamber; 
Oh,  I  fee  that  Nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  Dog   I  ihdl 
throw  it  to. 
Caf.  Well,  I  muft  leave  her  Company^ 
Jago.  Before  me;  look  where  (he  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 
Caf  'Tis  fuch  another  Fitchew  !  marry,  a  perfum'dooe: 
What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

BuiM.  Let  the  Devil  and  his  Damn  haunt  you  ;  what  did 
you  mean  by  that  fame  Handkerchief  you  gave  me  even 
now  ?  I  was  a  fine  Fool  to  take  it:  I  muft  take  out  the  work{ 
A  likely  piece  of  wonr«  that  you  (hould  find  it  in  yoor 
Chamber,  and  know  not  who  left  it  there<  This  ,n  lomt 
Minxe's  token,  and  I  muft  take  out  the  work  2  There,  give 
it  your  Hobbey-Horfe :  Wherefoever  y#u  had  it,  Vlk  vJLt 
out  no  work  on't. 

Caf.  How  now,  my  fweet  Bianca  ? 
How  now  ?  How  now  ? 
Oth.  By  Heav'n,  that  (hould  be  my  Handkerchief. 
Bian.  If  you'll  come  to  Supper  to  Night,  you  may  i  if 
you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  preptr'd  for.  [fixit. 
Jago.  After  her,  after  her. 
Caf  I  muft,  (hell  rail  in  the  Streets  elfe. 
Jago.  Will  you  Sup  there  ? 
Caf  Yc5,  I  intend  fo. 
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Jago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  fee  you ;  for  I  would  very 
lain  fpeak  with  you. 

Ciyr  Prithee,  come,  will  you  ? 

J^go.  Go  to,  fay  no  more.  [Exit  Caf* 

Oth.  How  (hall  I  murther  him,  Jago  ? 

y^go.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  Vice  ? 

Oth.  Ohyjagc! 

y^go.  And  did  you  fee  the  Handkerchief  ? 

Oth:  Was  that  mine  ? 

y^go.  Yours  by  this  Hand  :  And  to  fee  how  he  pritcj 
the  foolilh  Woman  your  Wife— —She  gave  it  him,  and  he 
hath  given  it  his  Whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  Years  a  killing : 
A  fine  Woman !  a  fair  Woman  I  a  fwect  Woman .' . '• ^ 

y^gon  Nay,  you  muft  forget  that. 
^.  Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot  and  perifli,  and  be  damn'd  to  Night, 
for  flie  fliill  not  live.  No^  my  Heart  is  turned  to  Stone  :  I 
flrike  iti  and  it  hurts  my  Hand.  Oh,  the  World  hath  not 
t  fweetcr  Creature— ——She  might  lye  by  an  £mperor'« 
fide,  and  command  him  Tasks. 
I    y^g^*  Nay,  that*s  not  your  way. 

Oth.  Hang  her,  I  do  but  fay  what  (he  is— — —  fo  de- 
licate with  her  Needle*-^ — ^ An  admirable  M  ufician.  Oh, 

flic  will  fing  the  Sdvagenefs  out  of  a  Bear:  Of  fo  high  a 
plenteous  Wit,  and  Invention  !■  ■  ■ 

y^go.  she's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

Oth.  Oh,  a  thoufand,  a  thoufand  times : 
And  then  of  fo  gentle  a  Condition  (■■ 

y^go.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

Oth.  Nay  that's  certain. 
But  yet  the  pity  of  ir,  j^^^^— Oh,  y^gai  the  pity  of  it,  yag9  — 

y^go.  If  you  are  fo  fond  over  her  Iniquity  :  Give  her 
patent  to  oflPend,  for  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  co6ie$  near  no 
Body. 

Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  Meffes :  Cuckold  me  ! 

y^go.  Oh,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

Oth.  With  mine  Officer! 

yago.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  jfome  Poifon,  yago,  this  Night.  I'll  ngt 
expoftulate  with  her,  left  her  Body  and  her  Beauty  un- 
provide  my  Mind  again  :  This  Night,  ?*S?* 

Nn  7,  "5*^^ 
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JagQ.  Do  it  not  with  Poifon,  ffrangle  her  in  her  Bed.. 
Even  the  Bed  (he  hath  contaminated. 

0th.  Good,  good: 
The  Juftice  of  it  pleafes ;  very  good. 

Jago.  And  (or  Caffioj  let  me  be  his  undertaker : 
You  ihall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  AttemUntSm 

0th.  Excellent  good — what  Trumpet  is  that  fame? 

y^go.  I  warrant  fomething  from  Fcnice^ 
'Tis  Lodovico^  this  comes  from  the  Duke. 
Sec,  your  Wife's  with  him^ 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  General. 

Oth.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke,  and  the  Senators  of  Finice  greet  yoUr 

[Gives  htm  a  iMtti 

Oth.  I  kifi  the  Inftrumeot  of  their  Pleafures. 

Dtf.  And  what's  the  News,,  good  Coufin  Lodovic^  f 

Jago.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  Signior. 
Welcome  to  Cjfrus. 

Lod.  I.  thank  you  ;  how  does  Lieutenant  Coffin  ? 

Jago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Def.  Coufin,  there's  fain  between  him  and  my  Lord 
An  luikind  Breach :  But  you  fhall  make  aU  well* 

Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Def.  My  Lord  ? 

Oth.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will  ■ 

L^d.  He  did  not  call ;  he*s  bufie  in  the  Paper, 
Is  there  divifion  'twixt  my  Lord  and  Ca^i^  \ 

Def.  A  mod  unhappy  one;  I  would  do  muck 
T'atone  them,  for  the  Love  I  bear  to  CaJJi^^ 

Oth.  Fire  and  Brimftone  / 

Def.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  Are  you  wife  ? 

Def  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  Letter  mov'd  him. 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home. 
Deputing  Cajjio  in  his  Government* 

Def  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Oth.  Indeed  ! 

Def  My  Lord  I 

Oth.  I  am  gUd  to  fee  you  ^. 


'•• 
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X>if.  Why,  fwect  OthelU  f 

Oth.  Devil  I 

Def.  I  have  not  derery*4  diis. 

Lod.  My  Lord,  dbis  would  not  be  believ'd  in  P^cnice^ 
'Though  1  ihould  fwear  I  faw't.  Tis  very  much. 
Make  her  amends,  (he  weeps. 

Oth.  Oh  Devil,  Devil ! 
If  that  the  Earth  could  teem  with  Woman's  Tears, 
£ach  Drop  (he  falls  would  prove  a  Crocodile : 
Out  of  my  Sight 

Def.  I  will  not  ft  ay  to  oflFend  you.  [Going. 

Lod.  Truly  obedient  Lady : 
I  do  befeech  your  Lordihip  call  her  baclc. 

Oth.  Miftrefs. 

Def.  MyLord« 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her.  Sir  ? 

Lod.  Who  I,  my  Lord  ? 

Oth.  1 1  youdid  wi(h  that  I  would  make  bertum: 
Sir,  (he  can  turn  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again.    And  (he  can  weep.  Sir,  weep. 
And  ihe's  Obedient:  As  you  fay  Obedient. 
Very  Obedient proceed  you  in  your  Tears- 
Concerning  this»  Sir—  oh  well  painted  Paffion ! — * 
I  am  commanded  Home— — ;>et  you  away ! 
I'll  fend  for  you  anon— »-Sir,  I  obey  the  Mandate. 
And  will  return  to  /^iV^— Hence,  avant  J —       [jExit  Def. 
CaffU  (hall  have  my  place.     And,  Sir,  to  night 
I  do  entreat,  that  we  may  Sup  together. 
You  are  welcome.  Sir,  to  Cyprus    ■   ■ 
Goats  iTiA  Monkies  !  \Exu. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  Noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fufficient?  Is  this  the  Nature 
Whom  Paffion  could  not  (hake  ?  Whofe  folid  Virtue 
The  Shot  of  Accident,  nor  Dart  of  Chance 
Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce  ? 
y^gOA  He  is  much  changed. 
Lod.  Are  his  Witsfafe?  Is  he  not  of  light  Brt'ui{ 
Jago.  He's  that  he  is ;  I  may  not  breath  my  Cenfure^ 
What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might,  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  Heav'n  he  were. 
Lo4.  Whar,  ftrike  hh  Wife ! 

Nn  I  ^^S?^ 
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Jago.  'Faith  that  was  not  fo  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  llroke  would  prove  the  worft. 

Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe  { 
Or  did  the  Letters  work  upon  his  Blood* 
And  new  create  his  Fault  ? 

Jago.  Alas,  alas  I 
Ic  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  fpeak 
What  I  have  Teen  and  known.  You  (hall  obferve  hinij 
And  his  own  Courfes  will  denote  him  fo» 
That  I  may  fave  my  Speech  ;  do  but  go  aftery 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I  am  fbrry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.      [ExtM 

S  G  E  N  E  II.    An  Apartments 

Enter  Othello  and  iEmilia. 

Qth.  You  have  feen  nothing  then  ? 

ty£miL  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufpeA. 

0th.  Ye<,  you  have  feen  CaJ^o  and  (he  together. 

€y£mil.  Bur  then  I  faw  no  harm ;  and  then  I  heard 
Each  Syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Ofh.  What  ?  Did  they  never  whifper  i 

tj£miL  Never,  my  Lord. 

0th.  Nor  fend  you  out  o*th'  way  ? 

<y£miL  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Gloves,  her  Mask,  nor  nothiogi 

^miU  Never,  my  Lord* 

0th.  That's  ftrange  I 

%j£ntiU  I  durft,  my  Lord,  to  wager  (he  is  honeft, 
Lay  down  my  Soul  at  SItake ;  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thought,  it  doth  abufe  your  Bofbffi. 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  Head, 
Let  Heav'n  requite  it  with  the  Serpent's  Curfe, 
For  if  (he  be  not  honeft,  cbaft  and  true, 
There's  no  Man  happy,  the  pureft  of  their  Wives, 
Is  foul  as  Slander. 

Qth.  Bid  her  come  hither,  so ;  {J^^j^  l£jsx&i 

She  fays  enough  ;  yet  (he's  a  (imple  Bawd 
Thsft  c^annot  fay  as  much.  This  is  a  fubtle  Whore, 
4-  GloiTet-lock  and  Key  of  villanous  Secrets  ; 
And  yet  (he'll  kneel,  and  \\v\  \  \  Va\t  ^xi  h&c  do't. 
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.    Enter  Defdemona  and  iEmilia* 

Def.  My  Lord,  what  is  your  Will  ? 

Ofh.  Pray  you>  Chuck>  come  hither. 

De/^  What  is  your  Pleifure  f 

0th.  Let  me  fee  your  Eyes  ;  look  in  my  Face. 

I>ef.  What  horrible  Fancy's  this  ! 

0th.  Some  of  your  Funftion,  Miftrcfs?, 
Leave  Procreants  alone,  and  fhut  the  Door, 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come, 
Your  Myftery,  yourMyftery;  nay  difpatch.  \_ExitMm\\. 

Dif.  Upon  my  Knee^  what  doth  your  Speech  import  f 
I  underftand  a  Fury  in  your  Words. 

0th.  Why  ?  What  art  thou  ? 

Def.  Your  Wife,  my  Lord  ;  your  true  and  loyal  Wife. 

0th.  Coihe  fwear  it ;  damn  thy  felf,  being  like  one 
Of  Heav'n,  the  Devils  themfelves  (hould  fear  to  feize  thee. 
Thereto*  e  be  double  daron'd ;  fwear  thou  art  honcfl. 

Def.  Heav'n  doth  truly  know  it. 

0th.  Heav'n  truly  knows. 
That  thou  art  falfe  as  Hell. 

Def  To  whom,  my  Lord  ? 
With  whom  ?  How  am  I  falfe  ? 

0th*  Ah,  Defdemon^  away,  away,  away  ■ 

Def.  AlrtS  the  heavy  day  1  Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  Motive  of  thefc  Tears,  my  Lord  i 
If  happily  you  my  Father  do  fufped. 
An  Inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back> 
Lay  not  your  Blame  on  me ;  if  you  have  loft  him, 
Why  I  have  loft  him  too. 

0th.  Had  it  pleased  Heav'n, 
To  try  me  with  Affliftion,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kind  of  Sores,  and  ftiames  on  my  bare  Head, 
Steep'd  me  in  Poverty  to  the  very  Lips, 
Given  to  Captivity  me  and  my  utmoft  hopes ; 
I  ihould  have  found  in  fome  place  of  my  Soul 
A  drop  of  Patience.    But  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixed  Figure  for  the  hand  of  Scorn 
To  point  his  flow  and  moving  ftnger  at  ■.  j  - 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  ytvy  well : 
But  there  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  tieatt> 
Where  either  I  muft  live,  or  bc^t  t\o  \J\&^ 
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The  Fountain  from  the  which  my  Current  runs. 
Or  elfe  dries  up,   to  be  difcarded  thence  ;>  ■  ■ 

Or  keep  it  as  a  Cittern,  for  foul  Toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in.  Turn  thy  Complexion  there. 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lipp'd  Cherubin, 
I  here  look  Grim  as  Hell. 

Def.  I  hope  my  noble  Lord  efteeras  me  Hone(l* 

0//?.Oay>  as  Summer- Flies  are  in  the  Shamblesj^ 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     Oh  thou  Weed  I 
Who  art  fo  lovely,  fair,  and  fmell'tt  fo  fweet. 
That  the  Senfe  asks  at  thee; 
Would  thou'dft  never  been  born  I 

Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  Sin  have  I  committed? 

0/k  Was  this  fair  Paper,  this  moft  goodly  Bool^ 
Made  to  wrire  Whore  upon  ?  What  committed. 
Committed  ?  Oh,  thou  publick  Commoner, 
I  fhould  make  very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 
That  would  to  Cynders  burn  up  Modefty, 
Did  but  I  fpc-ak  ihy  Deeds.     Wha%  committed  ? 
Heav'n  flops  the  Nod*  at  it^   and  the  Moon  winks; 
The  bawdy  Wind,  that  kifles  all  it  meets. 
Is  hulh'd  within  the  hollow  Mine  of  Earth 
And  will  not  huiV.     Wht»-,  committed? 

Def.  By  H^av'r:,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Ofh.  Are  not  you  a  STumpet  ? 

Def  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian. 
If  toprcferve  this  VefTcl  for  my  Lord, 
From  any  other  fonl  unlawful  touch,  .  * 

Be,  not  to  be  a  Strumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oth.  What,   not  a  Whore? 

Def.  No,  a>  I  fhall  be  f^v'd. 

Oih.  Is'tPoffible? 

Def  Oh  Heav*.^  forgive  us. 

Oth.  I  cry  you  Mercy,  then, 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  Whore  of  Femce, 
That  married  with  Othello.    You,  Mjftref5, 

Enter  MxnWh. 
That  have  the  Office  oppo/ire  to  Saint  Petevy 
And  keep  the  Gate  of  Hell.     You,  you!  Ay  you  f 
We  have  done  our  courfe,  there's  Mony  for  your  Pains; 
J  pny  yovy  turn  tht  Kty ,  and  kccg  out  Counfel.        [£xi 
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^m$L  Alas,  what  docs  this  Gentleman  conceive  ? 
How  do  you.  Madam  f  How  do  you,  my  good  Lady  ? 

Def.  Faithi  half  afleep. 

t/£miL  Good  Madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  Lord? 

Def.  With  whom  ? 

€/£mil.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Madam  ? 

Bef.  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 

%/£miL  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 

I>ef.  I  have  none,  do  not  talk  to  me,  %/Emilid9 
I  cannot  weep  ;  nor  anfwers  have  I  none. 
But  what  (hould  go  by  Water.  Prethee  to  night. 
Lay  on  my  Bed  my  wedding  Sheets,  remember. 
And  call  thy  Husband  hither* 

t>£mil.  Here's  a  change  indeed.  [Bxiu 

Def.  Tis  meet  I  (hould  be  us'd  fo,  very  meet 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  ftick 
The  fmalleft  Opinion  on  my  leaft  mifufe  f 

Enter  Jago,  dnd  Emilia. 

y^go.  What  is  your  Pieafure,  Madam  f 
How  is't  with  you  ? 

Def.  I  cannot  tell;  thofe  that  do  teach  your  Babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  Means,  and  eafie  Tasks ; 
He  might  have  chid  me  fo;  For  in  good  Faith, 
I  am  a  Child  to  chiding. 

Jago.  What's  the  Matter,  Lady  / 

ty£ntiL  Alas,  j^^^^,  my  Lord  hath  fo  be  whor'd  her, 
•  Thrown  (uch  defpight,  and  heavy  Terms  upon  her. 
That  true  Hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Bef.  Am  I  that  Name,  Jago  f 

Jago.  What  Name,  fair  Lady  ? 

Defl  Such  as  (he  faid  my  Lord  did  fay  I  was. 

%/£mtU  He  calPd  her  Whore;  a  Beggar,  in  hisdrinfc. 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  Terms  upon  his  Callct. 

Jago.  Why  did  he  fo  ? 

Def  I  do  not  know;  I  am  fure  I  am  none  fuch* 

Jago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep;  alas  the  Day  I 

tj^mil.  Hath  (he  forfook  fo  many  noble  Matches  ? 
Her  Father  ?  And  her  Country  ?  And  her  Friends  f 
To  be  call'd  Whore  \  Would  it  not  make  one  weep  { 

DeJ,  It  is  my  wretched  Fortune^ 
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JdgQ.  Beflirew  him  fbr*c ;  how  comes  this  trick  upon 
nim  ? 

Def.  Nays  Heav'n  doth  know. 

9>£m$L  I  will  be  hang'd  if  fome  eternal  Vilhit^ 
Some  bufie  and  inHnuating  Rogue* 
Some  cogging,  cozening  Slave,  to  get  fome  Office , 
Hasnotdevis'dthisflander:  I  will  be  hang*d  elfe. 

y^go.  Vie,  there  is  no  fuch  Man  ;  it  is  impoffibto. 

Dej.  If  any  fuch  there  be»  Heav'n  pardon  hiilQ. 

e/£m7.  A  Halter  pardon  himi  and  Hell  gnaw  his  Bohes. 
Why  ihould  he  call  her  Whore  §   Who  keeps  her  Gn- 

pany  ? 
What  Place  f    what  Time  {   what  Form  I    what  Likdjf- 

hood? 
The  Moor's  abus*d  by  fome  moft  yillanous  KatTC* 
Some  bafe  notorious  Knave*  fome  fcurvy  Fellow. 
Oh  Heav*nsy  that  fuch  Companion^  thoud'ft  unfoId» 
And  put  in  every  honeft  Hand  a  Whip* 
To  lalh  the  Rafcal  naked  through  the  Worlds 
Even  from  the  Eaft  to  th*  Weft. 

Jaga.  Speak  within  Door. 

ty£miL  Oh  fie  upon  them  I  Some  fuch  "Squire  he  was 
That  turn'd  your  Wit,  the  feamy  fide  without. 
And  made  you  to  fufped  me  with  the  Moor. 

yago.  You  are  a  Fool ;  go  to. 

^D^.  Alas,  Jaga, 
What  fhail  I  do  to  win  my  Lord  again  f 
Good  Friend,  go  to  him ;  for  by  this  light  of  Heav'n, 
I  know  not  how  I  loft  him.  Here  I  kneel ;  [^ii^f%. 

If  e*er  my  will  did  trefpafs  'gainft  his  Love, 
Either  in  Difcourfe  of  thought,  or  adual  deed. 
Or  that  mine  Eyes,  mine  Ears*  or  any  Senfe 
Delighted  them  on  any  other  Form  i 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will*  though  he  do  fhake  me  ofF 
To  beggarly  Divorcement,  love  him  dearly, 
riomfort  forfwear  me.    Unkindnefs  may  do  much, 
And  his  Unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  Life, 
But  never  taint  my  Love.    I  cannrt  fay  Whore, 

it  do's  abhor  cqe  now  I  fpeak  the  Word, 

Ti 
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To  do  the  Ad*  that  might  the  Addition  earn» 
Kot  the  World's  Mafs  of  Vanity  could  make  me. 

yag0^  I  pray  you  be  content;  'tis  but  his  HuQipur; 
The  Bufinefs  of  the  Sute  do's  him  offence, 

De/l  If  'twere  no  other. 

yagH  It  is  but  fo,  I  warranty 
Hark  how  thefe  Inftrumei^rs  fummon  to  fupper ;  [Trmftpets. 
The  Meffenger  of  Venice  ftays  the  Meat ; 
(60  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  (hall  be  well 

[^ExcHM  Defdemona  atfd  Emilia. 
Enter  Rodorigo« 
How  now,  RQiUrigo  ? 

Rodm  I  do  not  find 
^That  thou  deal'ft  juftly  with  me. 

Jag!^*  What  in  the  contrary  / 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  doft'ft  me  with  fome  device,  y^g<^% 
and  rather  as  it  feems  to  me  now,  keep'ft  from  me  all 
conveniency,  than  fupplicfl:  me  with  the  leaft  Advantage 
of  hope  ;  I  will  indeed  no  longer  endure  it.  Nor  am  I  yet 
perfwaded  to  put  up  in  Peace,  what  aheady  I  have  fool- 
iflily  fuffer'd. 

y^go.  Will  you  hear  me,  Rodorigo  ? 

Rod.  I  have  heard  too  much  ;  and  your  words  and  per- 
formances are  no  kin  together. 

yago»  You  charge  me  mod  unjuftly. 

Rod.  With  naught  but  Truth  :  I  have  wafted  my  felf  out 
of  my  means.  The  Jewels  you  have  had  from  me  to  de- 
liver Defdemova^  would  half  have  corrupted  a  Votirift. 
you  have  told  me  flie  hath  receiv'd  them,  and  returned  me 
expedacions  and  comforts  of  fudden  refpeft,  and  acquain- 
tance, but  I  find  none, 

y^go.  Well,  go  to  ;  very  well. 

Rod.  Very  well,  go  to ;  I  cannot  go  to,  Man,  nor  'tis 
not  very  well ;  nay,  I  think  it  is  Scurvy ;  and  begin  to  find 
my  felf  fob'd  in  it. 

yago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you,  His  not  very  well ;  I  will  make  my  felf 
known  to  Do/dimomu  }f  jfhe  will  return  me  my  Jewels,  X 
yill  give  over  my  Suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  Solicitation^ 
]S  noi|  ^flitre  yoiur  felf,  I  wiU  feek  Satisfai&iotk  cA  ^^s^.. 
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Jdgo,  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod»  hjf  and  faid  nothing  but  what  I  proteft  incend- 
ment  of  doing. 

Jago.  Why,  now  I  fee  there's  Mettle  in  thee ;  and  even 
from  this  inftant  do  I  build  on  thee  a  better  Opinion  than 
ever  before  ;  give  laethy  Hand,  Rodorigo,  Thou  baft  taken 
againft  me  a  mod  juft  Exception  ;  but  yet  I  protefl  I  have 
dealt  mod  direftly  in  thy  Affair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not   appeared. 

yage.^  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appeared;  and  your 
Sufpicion  is  not  without  Wit  and  Judgment.  But,  Rodorigp^ 
if  thou  haft  that  in  thee  indeed,  which  i  have  greater  rea(on 
to  beheve  now  than  ever  (I  mean,  Purpofe»  Courage,  and 
Valour^  this  Night  fhew  it.  If  thou  the  next  Night  fol- 
lowing enjoy  not  Defdemona^  take  me  from  this  World  with 
Treachery,  and  devife  Engines  for  my  Life. 

Rod*  Well;  what  is  it  ?  Is  it  within  reafon  and  com^ 
pafs  { 

Jag9»  Sir,  there  is  efpecial  Commiflion  come  from  yinice 
to  depute  CaJJio  in  Othello*s  place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  I  Why  then  Othello  and  DefiUmonn 
return  again  to  Venice. 

Jago.  Oh  no  ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania^  and  taketh 
away  with  him  the  fair  Defdemona^  unlefs  his  abode  be 
lingrcd  here  by  fome  accident.  Wherein  none  can  be  h 
determinate,  as  the  removing  of  CaJ/io. 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean  removing  him  ? 

Jago.  Why,  by  miking  him  uncapable  of  Othello*^  place; 
knockmg  out  his  Brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do. 

Jago.  Ay,  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit,  and  t  right. 
He  fups  to  night  with  a  Harlotry  ;  and  thither  will  I  go  to 
him.  He  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable  Fortune,  if  you 
will  watch  his  going  thence  ^which  I  will  fafliion  to  fall 
out  between  twelve  and  one)  you  may  take  him  at  your 
Pleafure.  I  will  be  near  to  fecond  your  Attempt,  and  he 
ihall  fall  between  us.  Come,  ftand  not  amaz'd  at  it^  but 
go  along  with  me  ;  I  will  ihew  you  fuch  a  neceffity  in  his 
Death,  that  you  (hall  think  your  felf  bound  to  put  it  on 
hm.  It  is  now  high  fupper  time ;  and  che  Night  grows 
to  wiRc.    About  it. 
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Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this, 

Jdgo.  And  you  fhall  be  fatisfied.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Othello*   Lodovico,  Defdemona,  Emilia*  aitd 

Attendants. 

Lod.  I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  trouble  your  felf  no  further. 

0th.  Oh  pardon  ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 

Led.  Madam*  goodnight ;  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladifhip. 

Def.  Your  Honour  is  moft  welcome. 

0th.  Will  you  walk,  Sir  .•  Oh  Defdemona  I  ^ 

Def.  My  Lord. 

0th.  Get  you  to  bed  on  th'inftanr,  1  will  be  returnM 
forthwith  ;  difmifs  your  Attendant  there  ;   look't  be  done. 

[Exit. 

Def.  I  will*  my  Lord. 

v^miL  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Bef.  He  fays  he  will  return  incontinent^ 
And  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed. 
And  bid  me  to  difmifs  you. 

ty£miL  Difmifs  me? 

De/^  It  was  his  bidding  ;  therefore  good  %/£milut, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  muft  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

9j£miL  I  would  you  had  never  feen  him. 

Def.  So  would  not  I ;  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him» 
That  even  his  Stubbornefs,  his  Checks*  his  Frowns* 
^rethee  unpin  m^)  have  grace  and  favour  in  thenn 

€y£mil.  I  have  laid  thofe  Sheets  you  bad  me  on  the  BcdJ 

Def.   Airs  one  ;   good  Father  /    how   fqolifli  are  our 
Minds  i 

If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prethec  (hroud  me 
In  one  of  thefe  fame  Sheets. 

u£miL  Come,  come ;  you  talk. 

Def.  My  Mother  had  a  Maid  call'd  Barbarsj 
She  was  in  love ;  and  he  (be  lov'd  prov*d  mad. 
And  did  forfake  her.  She  had  a  Song  of  Willow^ 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  exprefs'd  her  Fortune, 
And  (he  dy'd  finging  it.  That  Song  to  Night, 
Will  not  grow  from  my  mind ;  I  have  much  to  do^ 
But  to  go  hang  my  Head  ail  at  one  fide 
And  fing  it  like  poor  Barbara ;  prethee  difpatch. 
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t/£miL  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  Night-gown  i 

Def  No,  unpin  me  here  i 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  Man. 

ty£miL  A  very  handfom  Man* 

Def,  He  fpeaks  well. 

t^miU  I  know  a  Lady  in  Venice  would  have  walked  b^e- 
foot  to  Pdlefiiue  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  Lip. 

Dtf.  The  poor  Soul  fat  Singings  bj  a  Sjesmare  Tree. 

[SiniiKff 
Sing  all  a  ffreen  Willow  : 

Her  Hand  on  her  Bo/om^  her  Head  on  her  Kneif 
Sing  Willow,  Willow,  Wtllow. 
The  f  re Jhflr earns  ran  bj  her^  and  murmured  her  moans  ; 
Sing  IViUow^  c^c. 

Her  fait  Tears  fell  from  her,  and  foftned  the  Stones  ; 
Sing  Willow^  &c^  ^Lay  by  thefe> 

Willowj  Willow.  (Prithee  high  thecy  he'll  come  anon) 
Sing  all  a  green  Willow  mufl  he  my  Garland. 
Let  no  body  blame  him^  htsfcorn  I  approve. 
Nay  that's  not  next Hark  who  is*t  that  knocks  ? 

ty£mil.  It's  the  Wind. 

Dcf^  Icaird  my  Lovefalfe  Love  ;  but  what  faid  he  then  f 
Sing  JVilloWy  (frc. 

If  I  conrt  more  Women^  you'll  couch  with  more  Men. 
So  get  thee  gone*  good  night;  mine  Eyes  do  itch. 
Doth  that  bead  weeping  i 

tj£miU  Tis  neither  here  nor  there, 

Bef  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo ;  O  rhefe  men,  thefc  men  ! 
Dofl  thou  in  Confcience  think,  tell  me  v^milia^ 
That  there  be  Women  do  abufe  their  Husbands* 
In  ftich  grofs  kind  ? 

^y£miU  There  be  fome  fuch,  no  Queftion. 

Def.  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  forall  the  world. 

9y£miL  Why,  would  not  you  ? 

Def.  No,  by  this  Hcav'nly  Light. 

^/£miL  Nor  I  neither,   by  this  Heav'nly  Light, 
I  might  do't  as  well  i'th*  dark. 
Def  WouWft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  World  / 

t/£miL  The  World's  a  huge  thing ; 
It  is  a  great  price,  for  a  fmall  Vice. 
Def  In  troth  I  thip.k  thou  would'ft  not. 

\/£miL 
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i/£miL  In  troth  I  think  I  Ihould,  and  undo't  when  I 
had  done.  Marry^  I  would  not  do  fuch  t  thing  for  a  joint 
Ringy  nor  for  Meafurcs  of  Lawn,  nor  for  Gowns,  Petti- 
coats, nor  Caps,  nor  any  petty  Exhibition.  But  for  all 
the  whole  World  >  why,  who  would  not  make  her  Huf«- 
band  a  Cuckold,  to  make  him  a  Monarch  ?  I  ihould  voi- 
ture  Purgatory  for't. 

Def.  Beflirew  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  World. 

9y£mL  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i*th'  World;  and 
having  the  World  for  your  Labour,  *tis  a  wrong  in  your 
own  World,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Def.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  Woman. 

t/Emil.  Yes,  a  dozen  ;  and  as  many  to  th*  vantage,  as 
would  fiore  the  World  they  plaid  for. 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  Husbands  Faults 
If  Wives  do  fall :  Say,  that  they  flack  their  Duticf, 
And  pour  our  Treafures  into  foreign  Laps> 
Or  elfe  break  out  in  peevifli  Jealoufies, 
Throwing  reftraint  upon  us ;  or  fay  they  (Irike  us. 
Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  dcfpight ; 
Why  we  have  6alls ;  and  though  we  have  fome  Grace, 
Yet  have  we  fome  Revenge.    Let  Husbands  know* 
Their  Wives  have  Senfe  like  them ;  they  fee  and  fmell. 
And  have  their  Palats  both  for  fweet  and  fower. 
As  Husbands  have.   What  is  it  that  they  do> 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  Is  it  fport  / 
I  think  it  is;  and  doth  AffeAion  breed  it  ? 
I  think  it  doth :  Is*t  frailty  that  thui;  errs  i 
It  U  fo  too.  And  have  not  we  AfFedions  ? 
Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty  as  Men  have  ? 
Then  let  them  ufe  us  well ;  elfe  let  them  know,' 
Th^  ills  wc  do,  their  ills  inftruA  us  too. 

Def.  Good  night,  good  night ;  Heav'n  me  fuch  ufes  fend. 
Not  to  pick  bad  n-om  bad ;  but  by  bad»  mend4         [ExenHt^ 
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ACTV.      SCENE     L 

SCENE   The  Street. 

Enter  Jigo^  4if^Rodorigo. 

j4£0.TJ[EKEy  ftand  behind  this.  Bulk,  Straight  will  he 

JLJL         come  : 
Wear  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing  ;  Til  be  at  thy  Elbow, 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us,  think  on  that, 
And  fix  mod  firm  thy  Refolution. 

Rod.  Be  near  at  Hand,  I  may  mifcarry  in't. 

Jdgo.  Here,  at  thy  hand ;  behold,  and  take  thy  fiand* 
Red,  I  have  no  great  Devotion  to  the  Deed, 
And  yet  he  hath  given  mc  fatisfying  Reafons ; 
•Tis  but  a  Man  gone.  Forth  my  Sword;  he  dies. 

Jago.  I  have  rub'd  this  young  Quat  almoft  to  the  fenfe^ 
And  he  grows  ungry.   Now,  whether  he  kill  Caffi^^ 
Or  Cajpo  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  Gain.    Live  Rodorigo^ 
He  calls  me  to  a  reftitution  large 
Of  Gold,  and  Jewels,  that  I  bob'd  from  him. 
As  Gifts  to  Defdemona. 
It  muft  not  be.    If  CaJJto  do  remain. 
He  hath  a  daily  Beauty  in  his  Life, 
That  makes  me  ugly  ;  and  befides  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him;  there  ftand  I  in  much  Peril; 
No,  he  muft  die.   But  fo,  I  hear  him  coming.  [Exit  Jago. 

Enter  Caflio. 

Rod.  I  know  his  Gate,  'tis  he:  Villain  thou  dyeft. 

[He  runs  at  Caftio,  andwomtdshim. 

Caf.  That  thrftft  had  been  mine  Enemy  indeed» 
But  that  my  Coat  is  better  than  thou  know'ft : 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Rod.  Oh,  I  am  flain.  [Fight,  ami  both  fsU. 

Ca/1  I  am  maim*d  for  ever  ; 
Help  hoa  I  Murther,  murther  ! 

Enter 
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EniiT  Othello^  above  at  a  Wifuha^m 
0th.  The  Voice  of  Gffflo,  Jag9  keeps  his  word. 
RU.  O  Villain  that  I  ami 
Oth.  It  is  even  fo. 

C  Oh  help  hoi  Light  I  A  Surgeon  f. 


Oth.  'Tis  he  {  O  brave  J^go^  honed  and  juft,' 
That  haft  fuch  noble  Senfe  of  thy  Friend's  Wrongs 
Thou  teacheft  me.     Minion,  your  Dear  lies  dead) 
And  your  unbleft  Fate  highes.  Strumpet  I  come: 
For  off  my  Heart,  thofe  Charms  thine  Eyes,  are  blotted. 
Thy  Bed  luft-ftain"d,  IhaU  with  Luft*s  blood  be  fpotted. 

\Jc,x%t  Othello. 

Enur  Lodovico>  ani  Gratiano. 
^f.  What  ho  I  No  Watch?  NoPaffage?  Murther,  Mur. 

Gra.  'Tis  Tome  Mifchance,  the  Voice  is  very  direful. 

Caf.  Oh  help  I 

LoJL  Hark  I 

Rod.  Oh  wretched  Villain  I 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groan.    *Tis  heavy  Night; 
Thefe  may  be  Counterfeits ;  Let's  think't  unfafe 
To  come  into  the  Cry,  without  more  help. 

Rod.  No  body  come :  Then  (hall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Entor  Jago» .  in  his  Shirt, 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here^s  one  comes  in  his  Shirty  withLight,  and  Wea- 
pons. 

Jago.  Who's  there  ? 
Whore  Noife  is  this  that  cries  out  Murther  f 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

Jago.  Do  not  you  hear  a  Cry  ? 

Caf.  Here,  here :  For  Heav'n  fake  help  meJ 

Jago.  What's  the  matter? 

Gra.  This  is  O/iE^f/Z^'s  Ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  Fellow^ 

Jago.  What  are  you  here^  thtatcryfogrievoufly? 

CaJ.  Jag9f  Oh  I  am  fpoil'd,  undone  by  Villtias? 
Give  me  fome  Help. 

J^9.  O  me.  Lieutenant  I 
What  Villains  bavc  <lon«  this?  ^  , 
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Cdf.  I  think  that  oDe  of  them  is  hereabout. 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Jdg9.  Oh  treacherous  Villains  \ 
What  are  you  there  ?  Come  in,  and  give  feme  help. 
Rod.  O  help  me  there. 
Cf/.'  That's  one  of  ihem. 

Jiigo.  Oh  murd'rous  Slave  1  O  Villain  I     \j2%o  fiais  htm] 
Rod.  O' damn'd  3^4^9/  O  inhuman  Dog  I 
J  Ago.  Kill  Men    i'ch*  dark?   Where  be  thefe  bloody 
Thieves? 

How  (ilent  is  this  Town  f  Ho,  Murtherf  Murtherl 
What  may  you  be  ?  Are  you  of  Good  or  Evil? 
Lod.  As  you  ihall  prove  us,  praife  us. 
Jdgo.  Signior  Lodovico. 
Lod.  Het  Sin 

Jago.  Icry  you  mercy  there's  Ci^(j  hurt  by  Villains. 
Cra,  Cs^tof 

y^go.  How  is't,  Brother.^ 
Caf.  My  Leg  is  cut  in  two. 
yago.  Marry  Heav'n  forbid^: 
Light  Gendemen,  Til  bind  it  with  my  Shirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 
Bian.  What  is  tbe  Matter  hoa  ?  Who  is*t  that  cry*d  ? 
yago.  Who  is't  that  cry'd? 
Bian.  Oh  my  dear  G^,. 
My  fweec  Cajfio :  Oh  Caffio,  CaJJio,  Caffio. 

ydg9.  O  notable  Strumpet.  C^,  may  you  fuipeft 
Who  they  ihould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 
Caf.  No. 

Gra.  I  am  forry  to  fiild  you  thus : 
I  have  been  to  feek  you. 

y^go.  Lend  me  a  Garter.  So— —Oh  for  a  Chair 
To  bear  him  eafily  hence. 

Bian.  Alas  he  faints.  Oh  Caffio^  Caffo^   CaffU^ 
yago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  fu(pcd  this  Tnfti 
To  be  a  Party  in  this  Injury. 
Patience  a  while,  goodiC^f  come,  come; 
Lend  iqe  a^  Light:  Know  wethisFtee^  or  noS 
AlaS)  my  Friend,  and  my  dear  Country*ldaii 
Rodorigo?  No:  Yes  fure:  Yea^  ^UtR^d^rtgin 
Gr4t.  What,  of  l^mce?  7 
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y^io.  Even  hf.  Sir:  did  you  know  him? 

Gra.  Know  him?  Ahf 

Jagif.  Signior  Grmano  f  I  cry  your  gentle  Pardon : 
Thcfe  bloody  Accidents  muft  excufe  my  Manners, 
That  io  negleftcd  you, 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Jago.  How  do  you,  Cajfio?  Oh  a  Chair,  a  Chain 

Gra.  Rodorigo  f 

Jago.  He,  he,  'tis  he:  Oh  that's  well  faid,  the  Chair. 
Some  good  Man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 
HI  fetch  the  General's  Surgeon,    For  you,  Miftrefs, 
SiVQ  you  your  Labour.  He  that  lyes  ilain  here,  CaJJio, 
Was  my  dear  Friend.  What  Malice  was  between  you  ? 

Cdf.  None  in  the  World;  nor  do  I  know  the  Man. 

Jago.  What  look  you  pale  ?  Oh  bear  him  out  o'th*  Air. 
Stay  you  good  Gentlemen.     Look  you  pale,  Miftrefs? 
Do  you  perceive  the  Gaftnefs  of  her  Eye?         [7i  Bianca* 
Nay,  if  you  ftare,  we  fh all  hear  more  anon. 
Behold  her  well,   I  pray  you  look  upon  her. 
Do  you  fee.  Gentlemen  ?  Nay,  Guiltinefs  will  fpeak» 
Though  Tongues  were  out  of  ufe. 

Enter  ^Emilia. 

t/£mit.  Alas,  what  is  the  Matter? 
What  is  the  Matter,  Husbaud  ? 

yago.  Caffio  hath  here  been  fee  on  in  the  Dark 
By  Rodori^^  and  Fellows  that  arc  Ycap'd : 
He's  almou:  flain,  and  Rodorigo  quite  dead. 

^y£miU  Alas,  good  Gentleman !  Alas,  goodCaffio! 

yago.  That  isthe  fruits  of  whoring.  Prithee  t/£mitid^ 
Go  know  of  Caffio  where  he  fupt  to  Night. 
What  do  you  (hake  at  that? 

Bian.  He  fupt  at  my  Houfe,  but  I  therefore  (hake  not; 

yago.  O  did  he  (o?  I  charge  you  go  with  me» 

%>^m$L  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  Scrucnpet. 

Bian,  I  am  no  Strumpet,  but  of  Life  ashoneft. 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  m^. 

ft^mil.  As  lt$\e  upon  thcc> . 

yago.  Kind  Gentlemen :   Let's  go  fee  poor  Ca^iq  dteft. 

O  o  1  ^^^'^ 
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Come  Miftrefs,  you  mufl:  tell*s  another  Tale. 

%/£mibMf  run  you  to  the  Cittadel, 

And  tell  my  Lord  and  Lady»  what  bath  hap'd : 

Will  you  go  on  afore  ?  This  is  the  Night 

That  either  makes  me»  or  foredoes  me  quite.  ^         [^ExeMfit. 

SCENE  II.    A  Bed-chamher:    DcfHemona 
is  difcaverd  ajleep  in  her  Bed. 

Enter  Othello. 

0th.  Jt  is  the  Caufey  it  is  the  Caufe»  my  Soul, 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafte  Stars, 
It  is  the  Caufe.    Yet  I'll  not  (hed  her  Blood, 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  Skin  of  hers  than  Snow, 
And  fmooth  as  Monumental  Ahbafter :  ^ 

Yet  ihe  muft  die»  elfe  ihe*ll  betray  more  Men : 
Put  out  the  Light,  and  then  put  out  the  Light» 
If  I  quench  thee,   thou  flaming  Minifter, 
I  can  again  thy  former  Light  reltore. 
Should  I  repent  me.     But  once  put  out  thy  Light, 
Thou  cunning'ft  Pattern  of  excelling  Nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  Heat 
That  can  thy  Light  re-lumine. 
When  I  have  pluck*d  thy  Rofe, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  Growth  again. 
It  needs  muft  wither.  Pll  fmelltheeon  the  Tree;  [KiJJm£her* 
O  balmy  Breath,  that  doft  almoft  perfwade 
Juftice  to  break  h^r  Sword.    One  more,  one  more; 
fie  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 
And  love  thee  after.  One  more>  and  that's  the  laft. 
So  fweet,  was  ne'er  fo  fatal.  I  muft  weep. 
But  they  are  cruel  Tears :    This  Sorrow's  heav'oly 
It  firikes,  where  it  doth  love.    She  wakes. 

Def.  Who's  there,  Othello  f 

0th.  Ay,  Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  Bed,  my  Lord  f 

0th.  Have  you  pra/d  to  Nigh^  DefdJkmnaf 

Def.  Ayi  my  Lord. 

0th. 
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0th.  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  Crime 
(Jnreconcird  as  yet  to  Heav'n,  and  Grice> 
Solicit  for  it  ftraight. 

Def.  Alack,  my  Lord, 
What  may  you  mean  by  that  { 

0th.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  briefs  I  will  walk  hyl 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  Spirit^ 
No^  Heav'ns  fore-fend,  I  would  not  kill  thy  SouL 

Def.  Talk  you  of  killing? 

Oth.  Ay,  I  do* 

I>if.  Then  Heav'n  have  Mercy  on  me. 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Def  If  you  fay  fo,   I  hope  you  will  not  kill  mc« 

Oth.  Hum. 

Def.  And  yet  I  fear  you :  For  you're  fatal  then^ 
When  your  Eyes  rowl  fo» 
Why  I  fliould  fear  I  know  not» 
Since  Guiltinefs  I  know  not:  But  yet  I  feel  I  fear* 

Oth,  Think  on  thy  Sins.  <• 

Def  They  are  Loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  dy*ft. 

Def  That  Death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  Loving. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  Nether-lip? 
Some  bloody  Paffion  (hakes  your  very  Frame; 
Thefe  are  Portents :  But  yet  I  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  ftill. 

Def  I  will  fo :  What's  the  nutter  ? 

Oth.  That  Handkerchief 
Which  I  fo  lov'd,  and  gave  thee,  thou  gav-ft  Caflio.         - 

Def.  No  by  my  Life  and  Soul :  Send  for  the  Man, 
And  ask  him. 

Oth.  Sweet  SouL  take  heed,  take  heed  of  Perjury, 
Thou  art  on  thy  Death-bed. 

Def  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Prefently, 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  Sin : 
For  to  deny  each  Article  with  Oath, 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  Conception  • 
That  I  do  groan  withal.    Thou  art  to  die. 

O  o  ^  "CtV 
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De/l  Oh  Heav'n  have  Mercy  on  me. 

0th,  I  fay,  Amen. 

Def.  And  have  you  Mercy  too;  I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  Life  ;  never  lov'd  Caffio, 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  Heav'n, 
As  I  might  love.   I  never  gave  him  Token. 

0th.  By  Heav*n  I  fa  w  my  Handkerchief  in's  Hand. 

0  perjur'd  Woman  !  thou  doft  ftone  my  Heart, 
And  makcft  mc  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  Murther,  which  I  thought  a  Sacrifice. 

1  faw  the  Handkerchief. 

Def.  He  found  it  then; 
I  never  gave  it  him  ;  fend  for  him  hither. 
Let  him  confefs  a  Truth. 

0th.  He  hath  confefl. 

DeP  What,  my  Lord  f 

0th.  That  he  hath  us'd  thee. 

Def.  How  ?  unlawfully  ? 

Oth.  Ay. 

Defi  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

0th.  No,  his  Mouth  is  flopp'd  ; 
Honeft  j^4tg9  bnth  ta'en  Order  for't. 

Def.  Oh,  my  fear  interprets.   What  is  he  dead  ? 

Otk  Had  all  his  Htirs  been  Lives,iny  great  Revenge 
Had  Stomach  for  them  all. 

De/l  Alas,  he  is  betrayed,  and  I  undone. 

0th.  Out  Strumpet  J  weep'ft  thou  for  him  to  my  face  ? 

Def.  O  banifli  me,  my  Lord,  but  kill  nie  not. 

0th.  Down,  Strumpet. 

Dfp  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 

Oth.  Nay,  if  you  drive. 

Def  But  half  an  Hour 

0th.  Being  done^  there  is  no  Paufe. 

De/l  But  while  I  fay  one  Prayer 


0th.  It  is  too  late.  [Smothers  her. 

i^milia  at  the  Door. 

ty£mU.  My  Lord,  my  Lord  \  What  hoa  I 
My  Lord,  my  Lord  / 

Qth.  What  Noife  is  this/  not  dead  I  not  yet  quite  dead? 
I  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 

I 
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I  would  not  l^iave  thee  linger  in  thy  Paui. 
So,  fo. 

ty£miL  mfhin.']  \Vhat  ho^ !  my  Lord,  my  Lord  / 

0th.  Who's  there? 

%/£miU  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  I  would  (peA  a  word  with 
you. 

Oih.  Yes,  *tis  t/£milia  —  by  and  by  —  fhe's  de^, 
*Tis  like  ihe  comes  to  fpeak  of  C^'s  Death  ; 
The  noife  was  high.    Hah,  ao  more  moving  f 
Still  as  the  Grave.  Shall  flie  come  in?  were'trgoodi 
I  think  (he  ftirs  again  — —  No  — -  what's  beft  todo  I 
If  fhe  come  in,  ibe'll  Ture  fpeak  to  my  Wife; 
My  Wife  I  my  Wife !  what  Wife  ?  I  have  no  Wift. 
On  infupi>ortab]e  !  Oh  heavy  Hour  1 
Methinks  it  (hould  be  now  a  huge  Eclipfe 
Of  Sun  and  Moon,  and  that  the  affrighted  Globe 
Did  yawn  at  Alteration  ■ 

ty£miL  I  do  befeech  you 
That  I  may  fpeak  with  you,  Oh, good  my  Lord  I  •— 

0th.  I  had  forgot  thee ;  Oh  come  in,  n^milia. 
Soft,  by  and  by,  let  me  the  Curtains  draw. 
Where  art  thou?  what's  the  matter  with  thtt  Dowi 

Enter  MrnHh. 

%/£miU    Oh,  my  good  Lord^  yond«r's  foul  Marthers 
done. 

0th.  What  ?  now  ? 

•/£miL  But  now,  my  Lord. 
_.  0th.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon, 
She  comes  more  nearer  £arth  than  (he  was  wont. 
And  makes  Men  mad,     . 

t>£miL  CaJJioj  my  Lord,  hath  kiUM 
A  young  Finetian^  call'd  Rodorig9. 

0th.  Rodortgo  ktird  \  and  C0o  krU'dl 

%/£mil.  No,  Cajpo  is  not  kiU'd* 

Oth.  Not  Cafjio  kill'd  ?  Then  Murther 's  out  of  tune. 
And  fweet  Revenge  grows  harih. 

Def.  O  falfely,  falfcly  murdei'd. 

€/£miL  Alas !  what  cry  is  that  ? 

Oih.  That  \  what  f 

O  O  ^  '^^Em^.. 
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Out,  and  ilas,  that  was  my  Lady's  Voictl 
Help  f  help  boa  I  help  I  Oh  Lady  fpeak  agaio^ 
Swecc  Defdemona^  oh  fweet  Miftreis,  fped?. 

VeJ.  A  guiltlefs  Death  I  die. 

ty£miL  Oh  who  hath  done  this  Deed? 

DeJ.  No  body*  I  my  felf»  farewel ; 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord  $  oh  fkreweL  [Diis^ 

0th.  Why,  how  (hould  ihe  be  Murder'd  f 

9y£miL  Alas !  who  knows  f 

Oth.  You  hear  her  fay  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 

nj£miL  Shefaidfb,  I  muft  needs  report  the  Trutlk 

Oth.  She's  like  a  Liar  gone  to  burning  Hell, 
;Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

9/£miL  Oh  the  more  Angel  {he>  and  you  the  blacker 
Devil. 

Oth.  She  tum'd  to  Folly,  and  fhe  was  a  Whore. 

ty£miL  Thou  do'ft  bely  her,  and  thou  art  a  DeviL 

Oth.  She  was  falfe  as  Water. 

ty£miL  Thou  art  rafh  as  Fire,  to  fay 
T'hat  flic  was  falfe.     Oh  flie  was  heavenly  true. 

Oth.  CaJJjo  did  top  her;  ask  thy  Husband  elfe. 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  Hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  rhis  Extremity.    Thy  Husband  knew  it  alL 

%/£miL  My  Husband  I 

Oth.  Thy  Husband. 

tj^miL  That  fhe  was  falfe  to  Wedlock? 

Oth.  Ay,  with  CaJJioi  Had  (he  been  true. 
If  Heav'n  would  make  me  fuch  another  World, 
Of  one  entire  and  Perfed  Chryfcjite, 
I'd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

€/£miL  My  Husband  / 

Oth.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firft; 
An  honeft  Man  he  is,  and  hates  the  Slime 
That  ftidcs  On  filthy  Deeds. 

n^miL  My  Husband? 

Oth.  What  needs  this  Iterance,  Woman  / 
I  fay  thy  Husband. 

'  t^miL  Oh  Mifirefsl   Villaoy  has  made  mocb  with 
Lova 

My 
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My  Husband  fays  (he  was  falfe  f 

0th.  He,  Woman ; 
I  fay  thy  Husband ;  do'ft  underftand  the  word  ? 
My  Friend,  thy  Husband,  honefl,  honed  Jago. 

t>£miU  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  Soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  Day  $  he  lies  to  th'  Heart, 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  moft  filthy  Bargain.  - 

Oth.  Hah  ; 

t/£mil.  Do  thy  word  : 
This  Deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  Heav'n,  i 
Than  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  bcft. 

€>£m/.Thou  haft  not  half  thatPower  todomeharm 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt>    Oh  Gull !  oh  Dolt  1 
As  ignorant  as  Dirt ;  thou  haft  done  a  deed 
I  care  not  for  thy  Sword,  I'll  make  thee  known. 
Though  I  loft  twenty  Lives— Help !  help  \  hoa !  help ! 
The  Meorhach  kill'd  my  Miftrefs.  Murthenmurther ! 
£ii^fr  Montano,  Grariano,  and  Jago. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter?  How  now,  General? 

t^miU  Oh,  are  you  come*  J^go\  You  have  done  welt 
That  Men  muft  lay  their  Murthers  on  your  Neck. 

Grd.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

u£miL  Difprove  this  Villain,  if  thoube'ftaMan, 
Me  fays  thou  toldft  him  that  his  Wife  was  falfe  : 
I  know  thou  didft  not,  thou'rt  not  fuch  a  Villain. 
Speak,  for  my  Heart  \%  full. 

Jago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

€y£mil.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  ih^  was  falfe  i 

y^ga.  I  did. 

t/EmiU  You  told  a  Lie,  an  odious  damned  Lie : 
Upon  my  Soul  a  Lie  ;  a»  wicked  Lie. 
She  falfe  with  Caffio  ?  did  you  fay  with  Cdlfic  f 

Jago.  With  Caffio,  Miftrefs,  go  to^  charm  your  Tongue. 

u£mU.    I  will  not  charm  my  Tongue ;    I  am  bound 
to  fpeak. 
My  Miftrefs  here  lies  murthered  in  her  Bed. 

jIU.  Oh  Heavens  forefend  i 
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t/^miL  And  your  reports  have  fee  the  Murther  on. 

Oth.  Nay,  ftare  not,  Mafters,  it  is  true  indeed. 

Gra.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Truth* 

Mon.  Oh  monftrous  h&. 

t>£miL  Villany!  villanyl  villanyl 
I  think  upon't  — •  I  think  — -  I  fmeirt  — *-  O  villany ! 
I  thought  fo  then;  I'll  kill  my  fdf  for  Grief, 

0  Villany,  Villany  / 

yago»  Whar^  are  you  mad  f  I  charge  you,  get  yoi 
home. 

ty£miL  Good  Gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  fpieak ; 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  hioo,.  but  not  now  : 
Perchance,  J^lOf  I  will  ne^er  go  home. 

Oth.  Oh!  ohf  oh! 

ty£miL  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar  : 
For  thou  haft  kilfd  the  fweeteft  Innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  Oh  (he  was  foul  / 

1  fcarce  did  know  you,  Unde;  there  lyes  your  Niece, 
Whofe  Breath  indeed>  thefe  Hands  have  newly  ftop'd ; 
I  know  this  Ad  (hews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Defdemona !  I  am  glad  thy  IPather^s  dead, 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him  ;  and  pure  Grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain.    Did  he  live  now. 
This  fight  wou}d  nuke  him  do  a  defperate  turn  ; 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Angel  from  his  fide, 
Andifall  to  Reprobation. 

OtL  'Tis  pitiful,  but  yet  Jdg9  knows. 
That  (he  with  C^i$  hath  the  ad  of  Shame 
A  thoufand  times  committed.  Cdfj^  confeft  it> 
And  (he  did  gratifie  his  amorous  Works, 
With  that  Recognisance  and  Pledge  of  Love, 
Which  I  firfl  gave  her ;  I  faw  it  in  his  Hand ; 
^t  was  a  Handkerchief,  an  antick  Token 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother. 

t>£miU  OhHeav'n !  Ob  heav'nly  Powers  I 

y^go,  Come»  hold  your  peace. 

tj£miL  'Twill  out,  'twill  out »    ■    ■  I  peace  / 
No,  I  will  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  Nonby 
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Let  Heav'n,  and  Men,  and  Devils,  let  them  all, 
All»  alL  cry  ihanne  againft  me,  yet  Til  fpeak* 

y^go.  Be  wife  and  gee  you  home. 

^y£miL  I   will  not.  l^]^%o  offers  to  flab  his  Wife^ 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  Woman  ? 

c/£miL  Oh,  thou  dull  Moor, 
That  Handkerchief  thou  fpeak'ft  of 
I  found  by  Fortune,  and  did  give  my  Husband ; 
For  often,  with  a  folemn  earneftnefs. 
More  than  indeed  belong'd  to  fuch  a  Trifle, 
He  begg'd  of  me,  to  fteal  ir. 

yago.  Villanous  Whore  I 

ty£miL  She  give  it  Cajfio  ?  Alas  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  give't  my  Husband, 

Jago.  Filth,  thou  lieft. 

i^mil.  By  Heav'n  I  do  nor,  I  do  not,  Gentlemen: 
Oh  murd'rous  Coxcomb,  what  fhould  fuch  a  Fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  Wife  ? 

[Jago  breaks  through  and  wounds  his  Wifcy  then  runs  out^ 

0th.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  Heav'n, 
But  what  ferve  for  the  Thunder  ?   precious  Villain  I 

Gra.  The  Woman  falls ;  fure  he  harh  kill'd  bis  Wife. 

ty£miL  Ay,  ay ;  Oh  lay  me  by  Miftrefs  fide, 

Gra.  He*s  gone,  but  his  Wife's  kiU'd, 

Mon.  Tis  a  notorious  Villain ;   take  you  this  Weapon, 
Which  I  have  rccover'd  from  the  Moor  : 
Come,  guard  the  Door  without,  let  him  not  pafs> 
But  kill  him  rather  ;  PU  after  that  fame  Villain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  Slave.  C^r^^^ 

0th.  I  am  not  valiant  neither  ; 
But  every  Puny  whipfter  gets  my  Sword. 
But  why  fhould  Honour  out-live  Honefty  I 
Let  it  go  all. 

9y£miL  What  did  thy  Song  boad.  Lady  ? 
Hark,  canft  thou  hear  me  ?  I  will  play  the  Swan, 

And  die  inMuGck;  milow^  Jfillow,  mikw 

Moor,  (he  was  chaft,  (he  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor» 

So  come  my  Soul  to  Blifs»  as  I  fpeak  true ; 

^o  fpealfing  9$  I  think,  alas,  I  die.  [iEmilia  pie^. 
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Oth.  I  have  another  Weapon  in  this  Chamber, 
It  was  a  Sword  of  Spain^  the  Ice  brooks  temper  ; 
Oh  here  it  is :  Uncle,  I  muft  come  forth. 

Gra.  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear; 
,Thou  haft  no  Weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fuflPer. 

Oih.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  me. 
Or  naked  as  I  am  I  will  aflault  thee. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Oih.  Behold  I  have  a  Weapon : 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 
Upon  a  Soldier's  Thigh.  I  have  feen  the  Dajr, 
That  with  this  litde  Arm,  and  this  good  Svtrordi 
I  have  made  my  way  through,  more  impediments,^ 
Than  twenty  times  your  ftop.  But,  oh  vain  Boaftf 
Who  can  controul  his  Fate  ?  'Tis  not  fo  now. 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  Journey's  end,  here  is  my  Butt, 
And  very  Sea-mark  of  my  utmoft  Sail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmaid  ?  'Tis  a  loft  Fear  : 
Man  but  a  ruih  againft  Othello\  Breaft, 
And  he  retires.    Where  ihould  Othello  go  ? 
Now  — -  how doft thou  look  now/  Oh ill-flar'd  Wench/ 
Pale  as  thy  Smock  !  When  we  fhall  meet  at  Compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  Soul  from  Heav'n, 
And  Fiends  will  fnatch  at  it.  Cold,  cold,  my  (Sirl  { 
Even  like  thy  Chaftity.  O  curfed,  curfed  Slave  ! 
Whip  me,  ye  Devils, 
From  the  Pofleffion  of  this  heav'nly  Hght ; 
Blow  me  about  in  Winds,  and  roaft  me  in  Sulphuft 
Wafli  me  in  fteep-down  Gulfs  of  liquid  Fire        ' 
Oh  Defdemona !  Dead>  Defdemona  \  Dead,  dead !  Oh,  oh! 

Enter  Lodovico,  Caffio  led  in  wpttndedj  Montano,  dnd 

J  ago  Prifiner,  with  Officers. 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh,  and  moft  unfortunate  Man  i 

Oth.  That's  he  that  was  Othelh :  Here  I  am* 

Lad.  Where  is  that  Viper  f  bring  the  Villain  forth. 

Oth.  I  look  down  towards  his  Feet ;  but  that's  t  Fable, 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  Devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  wettmb  Jago. 

Led.  Wrench  his  Sword  from  him. 
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J^go.  I  bleedy  Sir,  but  not  kiird. 

0th.  I  am  not  forry  neither^  I'd  have  thee  live ; 
For  ID  my  Senfe,  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod.  Oh  thou,  OtheUoy  that  waft  once  fo  good^ 
Fain  in  the  Pradice  of  a  curfed  Slave, 
What  fhall  be  faid  to  thee  { 

Othm  Why  any  thing  ; 
An  Honourable  Murtherer,  if  you  will : 
For  nought  I  did  hate,  but  all  in  Honour, 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  Villany : 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  0^q>%  Death  ? 

0th.  Ay. 

Cdf.  Dear  General,  I  never  gave  you  Caufe^ 

Otb.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  Pardon  ; 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  Demy-Devil, 
Why  he  hath  thus  enfnar'd  my  Soul  and  Body* 

Jago.  Demand  me  nothing,  what  you  know,  you  know  : 
From  this  time  forth,  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 

Lod.  What  {  not  to  pray  ? 

Crd.  Torments  will  ope  your  Lips* 

Oth.  Well,  thou  doft  belt. 

Lod.  Sir  you  (hall  underftand  what  hath  befain. 
Which  as  I  think,  you  know  not ;  here  is  a  Letter, 
Found  in  the  Pocket  of  the  flain  Rodorigo,  • 

And  here  another,  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  Death  of  Caffio^  to  be  undertook 

By  Rodorigo. 

Oth.  O  Villain  I 

Ci/r  Moft  heathenifli,  and  moft  gro& 

Lod.  Now,  here's  another  dtfcontented  Paper 
Found  in  his  Pocket  too ;  and  this  it  feems. 
Rodiorigo  meant  t*have  feot  this  damned  Villain ; 
But  that  belike  Jugo  in  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatisfy*d  him. 

Oth.  O  thou  pernicious  Caiti£F  I 
How  came  you,  C;^,  by  that  Handkerchief 
That  was  my  Wife's  ? 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  Chamber;' 
And  he  himfelf  confeft  it  but  even  how. 
That  there  he  dropt  it  for  a  fpecial  purpoft 
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Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 

0th.  O  Fool,  Fool,  Fool ! 

Caf.  There  is  befides,  in  Rodarigo\  Letter, 
How  he  upbraids  JagOy  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  Watch  ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cad  ;  and  even  but  now  he  fpake 
After  long  feeming  dead,  Jago  hurt  him, 
Jago  fet  him  on. 

Lod.  You  muft  forfake  this  room,  and  go  with  us ; 
Your  Power  and  your  Command  is  t.  ken  off. 
And  Caffio  rules  in  Cyprus.    For  this  Slave, 
If  there  be  any  cunning  Cruelty, 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long. 
It  (hall  be  his.    You  (hall  clofe  Prifoner  reft. 
Till  that  the  Nature  of  yout  fault  be  known 
To  the  Ftnetian  Stare.    Come>  bring  away. 

0th.  Soft  you  ;  a  word  or  two  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  State  feme  Service,  and  they  know't; 
No  more  of  that.    I  pray  you  in  your  Letters, 
When  you  (hall  thefe  unlucky  Deeds  relate. 
Speak  of  me»  as  I  am.    Nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  Malice. 
Then  muft  you  fpeak, 
Of  one  that  iov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  eaftly  Jealous,   but  being  wrought. 
Perplexed  in  the  extream;  of  one,  whofe  Hand, 
Like  the  bafe  Indian^  threw  a  Pearl  away 
Richer  than  allhisTribe;  of  one,  whofefubdu'd  Eyes, 
Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood, 
Drop  Tears  as  faft  a«  die  Arahidn  Trees 
Their  Medicinal  Gum.    Set  you  down  this. 
And  fay  befides,  that  in  Aieff^  once. 
Where  a  malignant,  and  a  Turbaod-Turk 
Beat  a  VenettMy  and  traduc'd  the  State, 
I  took  by  th'  Throat  the  Ci rcumcifed  Dog, 
And  fmote  him,  thus.  \Stdbs  kfimfclf. 

Lod.  Oh  bloody  Period  I 

Gra.  All  that  is  fpoke  »  man-'d. 
Otb.  I  kift  thee,  e^er  I  kfll'd  thee :  No  itay  but  this. 
Killing  my  felf,  to  die  opm  a  Kift.  [Dies. 

Otf. 


